


Frozen Dragons

by Vexcinnt



Category: How to Train Your Dragon, Rise of the Guardians
Genre: Adventure, Romance
Language: English
Characters: Hiccup, Jack Frost
Pairings: Hiccup/Jack Frost
Status: In-Progress
Published: 2013-11-24 04:57:26
Updated: 2016-04-01 19:10:24
Packaged: 2016-04-26 16:33:39
Rating: T
Chapters: 24
Words: 289,737
Publisher: www.fanfiction.net
Summary: Creativity is a must in life. You have to try new things. If you don't, then where's the fun in life? Being creative, letting your mind run wild is the best way to live, especially if you meet other people that are just as inventive as you. The thing is, you may not see their creative side at first. But when you do, and you combine your ideas, you get the best kinds of fun. Hijack





	1. Chapter 1

****Welp, here you go. The first part of whatever this is.****

**Legal Disclaimer**

This is a work of derivative fiction obviously. That being said, the author claims no ownership of characters or settings from either _How to Train Your Dragon_ or _Rise of the Guardians _or the source material they are derived from. Those two properties belong to their respective copyright owners and this fic is not intended to infringe upon any and all said copyright. Remember to support the official release.

* * *

><p><strong>Chapter 1<strong>

_This is Berk. It's a cozy little place, if you like no indoor plumping and beds made out of wood. I never spend much of my time there though. With all the clouds surrounding this place, it doesn't need my help to stay cool throughout the year, or most of it anyways. It usually stays cool for, hmm, I'd say a good nine months out of the year thanks to all the clouds and fog surrounding Berk and the other islands. The snow, however, doesn't usually come till later, usually toward the end of the year. _

_The population is somewhere between don't know and don't care. This little island is only one of the many that are scattered around this place. They're mostly kept within this giant fog-like barrier around them. I prefer Berk over all the other ones though. It's a little more interesting thanks to the people that live there. Get this, they're Vikings. As in helmets with horns and swords and shields and the boats made out of wood with some scary-looking head carved into the front of the boat. Don't ask em why they're Vikings though. For all I know they could only stay that way because they visited some Renaissance fair and liked it so much they made it a year-round festival. Or, maybe they traveled through time and don't know how to get back. Your guess would be as good as mine._

_Now the attractions on this island are another thing. From what I've seen over the many years, they have fishing, boating, dragons, and this little holiday tradition where this one girl tried to get everyone to try this drink called Yaknog. From what I saw, it wasn't pleasant. Wait? Did I say dragons? Yep! Actual dragons! I know, right? They have a bunch of those. The place was practically crawling with them the last time I was there. And Berk isn't the only one either. Every island has some kind of dragon, and let me tell you, there are a lot._

_As for the Vikings, well, let's just say that those guys didn't exactly get along. Every day I went there it was all "KILL DRAGONS!" this and "KILL DRAGONS" that. Very repetitive and very dull after a while, especially if you're not one of the stronger Vikings that can actually fight one of those things, but they have kids helping out in any way they can, whether it be by dousing fires or making weapons. You gotta wonder though, all those Vikings doing their job with the dragon attacks, if that's even what they're called, do they have anyone helping out with the normal stuff? You know, fishing, markets, making sure there's enough wood to help rebuild any of the buildings that get destroyed._

_Anyway, I'm finally flying back to Berk again to pay them all a little visit and see how they're doing in this little 300 year war of theirs. Seriously, there's been a 300 year war between Vikings and giant flying reptiles. This kind of stuff is way too stupid to make up. Believe me, I know._

_Oh yeah, I almost forgot to mention: My name is Frost, Jack Frost. Ya know, the guy that nips your nose every winter, creator of the snow bringing fun to all the children. That's my center you know. I'm the Guardian of Fun! Long story short, my center is…it kinda describes what I am and what I do. Most importantly what I bring to children. I make sure all the children of the world have fun, at least while they still can, and I don't mean to brag, but I can make a perfect snowball without even trying. As for the title, it's a little more complicated. See, 'Guardians' are the defenders of children. There's five of us so far: me, Santa Clause (we call him 'North'), the Tooth Fairy, ('Tooth' for short), the Easter Bunny, (or just 'Bunny'), and the Sandman, (appropriately nicknamed 'Sandy'). We all have our own centers bringing either Fun, Wonder, Memories, Hope, or Dreams to kids. We've got to make sure they believe in us though, if they don't, bad things could start happening; but let's not get into that part. That part's kinda boring to talk about anyways. Besides, it destroys the whole mood._

_Hey, I told you this kind of stuff was too stupid to make up. You want to hear something really stupid? Go ask the Easter Bunny the difference between a good egg and a bad egg, especially when they look exactly the same. That is, if you ever have any free time. That guy talked to me for almost an hour about how the eggs have to be the right shape and all._

_Getting back to these Vikings, I really hope they don't keep this little game of theirs up for too long. I mean dealing with pests is fine and all, but when you swear death and demise to every single dragon, you have to admit it starts to seem kind of pointless and stupid. Still, if that's how they plan to spend their days then fine. You know, if these dragons were smart they would just leave these islands. I mean it can't be that nice for them here, can it?_

_Anyways, I kind of have to get back to doing my job. Which, like I said, is almost pointless since those islands are chilly almost all year round. Then again, it wouldn't hurt visiting every now and again to help them with a few snow days, would it? Didn't think so._

* * *

><p>Jack was flying through the clouds surrounding the lonely island of Berk. Well, it wasn't exactly what you would call lonely; there were plenty of people there. Plenty of people, and plenty of dragons. They were of all shapes and sizes too, just like the people! He was always very cautious when flying through the fog to reach the islands, worried that he might hit something on his way out. And that something usually was scaly, had wings, and could breathe fire. Not really something the winter spirit wanted to get involved with.<p>

Though no matter what dispute the Vikings had with the dragons, Jack was very grateful to have plenty of children living there on the island to have fun with, especially since this was his first time being there since the early winter season during the last year. The last time he was there was full of close calls. Of all the days to show up for the first snowfall of the season, it had to be during a dragon attack, and there was no way Jack was going to get caught up in the middle of that. He didn't even begin to try to make it snow before he turned around and flew away from Berk as fast as the wind could take him. He tried giving the place a second chance a few weeks later, and all seemed well. There were no dragons, burning buildings, and no battle cries. Everything seemed peaceful.

At least for a good five minutes.

Then, lo and behold, another dragon attack came, and Jack was forced to stay on the ground and watch as the Vikings fought off the impending attacks from the dragons while also making sure they could keep as many of their buildings and homes from burning to the ground as possible. Jack didn't even bother to stick around once the attack was over and the dragons carried off their stolen kill. True he hadn't really given Berks inhabitants any snow personally, but Jack figured they could go one winter without him. He didn't want to risk coming back during another dragon attack. While seeing the dragons themselves was a sight Jack would never get tired of seeing, he would rather not see it when they were spitting out flames in almost every direction. It was best to wait and move on to other places that were in need of both his snow and his expertise on how to have fun.

His hopes were higher than ever for getting some new believers on Berk nonetheless. He hadn't gotten as many as he had hoped since becoming an official Guardian ten years ago, but he couldn't complain. He had managed to get many followers, especially with the help of the other Guardians, spreading word of a new legend for them to believe in. Jack was surprised by how many actually didn't need that much proof to believe in him.

While the other Immortals gave them presents or coins or even painted eggs and candy, most children didn't need much convincing that someone was responsible for giving them so much snow that school had to be cancelled for the day. It gave them a whole day to play in the snow with their friends and have a fun day outside so that they'd be welcomed back inside at the end of the day with a mug of hot chocolate, as well as a few tissues for all the runny noses.

Jack finally made his way through the wall surrounding the islands and saw mostly clear skies above him, along with a few small islands below him. Some didn't even look like islands, just slabs of rock scattered throughout the water. It wasn't long before he saw the familiar island of Berk, thanks to the tall rocky arches that covered the side of the island and its many mountains.

Jack shot down towards the island, hoping he might see one of the many "Viking versus Dragons" fights that always seemed to happen when he paid the island a visit. His squinted his eyes, looking for any kind of dragon that might be flying around the island. Maybe he'd see what the Vikings called a Deadly Nadder, or heck maybe even one of those bulgy rocky-looking Gronckles. Anything but that Monstrous Nightmare, the very idea of that dragon sent chills up Jack's spine. The idea of fire-breathing dragons themselves should have sent shivers through Jack, but when this one could light itself on fire? Yeah no thanks, but since he was sure most of them couldn't see him, he figured he would be safe.

Jack's eyes still searched for any sign of one of the flying reptiles, very excited to get to see the mystical and mysterious creatures once again, when from out the corner of his eye, he finally spotted one. Jack flew closer and was able to make out the purple wings and a long tail; he suspected a Deadly Nadder judging by the wing span and the spikes on the tail. Jack flew down for a closer look and realized his first guess was correct. It was a Deadly Nadder. At first he kept his distance from the dragon, not wanting the gusts of wind sent off from its flapping wings to make him lose control. He learned he had to take his time when it came to flying close to the dragons. He had to fly with the wind as well as ride the currents that the dragon was sending off; it was different for each dragon too, due to the varying wing spans.

He finally caught up and flew beside the giant creature, gazing over its many spikes and colorful scales. Jack had only seen one dragon and already was having a fun time. He soon began to look around, eager to find more dragons to race before spreading more of his winter fun to the children that lived on this island. He soon found a small and fat dragon flying much closer to the island underneath him. Assuming it was a Gronckle, he swooped down for a closer look.

_"Huh, that's weird."_ he thought as he looked at the top of the reptile. Jack remembered how the Gronckle's had bumps all over their back, as well as their legs, tail, and virtually almost every other place, but something about this one seemed different. Its bumps were gone. And not to mention it had these small pink lumps coming out from its side.

But as soon as he got closer, he was shocked to see what he saw. There was someone riding it! Some Viking was actually riding one of the dragons. As Jack got closer he realized that the rider was just a kid who seemed a little younger than he was. Well, by younger he meant younger than 18, of course he was younger than 328, but this was beside the point. This kid, who really looked like he needed to work out a little more and cut back on the food, was sitting on this giant monster that could kill him in an instant! The young Viking had a usual helmet sporting two horns on his head, blonde hair, big flabby arms, and a large brown fur shirt that went almost all the way down his legs, which Jack could just barely make out since they were much thinner than he would have expected.

"Alright Meatlug!" the boy called out as he patted the side of the dragon. "Let's head back home before it gets dark! Dinner's gonna be ready soon!" The dragon grunted in agreement with what appeared to be a smile, if dragons could even smile, and slowly descended back to the snow-covered ground. "Wait, snow?" Jack asked aloud. Normally the snow didn't really begin to start till he arrived. Apparently he missed his deadline. With all the clouds surrounding the island, of course there was going to be some snow before he arrived, it's just usually not this much. At least he didn't have to worry about waiting for the snow to collect before he began his fun.

He looked around to see if anymore of the dragons had been tamed. And sure enough, he saw even more as he got closer to the village. Dragons of all kinds were walking around the island as if they were pets. None of them were attacking the Vikings, and the Vikings actually weren't making a fuss about them! Some of the dragons were helping the Vikings move heavy objects while some of the smaller ones were playing games with the young children. Jack couldn't believe his eyes. It was only a year ago he saw these Vikings swearing to kill every last one of the "ferocious beasts". And now here they were living side-by-side without any aggression.

Another dragon quickly flew right overhead and Jack instinctively ducked to avoid being hit by the oncoming tail. He looked up to see a Deadly Nadder, different from the one he saw before. He could tell because this one was blue and had slightly shorter spikes. And sure enough, this one had a rider as well. This time it was a young teenage girl, probably the same age as the last rider he saw and much skinnier. Her long blond hair was tied up into a ponytail braid flowing through the wind, although she did have some bangs that fluttered by the side of her head that the leather band she had strapped across her head didn't seem to catch.

Her outfit was a little more stylized than the last Viking he saw. She wore armored shoulder pads, straps along both of her forearms, and a light green sleeveless shirt. Her skirt seemed to be a light brown and was covered in spikes. "C'mon Stormfly. One more lap before we head back?" the girl asked. The dragon roared in agreement, and the young girl laughed as they shot up into the air. If Jack had known that they were about to do that, he would have moved out of the way. But instead, the sudden flapping of the dragons wings pushed Jack away and made him tumble through the air, making him a little dizzy as he saw the dragon fly in a straight line up into the air.

Out of nowhere, Jack began to laugh. This was incredible! He didn't know what had happened between the two species to have them end their war, but he didn't care. He was happy to see that they were all having fun. He noticed that even the adults seemed to get in on the action, walking around the village and talking to their own dragons.

He flew down towards the village and landed on one of the rooftops, looking over what appeared to be the town square. The building he was on was one of the larger ones on the island, and there was a large space in front of it where he knew that Vikings would sometimes gather, so why not call it the town square? He saw the Vikings walking through the square, some carrying boxes while others simply walked as groups, talking amongst themselves.

While most of the adults were tending to whatever jobs they had to do that day, there was a small group of children that ran through the square, heading straight for a small pile of snow that must have been shoveled up since most of the ground in the square seemed to be covered in a thinner layer, most likely left behind by whoever it was that shoveled it all up. The children ran to the pile of snow and grabbed two handfuls before quickly running away from each other, hiding behind posts or other buildings.

Soon, just as Jack had expected, the group of five young Vikings started their own snowball fight. Though with what little ammo they had, the game seemed much more fun. Only two shots with four people hunting you down meant that you absolutely couldn't miss. The only downside would be that the game would end much sooner. But Jack was able to fix that. The roof that he was sitting on hadn't been cleaned yet, and while there wasn't a lot of snow for the Vikings to be worried about damaging the building, it was enough for Jack to collect together and push off the roof, making another, much bigger pile for the Vikings to have for their game.

Jack smiled as they all headed for the pile, throwing the last of their snowballs at each other as they quickly grabbed more snow, which soon turned their snowball fight into an all out free-for-all. No hiding or any kind of strategy, just grabbing some of the snow, clumping it together, and tossing it at the closest person. Not exactly the way Jack would have done it, but then again they didn't have much snow to work with. But that could quickly be fixed.

Jack raised his staff towards the sky and was about to conjure up a snow storm when he heard a roar come from behind him. He quickly turned around to see a dragon he hadn't seen before beginning to fly right over his head. Man, that dragon was fast too! Forgetting all about the snow and letting his curiosity get the better of him, Jack flew after the dragon, wondering if this one would have a rider as well, but the dragon was much faster than Jack thought, and as it turned the corner past one of the larger buildings, he lost sight of it. He flew up to the rooftop of the building he was next to and looked up towards the sky, searching for any signs of the dragon that at first seemed like nothing except a black blur. _"Maybe it didn't fly up. Maybe it landed."_ Jack thought.

He flew over the town, trying to find this new dragon, but to no avail. _"Maybe a bird's eye view might help."_ Jack shot up towards the clouds and hovered over the island, looking for any sign of the dragon. Sure enough, he found one. Just not in the way he was expecting. He heard another roar from behind him, but this time he turned around quick enough to see that the dragon was in fact black, but was also heading right towards him! Jack quickly moved out of the way before the dragon flew into him, getting thrown back yet again by the sudden gust of wind. After regaining his bearings, Jack flew after the dragon, careful not to let it out of his sight this time. Like the other two dragons that Jack had seen, this one had a rider as well. He knew he had to get closer if he wanted to really get a good look at this dragon, and thankfully the dragon started to slow down so it wasn't long before Jack was able to fly right beside the dragon to get that look.

Jack noticed the black scales covering every inch of the dragon's body. Large black wings, long tail, very typical dragon, nothing out of the ordinary here. Well, ordinary when it came to the rest of the dragons that he had encountered. Everything about this dragon seemed fine, until he got to its tail. Half of its tail was missing and was instead replaced by a red kite-like contraption. Upon further inspection, Jack saw that this contraption had small rods connected to the extra wing and realized that this makeshift tail fin was controlled by the dragon's rider.

Jack moved over to the right side of the dragon, to get a better look at his rider, ducking out of the way of the dragon's wings. Once again, there was another young rider mounted on the dragon. Did the adults just not like to ride the creatures as much as the younger ones did? Regardless, Jack was curious to see who was flying this incredibly fast dragon. This time, the rider was dressed in a green long-sleeved shirt, a brown-leather harness strapped around him and onto the dragon's saddle to make sure he didn't fall off. His face was freckled and his short brown hair was being blasted by gust after gust of cold winter wind.

"Alright Toothless." the rider called out, "Let's see if that practice paid off!" Soon, the dragon flew faster than any of the other dragons and zoomed right past Jack. Laughing and enjoying himself, Jack moved his staff and let the wind carry him faster than usual in order to catch up with the rider. It took a short while of even more chasing over the village and the ocean surrounding it, but Jack caught up with the rider and his black dragon, which was apparently named Toothless, and continued to laugh, knowing that the rider wouldn't be able to hear him. The dragon on the other hand was a different matter.

As soon as Toothless heard Jack laugh, he turned his head around and cocked it slightly to the side, confused at seeing this strange boy flying without a dragon underneath him. Plus, his clothes were much different than the other clothes he had seen people wear around here, save for the pants which were similar at the least.

The rider, who unknown to Jack was named Hiccup, noticed his dragon seemed distracted by something and turned his head to see whatever it was he was looking at. However, he saw only nothing but the rest of the sky instead of the smiling winter spirit. Jack didn't let it bother him though; he was used to not being seen by people the first time they met. On very rare occasions would he meet someone who could already see him thanks to word of mouth spreading about him, or even small dreams Sandy would give them, but Jack was surprised that this dragon actually stopped to notice him. Most of the other dragons flew right by him, though he did prefer it if the fire-breathing reptiles didn't really notice him, he liked not being burned to death.

"What is it Toothless?" Hiccup asked the dragon. Toothless quickly turned himself around and stopped to hover in mid-air so as to try and get a closer look at the strange boy. Jack on the other hand was already thinking of his own fun ways to have some fun with the dragon rider, even if he couldn't see him, as he waved his hand slowly back-and-forth, making the dragon's eyes following it closely. Jack had to admit, Toothless' eyes were amazing. They seemed to be an amazing mix of both yellow and green. While Jack had been complemented on his eyes every now and then, not to mention his teeth thanks to a certain Guardian, he had never seen eyes like this before.

Jack laughed before turning his back on the dragon and shouting, "Alright then. You wanna play? Come on. Let's play." Jack quickly flew away, taunting the dragon and calling for it to follow him.

Toothless happily agreed to play his little game and flew after the spirit. "TOOTHLESS! WHAT'RE YOU DOING?" Hiccup called out as the dragon zipped through the sky, chasing Jack as if he had a fresh fish for him to eat. Toothless didn't care for Hiccup's confusion though, he was intrigued by this strange boy and wanted to know more about him, and could only do that if he got a closer look. Whenever he would get even close to the boy, he would rush in a different direction, slow down and end up behind him, or pick up even more speed and get even farther away.

Hiccup was having none of the same fun Toothless was having. "Toothless!" he called out. "Calm down!" He adjusted the small wings on his tail and made Toothless dive towards the snow-covered ground in the middle of a clearing in the woods. Toothless willingly went along with Hiccup's wishes, since the strange boy was also heading in that same direction. However, before they hit the ground, Jack stopped himself and floated in mid-air, laughing as the surprised dragon flew right past him, growling in response to not being able to catch the strange person.

Once Hiccup and Toothless had landed, Hiccup jumped off of Toothless and walked around to the front of him, keeping his hand on his side so as the calm him down. "What in Odin's name was that all about, bud?" he asked as he placed his other hand on the side of Toothless' face. Toothless growled in response, watching as the bare-foot spirit landed a few yards behind Hiccup, laughing as he leaned against his staff.

"What's gotten into you? You don't normally act like this." Toothless still only paid half of his attention to the young Viking as he continued to stare at the boy as he jumped up and perched himself on top of a lone, small boulder. Jack chuckled as the dragon continued to stare at him, knowing very well that the boy wouldn't be able to see him. Normally, this might upset Jack, but given the other circumstances, it was actually quite funny.

Hiccup turned around to see whatever it was that had Toothless' attention and, sure enough, saw no one, only the lone boulder and the edge of the rest of the woods. He turned his attention back to Toothless and leaned in closer as he said in a softer tone, "Is someone there bud?" Toothless only looked back at Jack and back to Hiccup, blinking in-between the two, as if trying to tell the boy of what was behind him. Hiccup turned around, taking his hands off of his dragon, and walked very cautiously towards the boulder, thinking someone might be behind it. Hiccup wondered if someone was actually following them. But how could they be? He didn't see anyone when they were flying. Maybe someone was hiding in the woods? But that still didn't explain why Toothless was acting up when they were flying.

Hiccup took small steps towards the boulder; where Jack was no longer sitting. He had slowly and calmly floated off of the rock and landed on the snow-covered ground, and walked right past the boy, giggling as he tried to find whoever or whatever it was that was making the dragon so rowdy in the first place. Jack turned his attention back to the dragon, who sat upright and kept his eyes fixed on him.

Jack carefully and cautiously made his way towards the dragon, curious as to what kind it was since he had never seen it before. The dragon, which was standing on all fours, turned away just a little and narrowed his eyes at Jack, as if meaning to warn him to not get too close. Jack took a small step back and held up his hands in surrender, trying to let Toothless know that he wouldn't harm him. He smiled at the dragon, trying to let him know that he was a friend, not a foe. Toothless didn't return the smile, still unsure if this stranger could be trusted. How could Hiccup not see him? He was right there and he just walked right past him!

"Weird name for a dragon though." Jack commented as he took a small step towards the dragon, feeling as if he had gained at least some of its trust since it didn't try to burn him to a crisp right then and there. "Toothless. I woulda thought a guy like you would have had at least some teeth." Jack took another step back as Toothless slowly opened his mouth. Jack leaned closer to the dragon, wondering if he was trying to show him something. Toothless instantly had his teeth shoot out of his mouth as he growled at Jack, feeling uncomfortable with him getting too close.

Jack shouted in surprise as the teeth appeared. He jumped back in response and instinctively raised his staff and aimed it at the dragon, who did nothing but close his mouth, not knowing what power the stick the strange boy was holding was capable of. Toothless' ears shot up as he cocked his head to the side, curious and waiting to see if the boy was going to do something with this stick. Hit him? Poke him? Anything? When nothing happened, Toothless' eyes looked back to Jack, as if waiting for him to do something else. After a few quick breaths to calm himself down, Jack began to laugh once more. This day was just full of surprises for him and, needless to say, he loved it.

Hiccup, still looking for the cause of Toothless' distraction when he saw that there was no one hiding behind the boulder and thought maybe someone was hiding in the woods, heard Toothless growl as his mouth closed, no longer flaring his teeth, but his cat-like eyes still squinted at the invisible person. Hiccup groaned as he walked over to Toothless. Jack moved out of the way of the boy, even though he would have just walked right through him anyway; he didn't want to confuse the dragon anymore than he already did. "C'mon Toothless!" Hiccup exclaimed as he placed calming hands on the side of Toothless' head, blocking his view of Jack. "You're starting to scare me bud! There's no one here." Hiccup turned around to make one final check to make sure he wasn't being watched as he moved to mount Toothless.

Once he was sitting on top of Toothless, he reached down and patted the dragon's head gently as if to continue to try to calm him down. "Ya see?" he asked reassuringly. Once Hiccup was out of the way, Toothless scanned the area, trying to find the strange boy he has seen only moments ago, but to no avail. He had disappeared. "Now I dunno if dragons have an extra sense or something, but I didn't see anyone-" Before Hiccup could finish, a he felt something hit the back of his head, causing him to lean forward and yell in surprise.

He turned around and looked behind him as he felt the back of his head and felt something cold. Something cold and wet. "What the?" he asked as he grabbed whatever was in his hair and looked at it. Snow. Someone had hit him with a snowball! Someone _was_ out there? He turned around to see whoever it was that threw the snowball, but saw no one.

If only he had looked closer, he would have seen the footprints Jack had left in the snow. Or more like the footprints he was leaving. Jack stood in place behind Hiccup and his dragon as he laughed, holding his side with one hand, clutching his staff with the other. A classic little prank of Jack's had worked yet again. And it never seemed to bore Jack either. The faces that people would make when they would try to find out who it was that threw the first snowball only to find either no one there, or start a snowball fight of their own with the rest of their friends were practically priceless to Jack.

Hiccup turned back to Toothless and patted him softly. "Come on Toothless. Let's get outta here." Toothless growled in agreement as he shook his head and readied his wings for take-off. Before they took off, Hiccup couldn't help but wonder who it was that threw the snowball. Of course whoever it was, they were more than likely whoever made Toothless get nervous and uneasy. Still, what happened while they were flying was something Hiccup couldn't explain. Maybe Toothless needed more training than he thought. But then again, he was always very easily distracted. It could have been nothing.

As Toothless began to slowly float in the air, not wanting to shoot directly into the sky and risk hitting any of the trees, Hiccup looked to the forest and remembered the old stories Gobber used to tell him of creatures that lurked in the woods: Trolls and Goblins and Spirits. Some of them were playful, while others weren't what most people would call friendly. Hiccup would always get scared by Gobber's stories as a kid. His dad was the one to finally tell Gobber to knock it off. Over time though, Hiccup realized that Gobber's storied were just that, harmless little stories he would tell in order to get Hiccup all wound up over nothing. But as Hiccup took off on Toothless and looked back to the woods, he couldn't help but wonder; what if, perhaps, it was someone from those ghost stories that Gobber used to tell? Hiccup quickly dismissed the idea reminding himself that the stories were just a trick that Gobber had played on him. He might as well be trying to get himself spooked.

Right before he and Toothless took off towards the sky and made their way back home, Hiccup could have sworn he heard the sound of faint laughter from that of a teenage boy. He didn't even have time to look back as Toothless quickly shot towards the sky, gaining some altitude, and flying towards their home.

Jack flew towards the sky as the dragon and his rider flew off towards their home. He didn't know that Hiccup heard his laughter as they flew away. All he knew was that he had done his job here. Kind of. The snow had obviously already appeared, and everyone seemed to be having a good time so far, so there was really no need for him to be there. Jack watched as the two flew towards their village, wanting to follow them and have some more fun. After all, just because the village had some snow didn't mean he couldn't make more. In fact that's what he was about to do had it not been for that dragon. And not to mention there was also no telling how many more dragons he would see with riders! In fact, he would love to stay just to see how the Vikings and dragons were getting along.

He would have done all of that, if it weren't for the fact he knew someone would love to hear about this, he simply had to tell them about what he had just seen, and that person was North. It wasn't just because he was the closest friend either; Jack knew that North would love to hear about the Vikings and the dragons. Tooth didn't seem to care about the island since she was always afraid to send her fairies there since they might get hit by one of the dragons. Bunny on the other hand simply just didn't care. The Vikings never celebrated Easter, so he never had to visit them. As for the fact that they had dragons, he didn't find it all that interesting anymore. Sure when he first learned about it he was just as surprised and shocked as one might have expected. But over time, the Pooka just stopped caring.

Jack tossed the idea of leaving the island back and forth in his mind. He did have responsibilities to take care of on Berk, but it wasn't like if he did leave the island he wasn't going to come back. Especially not after what he had just seen! Jack was certain that they could go a few more days without a large snowfall anyways. The island was cold throughout most of the year, so the Vikings might actually like it. Well, most of them anyways. The kids would just have to be a little more patient, but if Jack remembered the phrase correctly, good things always come to those who wait.

Jack had made up his mind. He had to tell one of his friends about the dragons. He would have told Sandy first since he, out of all the other Guardians, loved a good story the most, but he was also the hardest Guardian to find. Having to travel all over the world and give sleeping children good dreams made the guy practically impossible to catch up to. Tooth, Bunny, and North were always in their homes, busy doing what they did best. Although Tooth's and Bunny's homes weren't as easy to find as North's was. Jack didn't want to wait any longer, so he turned around and flew towards the North Pole, a smile spread across his face. He was eager to tell the Russian gift-giver of the exciting things that he had just witnessed.

* * *

><p><strong>There you go. The first part of...whatever this is. That being said, reviews, comments, or questions are always welcome and appreciated!<strong>


	2. Chapter 2

**Here's part 2 of this thing. Thank you to everyone who has followed this already and to the reviewers! You guys are very appreciated and your words mean a lot!**

**Also, in case you were wondering, the wonderful cover art is by EnemyofSanity. You can find her on Tumblr with the same username!**

* * *

><p><strong>Chapter 2<strong>

Jack entered the colorful workshop through the open window outside North's Workshop. North usually left the window graciously open for Jack, knowing he was very fond of visiting, so he and the Russian Toy Maker could catch up. That is, if he wasn't busy bossing around the elves and toy-making yetis who worked throughout the bright workshop. North would try to make time for Jack whenever he came over. He enjoyed Jack's company just as much as Jack enjoyed his.

Jack found himself hovering above the Globe flickering with the hundreds of thousands of lights scattered all over it, symbolizing every individual believer, both young and old. He saw North staring at the giant metal sphere, arms crossed and looking very stern and serious, not the usual aspect Jack would have seen on the Guardian of Wonder.

"Hey, North!" Jack called out as he slowly floated down towards the Russian gift-giver.

Jack quickly turned around as he heard a clatter on the floor below him. A plastic dollhouse, along with several action figures, had fallen from the arms of two yetis who didn't notice Jack when he arrived moments ago. They both looked up when they heard Jack shout and accidentally walked right into each other, shouting in their strange language Jack could never understand, luckily North seemed to translate it just fine.

"Jack!" North called out in exasperation, pinching the bridge of his nose as the yetis picked up their toys.

"Sorry guys!" Jack responded as he landed besides North, eager to tell him what had happened. "How's it goin' big guy?" he asked with a smile on his face.

"Good Jack! I am glad you are here!" North answered as he picked up the much smaller spirit and pulled him into a tight hug.

Since Jack was the only Guardian North talked to the least he seemed to make up for it with hugs. Fortunately, Jack had grown used to the bone-crushing hugs, they barely hurt him anymore. "Easy there, North!" Jack said as he patted North's shoulder. "I'd like to leave here in one piece you know."

The larger man let out a short, loud boastful laugh. "My apologies, Jack." North carefully set Jack back on the ground, letting him breathe once more. "So, how have you been? Not getting yourself into anymore trouble, I hope?"

Jack shrugged his shoulders and smirked at North, knowing the giant man knew Jack wasn't the kind of person to go a day without causing some kind of mischief. "Depends on what you mean by trouble." An elf then walked up to Jack, its bell somehow rang over the sound of tools and machines throughout the workshop, offering him a small glass of eggnog, to which Jack politely denied. As the elf started to walk away, Jack couldn't help but send a small blast of ice at its feet, making the elf jump back and almost spill the drink. Jack let out a small laugh as the elf shot him an angry and disapproving look. "Now, did that count as trouble, or was that just being annoying?"

North tried to hide his smile as the elf went back to work, knowing he shouldn't laugh at some of Jack's little pranks, feeling they would only encourage him. But even he had to admit, sometimes they were pretty funny. "I'd say it was both," he answered with a shrug.

"At least you say that like it's not a bad thing. If you were Bunny I'd probably just get some kind of angry look, or one of those really big sighs of his, or if I'm really unlucky, some kind of speech about how reckless I am."

"Just as long as you don't get too crazy, Jack." North knew how wild Jack could get. Although Jack was sure to try his best not to get anyone hurt whenever he started snowball fights or blowing off some steam by making it snow more than usual, North wanted to make sure Jack would also make sure not to step out of line.

"You know me."

"Yes, that is exactly why I say 'don't get too crazy'."

"Touché." Jack looked around the workshop; taking note of how busy everyone was while North took a quick moment to look back at the Globe.

Christmas was only a month away and everyone was in a rush to make sure everything went as smoothly as North wanted it.

Jack suddenly remembered what made him decide to visit North in the first place. "Oh! North, I almost forgot!" he exclaimed. "Do-do you remember that island? With the dragons an-and the Vikings?"

"You mean the only island with the dragons and Vikings?" North joked. "Yes. What about it?" North's eyes widened as he turned back to look at Jack, concern spread across his face.

"Well, you might like to know that instead of killing the dragons, those Vikings are actually riding them. I don't know how they did it, but they've managed to train the dragons instead of, as they used to say, hunt them down and chop off their heads and use them as warning signs for other dragons."

"That is very nice, Jack." North commented as he headed back for the small station in front of the Globe, flickering with its own colorful lights and covered with buttons and switches.

_"Nice? That's it?"_ Jack thought. Did North not understand what he had just told him? "Nice? Just nice? You don't think this is some big achievement for those guys?"

"Meh, to be honest, I thought that little feud of theirs should have ended years ago. Now, it not so much of a 'great news' feeling as much as a 'took them long enough' feeling."

"Oh, well then, it's nice to know you are just as happy about this as I am," Jack said sarcastically

"Any time Jack, any time." North flipped a few of the switches on the control panel in front of the Globe, looking at the small monitor curiously and mumbling incoherently.

Swinging his staff back and forth with each step, Jack walked over to the panel; curious to see whatever it was that had North's attention.

"Watcha working on?" he asked.

"Is nothing, Jack. Merely observing."

"Okay then. What are you observing?"

"Important stuff."

"Stuff that you don't think I should know about?"

"Eh, it depends."

"On what?" Jack's smile grew wider as he asked question after question, pestering the Guardian of Wonder.

"On whether or not I think it is big deal."

"What do you mean by 'big deal'?"

"I mean important 'big deal'."

Jack stood on the tip of his toes to try to see what North was working on. "So, is it a bad big deal or the kind of big deal I shouldn't exactly be worried about?"

"I am not sure."

"Should I know about it just in case?"

"I am not sure."

Jack couldn't help but let out a small laugh as he shrugged his shoulders. "Well, if you think it's a big deal and you tell me, then you might as well tell the rest of them."

"Why would I tell the yetis about this? They don't need to concern themselves with anything right now except making the toys."

Jack rolled his eyes as he hopped onto the small counter that North use for extra work beside the Globe's control panel, careful not to sit on anything important. "I'm not talking about the yetis, North. I'm talking about Tooth and Sandy and the giant talking rabbit. Don't you think they might want to know, too?"

North scratched his chin as he thought over what Jack had told him. He did have a point after all. But was it important enough that North needed to tell the others about it? Sure he felt it might be vital they know should it get out of hand, but then again, making sure they were able to stop it before anything happened in the first place would be better. Perhaps Jack was right. If he felt that it was important enough to tell Jack, then he might as well tell the rest of the team. North flipped a few more switches, never taking his eyes off the monitor.

"So, does this mean you can tell me what exactly it is that's got you so worked up?" Jack still couldn't see thanks to the tattooed arms blocking his view.

North only hummed in response, squinting his eyes lost in thought, which Jack took as a sign that maybe he should drop the subject. It didn't look like he was going to get anywhere with North this occupied.

"Look if you're too busy I can come back some other time."

North quickly looked up and smiled at the pale spirit, placing a comforting hand on his shoulder. "No Jack, I insist, stay. You are right. You and the others should know about this, just in case." North went back to the control panel and twisted a large handle before pushing it down, causing bright lights to shoot up from the Globe and out into the open air outside the workshop. "We're going to have company, everyone!" North announced, making the elves rush around to make preparations for their oncoming guests.

"Huh. So that's how you do it." Jack commented, having never seen how North made the lights in the sky appear before.

"Is easier than carrier pigeons, no?" North chuckled at his own joke. Jack merely let out a small breath that was barely recognizable as a laugh. There were times when North actually was kind of funny. Other times, not so much.

"So, tell me Jack, what else is going on with this island? I'm interested to know more about how they are doing."

"Well, like I said, everyone is riding the dragons now. I don't know what happened to them the last time I was there, but somehow they put aside their differences and found a way to not kill each other." Jack explained.

"A lot can happen in one year Jack."

"Yeah, tell me about it." Jack agreed, remembering how much had changed in his own life in the last few years. "Anyway, I was just flying through because, you know, it's about time for me to head to the other part of the world for their fair share of snow, right? So I-"

"You know Jack," North interrupted, "with all that fog and clouds covering the islands, I am not so sure that you need to be there to make sure they get their snow and such."

"Yeah, well, what can I say? I can't resist an island full on dragons, can I? And it's not like I see them year round. Only a few days; a week tops. You try flying over dragon-infested islands. It's not easy work, North." Jack said matter-of-factly.

North kept his smile and waved his hand at Jack. "Yes, yes. I understand."

"But like I was saying, I'd already finished with some of the north and figured I'd pay them a visit. So there I am flying overhead and seeing if they needed me to help them get started. They didn't, obviously. But then I see a bunch of kids flying them. And I'm not talking about they were flying over the village. I mean they were flying high up in the sky. And just for fun, too!" Jack was sure to try to control his excitement. He could tell that his words were starting to slur together due to him talking faster, eager to tell North about what he had seen back on Berk. "Oh, and there was this other dragon I hadn't seen before. It was black and had part of its tail missing, but the rider managed to make some kind of machine to fix that. And the rider, get this; the rider was just this scrawny little kid. Probably about my age, too, give or take a few hundred years. But this scrawny looking kid had managed to get the fastest dragon I'd ever seen. Not the biggest, but it was definitely the fastest one out there."

North's smile grew wider and wider as Jack's story continued. "Jack! This is great news! I am very glad to hear it! Very glad indeed!" North loved it when his other Guardian friends told him of wondrous little adventures or sightings they had on their travels. They came from everyone except Bunny. He never seemed to get out of his Warren unless he went to visit the other Guardians or deliver the eggs. He especially liked it when Sandy told him the tales of amazing things he had experienced. He would always make it as if it were a game of charades, having his sand make picture after picture above his head. "So," North said in a softer tone, "were you able to get any new believers while you were there?"

Jack's smile faded, but only a little, not wanting to seem sad in front of the father-like Guardian. "Nah. Not this time, big guy." Jack answered as he shook his head. Jack was used to visiting places all over the world and sometimes getting new believers. There were many cases where he got several in one snowball fight, each kid having a domino-like effect on the other by telling them about Jack and the fun he brings every winter. But there were of course times when there were no believers. It didn't bother Jack though. He was used to that too. "If an island full of dragons can get cold weather almost year-round and still not believe in me, I don't think it's going to happen anytime soon."

North smiled, his rosy cheeks standing out amongst his peach-colored skin, and placed a comforting hand on Jack's shoulder. "In time Jack. All in good time." While the two waited for their fellow Guardians to arrive, they spent their time catching up. Jack told North of the new believers he _had _managed to get and all the fun times he had with them, helping them make snowmen, having snowball fights, and of course, ensuring them that he would try his best to make sure they could get a day or two out of school. When Jack was finished telling North of the believers he did manage to get, North explained some of his many new toy ideas. He told him about a car that would turn into a remote-controlled plane, or the new bouncing ball idea he had to make the balls bounce even higher! He even began to tell Jack about his idea to possibly bring the Furbies back, to which Jack instantly replied, "NO! Just…just no, North. Those things are Pitch's doing and you know it!" North only laughed in response.

"I was only joking, Jack. Between you and me, I don't really care for them either. But it is always fun to see what people say about them."

Bunnymund was the first to arrive, ushered in by two yetis and brushing snow off of his shoulders. "Would it kill ya to live somewhere a little warmer?" he asked.

"The yetis like it here, Bunny. What do you expect me to do? They are good toy-makers after all." One of the elves who offered Bunny a cookie turned to look at North when he heard how he complimented the yetis. "Oh, but, you guys do good job too! Plus, you little guys make the cookies! That's the best thing you elves do! They're delicious!" The elf smiled at North's kind words and set the plate of cookies down, awaiting the rest of the guests to arrive.

Sandy and Tooth both arrived at the same time, flying through the same window that Jack had entered through, both of them wondering what it was that made North call them. North, being the gracious and caring host that he was, welcomed them all with a warm smile. "Welcome everyone! I am glad to see you all made it here safely." Everyone turned to North, anxious to hear the big important news. "Alright, so, now that you are all here, I need to tell-" North was cut off by the sound of a yeti saying something none of the other Guardians could understand.

"What? Well did you check the closet? The extra one, not the main one?" The yeti only threw up his hands and explained to North what was wrong. North dragged his hands down his face before looking back to his guests. "My apologies everyone. Should not take too long." He followed the yeti, mumbling something to him about how they should always be stocked up on the orange paint more than the rest.

While North went to deal with whatever problems the yeti was having with the paint, Jack was just as quick to tell the rest of the Guardians about the island and the Vikings now riding the dragons instead. Bunnymund didn't seem to be that interested in his story, claiming he just wanted to find out why North had summoned him, but Jack didn't care. He loved telling this story. And even though Bunny didn't seem to pay that much attention to Jack, he did find the part about the skinny kid on the faster dragon a bit more interesting.

Jack was eager to see how Sandy would react, since he loved hearing a good story probably more than North did. "Sandy, you're not going to believe this! You know that island with those dragons on it?"

Sandy quickly smirked at the winter spirit and formed a picture of a dragon with a small person sitting on top of it, telling Jack that he already knew of the new social change on the island. Jack gave him a confused look. "How did you-?" Sandy made his sand form the outline of the island with a smaller picture of him floating above it. "Gotcha. Vikings need good dreams too, right?" Sandy nodded his head in agreement.

Tooth on the other hand was looking a little confused as to what Jack and Sandy were talking about. She knew of the island but decided it would be best not to send her fairies over there, not wanting them to get lost in the fog or hit by any of the dragons. Besides, some adults on the island lost more teeth than the children ever did.

"Wait, wait, what about that island? Have you been visiting it again Jack? It's very dangerous you know! I don't even send my fairies over there!" she said as she flew closer to Jack.

"Relax Tooth. It's not like I freeze anyone over there. The weather does that on its own. I don't even think they need me!"

"So why even bother?"

"An island filled with dragons and Vikings in the 21st century? Come on Tooth, I thought you knew me by now."

Tooth simply shrugged her shoulders in response. "Can I help that I worry about you?"

"Of course, you can't. I'm adorable." Jack fluttered his eyelids and held both hands together, giving off the best teeth-filled smile he could for the fairy.

"Ha. That can be argued." Bunny commented, rolling his eyes at Jack's little show for Tooth.

"What? And you know a thing or two about what it is to be adorable?" Jack pointed his staff at the Pooka. "Since when are so sure that you have charm?"

"If I remember correctly, when I lost believers, I turned into something some kids would call, 'cute'." Bunny stated as he folded his arms together.

"Yeah. And when you actually have believers, you turn into," Jack planted his staff back on the ground and twirled his free hand in the air, trying to think of the right words to finish his next jab at Bunny, "well, whatever the heck you are now."

Tooth knew that the two boys should probably stop their little banter, but she also knew if she tried to stop it, she may as well be encouraging it. Even if they did stop, they would only continue behind her back. Instead she simply hovered and watched them, hands clamped together, hoping things wouldn't get too out of hand. Sandy stood right beside her, although he was more interested in watching how this played out, smiling as he looked to each of his friends as they continued their little spat.

"Watch it, frostbite."

"Oh ho ho! Frostbite! Haven't heard that one in a while."

"What, like you have any more clever puns? Are you hiding them in that stick of yours?"

"Nope. Would you like to see what I _am_ hiding in here though?" Jack once again pointed his staff at Bunny, this time holding it with both hands.

"I know what you have in there. Some cold wind and frost. What's that gonna do to me?"

"Oh well we could try it and find out. Whaddya say?"

"Try it ya talking icicle and see what happens!"

Yep. This was the part where things usually got out of hand. The two of them, getting louder with each insult, and getting closer and closer with each step. Tooth quickly flew in between the two and gently pushed them away from each other. "Alright you two, that's enough. We don't want to make a mess in North's workshop."

"Ah, speak for yourself." Bunny knew that he and Jack were joking, or at least started out that way, but he couldn't help it if he liked to put Jack in his place from time to time. To him, Jack was a careless little prankster who, half the time, had no regard to how other people might feel when it came to his pranks. He wouldn't care if things got messed up in the process so long as he would have his fun. "Frosty the Snowman over here probably wouldn't care less about the things he wrecks."

Jack's eyes widened, he wasn't _that _careless! "Okay now that's pushing it. I have a little more respect than that."

"I'll believe it when I see it." Bunny said as he turned away from Jack, walking over to the large window next to the fireplace.

Jack couldn't help but try to get in one more quip. "Says the Easter Bunny." Bunny said nothing in response, standing against the wall and looking out the window, lost in thought. Jack turned back to Tooth, ready to tell her the rest of his story. "Okay so basically it's this: Vikings and dragons used to fight. Now they aren't. Vikings are now riding dragons. Dragons are now friends for some reason. The end!"

Tooth only blinked in response, unsure of what to say to this. Sure it was nice that the people living on those groups of islands had stopped fighting dragons, but she never really bothered to keep up with them. To her they were just trouble for her and her fairies. The one time she actually tried to see if they took at least decent care of their teeth, her and the rest of the fairies that accompanied her almost flew right into her. Not to mention all the other ones that flew right past her on her way down. Of course it did cross her mind that perhaps she visited on a bad night, but she didn't want to risk it by going back and trying again. However, she tried to seem enthusiastic and happy thanks to Jack's news. "Really? That's great! Good for them. It's about time they stopped all that fighting. It seemed useless if you ask me."

"Oh believe me Toothy, it seemed pointless to me too." Jack looked behind Tooth to see North calmly walking back into the room, one hand on his hip and the other rubbing his forehead. But yet he still managed to try to keep his jolly appearance in front of his guests, and quickly motioned towards everyone with a smile.

"Well, I am glad I got that settled. Was nothing to be worried about, we just needed to find more paint is all. No biggie." He clapped his hands together and glanced back to the Globe, taking in a small breath before starting over with the rest of his team.

"Yeah, yeah." Bunnymund answered with a wave of his paw as he hopped back into the small group that had formed in front of North. "Just tell me what we're doing here! Easter's less than five months away and I'm not even halfway done with all the eggs that gotta be painted!"

"I know this, Bunny. I know. But, like always, I would not have called you if-"

"We know, 'if it was not important.' You literally say that every time we come here." Bunnymund interrupted, imitating North's thick Russian accent.

"Yes, well, every time you come here you always mention how busy you are with your colorful eggs." North shot back, keeping his smile.

"So, what is it that's so important then, hah?" he asked.

North didn't want to waste time getting to the point and saying what had to be said. "Well, I do not want to be jumping to any conclusions, but I saw something on the Globe. I think this might be bad news. I think Pitch is up to something again."

Silence fell between the magical beings, each looking to each other in shock at what they had just heard.

Jack was the first to speak. "How-how can you be so sure?"

"Lemme guess." Bunny said as he hopped closer to North. "You felt it in ya belly, didn't ya?"

North shot a quick glare at Bunnymund as Sandy tried to hide his silent laughter. "No. It was not my belly this time." North answered as he walked toward the small station in front of his Globe. "I check up on his believers every now and then, to make sure that there is balance with the children."

"You can do that?" Tooth asked. She didn't know North could do that with his Globe and wondered if the others did. Since she was at the end of the small line that had formed in front of North, she took a quick look at the rest of her team and nodded her head, silently asking if they knew about the little setting North had on his Globe. All of them noticed and shook their heads, just as surprised as she was. North's Globe could show each of their believers, but only because they were Guardians.

"Yes." North pushed a few buttons as he continued talking. "When Pitch first showed up those few years ago, right before I called you all and we saw Manny choose Jack as next Guardian, he had his sand swirl around my Globe. It seemed to leave a trace of him behind. So if I can just push this button, pull this lever, and-" as North pulled the last lever, the Globe flickered and grew dim, leaving almost a hundred of the lights left on various parts of the Globe. "There." He turned back to his friends as he explained. "These are Pitch's Believers." he said sternly.

Silence once again surrounded the Guardians. Whenever Pitch got a sudden amount of believers, they knew there was a chance that something was up. Everyone except Jack seemed to know the real meaning behind this.

"So what?" he asked. "A few believers are good for the guy, right? I mean it's not like he's on a rampage or anything, is he?" Jack looked to the rest of the Guardians to see if they agreed with him. "Besides, everyone gets a nightmare every now and then."

Sandy looked to Jack and shook his head, trying to let him know that it wasn't that simple. While what Jack said was right, and he did have some good points, there was more to what they were seeing than Jack realized.

"It's different, Jack." Tooth explained as she flew closer to the winter spirit, placing a hand on his shoulder. "If they believe in Pitch, then that means they only believe in fear. They don't remember the happy and fun times that we bring them anymore."

Jack looked at the rest of the Guardians, who all hung their heads in regret. They knew what this meant to them. If the children didn't remember all the joy that came with believing in them, they may as well not believe in them at all. And sooner or later, that might be exactly what happens.

"Well, it's just a hundred of them right?" Jack asked, hoping that there would be some reassurance from the rest of the guardians.

"Ninety-two to be exact." North called out in response still looking at the Globe.

"Whatever. A simple fix with a few good memories and some nice dreams, right?" Jack looked at both Tooth and Sandy, knowing that if anyone could fix this quickly, it would be them.

Sandy gave Jack a small nod and smiled. It wouldn't be easy, but it was possible.

"Sergei Prokofiev!" North shouted, causing all the Guardians to quickly turn their heads and stare at the Guardian of Wonder in shock. The Globe had been switched back to its normal setting. "This is not good." He said as he turned to look at the Guardians, his face covered with disappointment and shock.

"What is it?" Bunnymund asked, quickly hopping to North's side.

"Look." North flipped the switch and allowed Pitch's lights to flicker back onto the Globe. "Look there!" he exclaimed as he pointed to the Globe. The rest of the Guardians did as they were told and looked at the only two lights emitting from where North was pointing, possibly New Mexico. North flipped the switch once more, and the lights disappeared, signifying that they had all lost two believers.

Tooth raised her hands to her mouth in shock. "Oh no." she muttered. Sandy was quick to rush to her comfort, leaving Jack to stare at the Globe alone. He knew that he would lose believers as they grew older and began to stop believing in him, but being practically taken from him was different. He felt exactly what the other Guardians were feeling. They felt hurt, robbed, and worried that even more believers would soon stop believing.

"But that doesn't make sense!" Jack said as he took a step towards the Globe. "It's only been ten years since the last time he tried anything!" As far as Jack knew, Pitch hadn't been up to anything. Of course that didn't mean that any of the other Guardians, especially Sandy, had run into him or any of his night-mares. Or worse, his fearlings.

"Ten years is plenty of time, mate." Bunnymund answered with a nod.

"But you guys said he hadn't tried anything since those, uh, those Dark Ages! That was a long time ago!" Jack looked back to the Globe, staring at the two lights as the Globe turned. It didn't make any sense. Pitch had been so quiet all this time. If he hadn't done anything big since the Dark Ages, why would ten years suddenly be enough time for him to try anything else? Of course, Pitch was a completely different person than Jack. Jack spread fun and winter, while Pitch spread fear and nightmares. He was constantly being knocked down by the Guardians. He hardly had his chance to get his believers and actually keep them. If Pitch ever saw an opportunity, there was no way he was going to let it pass.

Tooth shook her head. "Jack, for all we know, Pitch could've been hiding up until then. Planning even. We don't know what he could be doing. Even now, we don't know if Pitch is planning anything. He could just be-"

"Tooth, if Pitch is getting kids to stop believin' in us, then he's up to somethin'." Bunnymund interrupted. "No doubt about it." He was right and everyone knew it. There was no way Pitch could be doing something like this and not have something planned. "This is Pitch we're talking about. He's always up to somethin'."

Jack shook his head, trying to understand the real severity of what was going on. "Okay, okay, so, Pitch is getting new believers. This has to have happened before, right? I doubt this is the first time he's ever had any believers."

Bunny looked to Jack and motioned towards the Globe. "Not this much, mate. At least, not in a long while. If you don't count that time he almost beat us. But then again those kids never really believed in him."

"Actually some of them did." North called out. "But Bunny is right. This is quite more than what he usually has. Those children back then never really believed in him, they simply forgot about us is all. But luckily we fix. We fix it then, we can fix it now. Easy peasy."

North was right. Jack shouldn't let this get to him or the rest of his immortal friends. They found a way to beat him when they were all at their lowest with a little help from a few children that Jack had managed to give hope back to. And if it weren't for Jamie, they would have lost the battle that night. Jamie sometimes never let Jack forget about it. He always seemed to bring it up just by casually mentioning that he was the one who saved the day and stopped Pitch in the end. He put a smile on his face and stepped towards North. "What should we do?"

"Well that is why you are all here. Now this is nothing too big for us to handle, rest assured, but we best be on our tippy-toes. Sandy, you continue with your good dreams of course, and Tooth, make sure those children remember their good memories. And Jack, as long as you still get as many believers as you can, perhaps give those children more snow to play in. Make sure they have their fun!"

Sandy quickly floated in the middle of the group and made a smiley face appear above his head with his magical sand and pretended to fall asleep, letting them know that he would do his best to give the children good dreams instead of the nightmares Pitch was giving them.

"Right." Tooth said with a small nod, her smile beginning to return. She looked back to the rest of her Guardian friends to see that they too were also smiling, or in Bunny's case what looked like a small smirk, and knew that they were just as hopeful and optimistic as she was. She looked to the Globe, looking at the few lights that represented Pitch's believers.

The rest of the Guardians all kept their hopes high as well, not letting their confidence diminish. They had stopped Pitch before and were certain they could do it again. Jack on the other hand had something else on his mind. He turned to the rest of the Guardians and asked, "So, we're good for now?"

North laughed, feeling very optimistic towards the situation. "As good as we can possibly be." he answered, gently patting Jack's back.

"Wait a minute, hold on." Bunny hopped over to North and patted his own chest. "What about me? I can't exactly go out and do stuff for the kids ya know. I still have eggs to paint. It's not like I can go up to them and say 'Hey kids, make sure the Boogieman doesn't get ya'!"

North's eyes widened as he rubbed the back of his head. "Yes, well, the thing is Bunny; I am not sure if there is much that you can do to help us right now. Which is fine and all because, you know, you are busy with your eggs and such. So, ah, keep up good work?"

Bunny was speechless for a short moment, trying to wrap his mind around what North had just said. "A-alright then. So what did ya call me for if I can't 'elp? To just give me bad news only to tell me that there isn't anything I can do to fix it?"

"W-well I didn't mean to make it that way Bunny. I merely thought that...well I thought it was rude to not invite you over." North shrugged his shoulders as he looked over to the rest of the Guardians, silently asking for help. But instead of giving him any help, the three of them merely watched as Bunny tried to piece the puzzle together.

"So-so you're telling me, that you invited me over because you thought it was polite?"

"Ah, well, yes. When you put it that way, I did. Jack was already here and I knew Tooth and Sandy could help out a lot, so I figured I may as well call you over too. That way we could all get together and I could give you all the news in person." North held out his open arms and motioned towards the Pooka. "I was just trying to be polite Bunny."

Bunnymund sighed as he looked back to the Guardians, knowing he couldn't be mad at North for trying to be nice. Tooth was practically the only one in the group he could get along with; Sandy being a close second. Plus, he and North did have a history together. He took a step towards North and patted his shoulder as he continued walking towards the Globe to look at the rest of the believers. "Yeah, alright there tough guy, don't get all soft on me. You have those muscled arms of yours tattooed for a reason."

North curiously looked at his arms, turning them over to look at his tattoos. "What is wrong with tattoos? I like the tattoos. Don't you?" he asked Sandy, who gave him a thumbs up and a nod in agreement.

Jack smiled at North's optimism and laughed alongside Tooth, who once again watched the squabble between her teammates from the side. Well, Sandy didn't really laugh. He just smiled and shook his shoulders. "Well, what're we standing here for?" He looked to Tooth and added, "Or, flying, in some cases."

"Jack is right." North said. "We must get started. I hate to send you all away like this but I'm sure that you all must have important things to take care of since I summoned you all here so un-expectantly."

"It's okay North. We understand." Tooth said as she bid the Guardians goodbye and flew towards the open window, telling everyone to be safe and on their guard. Sandy went to leave right after, waving goodbye to everyone and pointing to his smile, reminding them to keep a positive look on things.

"So, how exactly did Pitch get ninety-two-"

"It's ninety-four now, Jack."

"You know what I mean!" Jack practically snapped back, Bunny rolling his eyes as he folded his arms and looked at Jack with a curious look, wondering what else Jack could possible need to know.

"How exactly was Pitch able to get ninety-four believers without you noticing?"

"What are you talking about? I did notice!"

Jack groaned as he jumped up on top of the crook of his staff, almost effortlessly being able to keep his balance perfectly when he positioned his feet just right. He rested his open hands on his bent knees as he squatted down and tilted his head just slightly towards the Globe, gesturing towards it for emphasis. "Not now North! I mean earlier! If you say you kept checking on them then why are you just now telling us about this?"

"Maybe he lost count." Bunny stated sarcastically from behind Jack as he looked to North, thinking that Jack did bring up an interesting point.

North bit his bottom lip as his eyes shot towards the Globe. Of course there was no way he could try to lie his way out of this; that is, of course, if North was the lying type. "Well, uh, you see," North started as he rubbed the back of his head, "I might have noticed it earlier. I just thought, you know, that maybe it was not too big of an issue to tell you all about it."

"Not too big of an issue?!" Bunnymund rhetorically asked, raising his voice just a little. "Mate, if it's been a while since Pitch managed to get this many believers without us doing anything about it, why wouldn't you tell us about it sooner?"

"Because maybe it's not really that big of a problem as we're making it out to be?" Jack asked from atop his staff.

The other Guardians looked at Jack, surprised that he still thought this wasn't a problem that could turn into something much worse if they didn't do anything soon.

"What do you mean 'not that big of a problem'?" North asked.

"Well I mean come on North. Think about it, how many kids are there in the whole world that believe in us? Thousands right? Hey, maybe hundreds of thousands, I don't know; I haven't bothered to count them all." Jack looked down to Bunny to see him hop next to North in order to see Jack as he tried to explain himself. "Now how many believers does Pitch have? Ninety-four? Ninety-four out of all those kids?" The winter spirit hopped down from his staff, bouncing lightly on his feet as he grabbed his staff before it tipped over and fell. "Now, if you ask me, I'm sorry but this doesn't seem like that much of a problem!"

Bunny took a small step towards jack, his paw already balled into a fist and getting ready to point sternly at Jack, but was interrupted by Jack's continuing explanation, who was already looking at the Pooka, knowing that a long speech would be coming if he didn't explain himself correctly and look like the careless and reckless person Bunnymund thought him to be. "Yeah, I know, Ninety-four seems like kids is a lot, I'll give you that. But this is an easy fix, right? Now that we know what Pitch is doing we can stop him. Like you said, easy peasy."

Bunnymund looked back to North, who shrugged his shoulders slightly as he glanced over to his Globe. What Jack was saying made sense. Only Ninety-four believers weren't really that many in the grand scheme of things. Besides, it shouldn't be that long before they were able to take care of business and restore the children's belief in them.

"Jack is right." North finally said. "We shouldn't be so worried about all of this. It will be fixed in no time, I'm sure of it." North gave his belly a few small pats, giving Bunny a small smirk as he did so.

Bunny shook his head as he looked back to Jack and tilted his head towards him, silently letting him know that he agreed with him. "Do ya think there was anything special with the kids Pitch picked?"

Jack leaned on his staff as he thought about it for a very short moment. "Whaddya mean?"

"Well it's not like one nightmare could do this to the kids. It's not like we could have forgotten about our own believers too! I'm sure Tooth and Sandy have been doing their jobs, and North and I do our jobs every year pretty well. And Frost, you…uh" Bunny caught himself before he said anything that might come off as too harsh and rude to the winter spirit. "Well, ah, you-you're working on that. You bring the snow and stuff so you're good, I imagine."

"And I do so flawlessly if I do say so myself." Jack boasted, stuffing a hand into his pocket as he smiled at the Easter Bunny.

Bunny nodded and pretended not to have noticed Jack's little show of pride and self-admiration. "Uh-huh. Sure. But Pitch on the other hand; he would have to work hard to get those kids to start believing in him. It should have taken several visits. So," Bunny looked to the Globe and motioned towards it with his open paw, "do ya think there's anything special with them, or was it at random?"

"That is good question, Bunny." North commented, looking at his Globe and scratching his chin. "It is possible there is something in common between them. I'll look into it."

"I think it was just random." Jack stated. "I mean I know I don't know everything about Pitch, but what could he accomplish of making kids believe in him that have something in common? Even then, what would it be?"

"Well, there are their fears, their relationships with friends or family, past experiences, several things, Jack." Bunny stated. "Maybe he's going after the ones he finds easy."

"Regardless, we can still beat him. No problem!" North looked behind him as he heard a yeti calling out to him, showing him one of the small toy robots and waving it around in the air to try to get the toy maker's attention. North turned back to his two friends and smiled at them, nodding back to the yeti. "One moment gentlemen, seems like I may be needed," the Russian Guardian said before changing the settings on the Globe, making it shine with the many thousands on lights he was used to.

"Wait." Jack turned to North and took a few swift steps towards him as Bunny hopped towards the Globe and leaned against the control panel as he took out one of his eggs and began to finish the paint job he had started on before North called him. "North, is this stuff strictly confidential?"

North looked back to the Globe and shrugged. "I suppose not. Is nothing too big to worry about just yet like you said. But I wouldn't go around telling all of the children about it either. Why? Who else is there to tell?"

"Don't worry. I only wanna tell one person about this."

"Ya mean that Bennett kid?" Bunnymund asked as Jack shot him a glare. Bunny held up both hands in defense as he joked, "Oh, I'm sorry, do you have a new best friend you try to see almost every other day when it's time for him to have his yearly winter blizzard?"

"Put a sock in it rabbit." Jack groaned looked back to North. "So, you're sure that it's okay?"

"Of course, Jack. I do not mind if you tell him. He's your friend after all." North crossed his arms and waved a finger at Jack, still keeping his warm and caring smile. "And friends have to look out for each other. If you want to warn Jamie and tell him to keep an eye out for anything then who am I to stop you?"

"Santa Claus," Bunny stated matter-of-factly.

Jack rolled his eyes and turned his head to the side and called back to Bunny, "Hey Aster! Sock! Mouth! Together! Now!" Jack made sure to clasp his hands together as he shouted at the Pooka for emphasis.

"Sorry mate. I'm a bunny. I don't wear socks."

North laughed at Bunny's comment, which made Jack look back at him and raise an eyebrow. "What? It was funny."

Jack couldn't help but smile at North's innocent attitude towards how he and Bunny fought. Just like Tooth, North never tried to get involved. But not because he knew he couldn't stop them, but because he actually found it quite entertaining. He never really took sides in any of their fights, but that didn't mean he wouldn't throw in his own jab at either of them if he saw an opportunity. Jack slowly floated up into the air and waved goodbye to his friends. "See ya North! See ya Bunny!" Jack drifted to the window in order to leave the warm workshop, but stopped as an idea came to his mind. "Oh and Bunny? If you ever want more of North's paint, all you have to do is ask."

"What!?" North looked at Bunny, who held his hands up in defense.

"Oh come on now, who are you going to believe? I don't even use orange paint on my eggs, North!" Bunny pleaded.

North once again let out a laugh, this one much bigger than the last. "I am only teasing! Why are rabbits always so jumpy? It can't be healthy."

"Oh right, and I suppose stuffing your face full of cookies and glasses of milk is healthy too! There's a reason you got that belly of yours North, and the things you're feelin' in there aren't whether or not something's good or bad, it's your stomach tellin' ya that it can't take anymore sweets!"

"Milk is good for you! It has the calcium! Makes bones strong and such. Does it not?" North showed off the muscles on his left arm, flexing it in front of Bunny.

Jack chuckled at their little dispute as he flew towards the window, soaring out into the cold and frigid sky. He began flying towards Burgess, thinking about how he was going to tell Jamie that Pitch might be up to something. The keyword was 'might'. And even if he was, what could Jamie do? Try to hunt him down and fight him one-on-one? Besides, what if whatever happened that night was a one-time thing? Regardless, he couldn't let Jamie not know that Pitch was out there probably planning something. At least Jamie could be on his guard. Or at least, more than usual. Jack was worried that Pitch would always try to get back at Jamie for ruining his plans that night ten years ago. But no matter. Jamie was a smart kid and would be more than willing to help the Guardians in any way that he could. Plus, the Guardians would have an extra set of eyes to help them. Sure he'd only be in one town, but then again, Pitch's lair was fairly close to the small town. Maybe Jamie would see something out of the ordinary.

Jack tried to keep his hopes up as he increased his speed, wanting to get to Burgess before it was time for Jamie to call it a day and go to sleep.

* * *

><p>Hiccup flipped the pages of the book as he sat under his bed sheets. Toothless was breathing heavily in the corner where he slept. Hiccup found an old book of urban legends his dad kept downstairs and, needless to say, he was interested to read the stories it contained. He was curious to learn more about the stories he grown up on, most of which had come from Gobber.<p>

There were plenty of legends in the book Hiccup hadn't even heard of before. With every flip to a new page Hiccup found each story so engrossing it kept him awake, even with Toothless' steady breathing trying to lull him to sleep.

He turned the pages eagerly, reading every little tale about the trolls and goblins and spirits and other so-called mythical creatures, practically devouring each sentence and taking in as much as he could. Sure this knowledge may not really come in handy, but it was nice to read up on something that was actually fun and wasn't a book of dragons. As much as Hiccup enjoyed learning about dragons it was nice for a change, besides he'd finished doing that months ago. In fact, he had to add more to the Book of Dragons with each new bit of info he learned as he helped train the dragons throughout Berk. Soon, there came a page about a certain type of spirit that Hiccup wasn't as familiar with as he was with some of the other ones he had read.

Although no one had ever actually seen the spirit, there were small bullet points of info scattered throughout the page that the author had written down. This only confused Hiccup even further; how could there be information about something, or even someone, if no one had even seen it. The only logical reasoning Hiccup could come up with was that whoever saw this spirit didn't get a good enough look at it for them to actually draw it out in the book. According to the pages so few bullet points, the spirit brought winter with him wherever he went, "Huh, guess that means he must _really_ like it here." Hiccup mumbled softly, trying not to disturb Toothless. As Hiccup kept on reading, he found that this spirit was very mischievous and, when angered, would throw little temper tantrums which could result in blizzards and snowstorms. He scanned the page, impatient to find the name of this spirit.

He jumped and gasped as Toothless growled in his sleep. One of his legs had been loose and had started kicking, almost as if he was chasing something. Heck, maybe even someone. There were plenty of people that got on both Hiccup's and Toothless' nerves.

Hiccup laughed quietly, as Toothless' eyes fluttered open, waking from his dream. He looked at Hiccup curiously as he heard the human's small chuckle. "It's alright, buddy. You were just dreaming."

Toothless' head began to droop, already beginning to fall back asleep. His ears shot up at Hiccup's voice. "Yeah, I'm tired too." Hiccup said as he took one last look at the book, trying to find out if there was a name for this mysterious spirit of winter. Toothless grunted in response as he nodded his head, already getting comfortable once again.

"Sleep tight Toothless." Hiccup responded as he scanned the page. "C'mon. C'mon." he mumbled until he finally found the name. _Jokul Frosti_. He tried his best to pronounce the name as softly as he could, not wanting to wake Toothless again. "J…Jokul, Frosti," he managed to whisper._ "Huh. That's a peculiar name," _thought Hiccup. Of course, with a name like his and being friends with people named Fishlegs or Astrid, or being somewhat enemies with someone name Snotlout and Mildew; weird names came aplenty all over Berk. It was a Viking tradition to have what Hiccup would call unusual names, so he wasn't going to make a fuss about it. Besides, he'd heard worse before.

Hiccup set the book down on the floor and pushed it underneath his bed. After he had blown out the candle illuminating his room, he nestled into his bed, trying to get as comfortable as possible as one could on a mattress that was just a few pieces of wood. As he closed his eyes and began to fall asleep, those two words made their way into his mind, making him think about the strange winter spirit. He was new to Hiccup, and because of that he seemed exciting and interesting. He was only a tale, a story after all, and all Hiccup had on this 'Jokul Frosti' was in that book. Unless Gobber had anymore strange stories he had heard about the spirit, in which case, Hiccup might get a laugh out of this story as well. He tried to forget about the simple legend, telling himself the strange being known as 'Jokul Frosti' was just that; a legend. It wasn't long before Hiccup was finally able to clear his mind and fall asleep.

* * *

><p><strong>There ya go. I'm gonna be honest, I don't particularly like this chapter. It seems like it gives the layout for almost half the other Hijack fic's out there. But I'm not gonna worry about it. This isn't that big of a deal and besides, it's done and there's not much i can do about it so I'm not gonna stress over it.<strong>

**As usual, reviews/comments are welcome! In fact I've set out a nice new welcome mat just for them. It's all clean and nice and stuff.**


	3. Chapter 3

**Back again with another chapter. Really sorry this one took so long. School stuff came up and...yeah. I got really busy. Anyways, thank you to all the reviews of the last chapter. **

**Chapter 3**

* * *

><p>Jack swiftly flew through the clouds that were scattered across the sky and began his descent towards the small town of Burgess. The sky wasn't completely covered in clouds though; a few spots here and there allowed a clear view of the stars. The glow of the moon especially found its way to shine down and illuminate the streets; along with a few flickering streetlamps. As Jack got closer to the ground, he couldn't help but notice how barren the town seemed to be without his snow.<p>

Okay, well maybe barren isn't exactly the right word to use.

The town was practically covered in a thin layer of snow, but Jack wouldn't mind a couple extra layers, or three or five. He dived towards the streets below and ran his staff along the sidewalk, which had been swept of any snow that would have gotten in peoples way, creating a thin layer of frost for people to wake up to in the morning.

As Jack flew over the streets, he recognized every little building as he dodged every lone car that passed him. He hoped Jamie wasn't asleep by the time he got to his house, since Jack wasn't exactly the best at telling time, but Jamie shouldn't really blame him. When he was flying through different time zones, he had trouble keeping time. But being friends with the Bennett kid for a little over ten years might pose a threat to that argument.

His eyes lit up once he saw Jamie's house and quickly flew towards it, landing right outside Jamie's window. He slowly peeked inside to make sure it was still Jamie's room, which it thankfully was. In all the years Jack had known Jamie he had never changed rooms, no matter how small it had gotten for him.

Jack saw Jamie sitting at his desk, back turned towards the window, facing his laptop, with his headphones in his ears. Jamie was no longer the kid that Jack had first met all those years ago. He had grown up and actually matured. That didn't stop the eighteen year old from having as much fun as he could with a winter spirit most people would believe to be a fairy tale to tell their children. Having snowball fights when they thought no one was looking, snowman competitions, or even just walking and catching up with each other, which didn't last long since Jack would always try to find some way for them to prank some unsuspecting passerby. It especially didn't help when Jack wouldn't even let Jamie in on the prank thereby making it look like Jamie was the one that threw the snowball at the back of the person's head. Of course Jack learned over time that Jamie wasn't exactly fond of getting blamed for pranks he didn't do and having to give explanations for whoever really pulled the harmless prank, so Jack decided that perhaps it was best he saved the pranking for people who could actually see him.

Jack quietly snuck into Jamie's bedroom since his window was unlocked; a custom Jamie had gotten used to doing around the winter months since they were when Jack would try to visit more often. Luckily, his mother never suspected anything. He'd always lock the window during the day in order to avoid a lecture from her about leaving the window unlocked and 'not knowing who's out there' or 'who could sneak in'. But there were times when the window would get stuck and take what would seem like forever for Jamie to get it open. Jack would try to help though, but only after he made some kind of sarcastic remark about how strong Jamie was and 'showing the window who's boss'. Jack closed the window behind him just in case a gust of wind would come through and alert Jamie that the window was open and his friend had finally arrived.

He would gladly try to scare Jamie by grabbing his shoulders and shouting 'BOO!', but if any of the other times he had tried that had taught him anything, it would be to not do that since it usually resulted in Jamie quickly turning around and hitting Jack and sarcastically blaming it on his 'reflexes'. Instead Jack thought of a more theatrical way to say hello to his old friend. He waved his staff slowly in a small circular motion and shot a small amount of snow over Jamie's head. It wasn't until the first flake had fallen into Jamie's line of sight did he look up in amazement and notice the rest of the snowfall.

Seeing Jack out of the corner of his eye, he quickly turned in his chair to see the winter spirit leaning against his staff and laughing at Jamie's wonder-filled eyes. Jack straightened and opened his arms at the teen, feeling as if it had been forever since he had seen him when, in reality, it had only been a little over a week. "Did'ja miss me?" he asked.

"Jack!" Jamie responded as he shot out of his seat and hugged Jack, happy to see his friend once again. Jamie was dressed in his pajamas; a plain white t, red-and-black checkerboard pants and socks. "What took you?" he asked as he released the white-haired teen. "You usually don't stay away this long once winter arrives here."

"You do know that there are other places that need snow, right?" Jack asked with a smirk.

"Screw those places, Jack!" Jamie joked. "You're needed here! As ridiculous as it might seem to you, the rest of the world can go a few days without snow." Jamie playfully pushed Jack's shoulder before folding his arms awaiting Jack's sarcastic reply.

Jack couldn't help it; it was basic instinct for him to try to come up with some kind of witty reply for Jamie. He rolled his eyes as he rubbed his shoulder and answered. "Well you know as ridiculous as it might seem to you, Bennett, the rest of the world does need snow every now and then. Not to mention all the good snowball fights I get into with the rest of the kids."

"It's just snowball fights, Jack. I'm pretty sure they can have some without you."

"Yeah, I guess. But then how would I have any fun? I have to have some kind of fun with some kids every now and then. It's how I try to get believers. Some snowballs here, nipping noses there. Doing a little bit of that along with some help from the rest of my friends actually helps," Jack explained with a smile. Every one of his Guardian friends had tried to help Jack get more believers since he became a Guardian. Even Bunny admitted to trying to help him get a few more by painting a few pictures of him on some of his eggs and leaving them in the cities that still had some snow when Easter rolled around.

"Speaking of which," Jamie pulled his seat out for the Guardian, in case he wanted to sit down, and sat on top of his desk. "How's the whole believers thing coming along?" Jamie began to swing his legs back and forth, eager to hear of how things were going for his old friend.

With a sigh, Jack leaned against his staff, appreciating Jamie's offer, but being comfortable the way he was now. "It's…coming, I'd guess. Some here, some there. But they don't last forever, you know?"

"Hey, you should be thankful you got me and Sophie. I dunno about her, but as far as I know, you're not getting rid of me any time soon." Jamie commented with a shrug.

Jack rolled his eyes and laughed. Jamie was right though, and he knew it. He should be thankful that Jamie was this old and still able to see him. The rest of Jamie's friends lasted longer than most people would, but one by one they each stopped believing in Jack and the rest of the Guardians. Everyone except Cupcake however. Whenever Jack would fly past her she would always wave to him and give him a smile, something he should also be thankful for since Cupcake still wasn't exactly the most social of people. The rest of his friends though, according to North, still had some belief in them; it was merely clouded as North would put it. _"Is like riding bicycle."_ He would always tell Jack. _"Once you learn how to ride it you can never forget." _ Of course Jack would always reply with a sarcastic remark, usually along the lines of _"When was the last time you actually rode a bike, North?"_

"Oh darn it." Jack sarcastically said with a pout. "And just when I was looking forward to not having someone to listen to."

"Please. You not talking to someone? You'd probably explode."

"Hey, I went three hundred years talking to people and hardly ever getting any kind of response. I think by now I would be at least a little used to it, don't you?" Jack snapped back.

"Yeah, but from people who don't believe in you. Anyone who just ignores you must want to see you freak out. You know, like Bunny!" Jamie said matter-of-factly.

Jack smiled and pointed his finger at Jamie. "Touché."

Jamie gave Jack a curious look as he stopped swinging his legs. "Well, what about the rest of the Guardians?" he asked. "After ten years you still can't talk to them?"

"It's not exactly like that Jamie." Jack said as he created a snowflake in his hand and began to twirl it around. "It's like, uh, how can I put this? It's like I have certain things I share with each of them. I mean I only tell North some things and Sandy some others. Besides, I can't exactly go complain about Bunny _to _Bunny, can I? North's for that. The only other thing he's for is for when Tooth is-" Jack stopped mid-sentence and quickly looked back up to Jamie before stopping the snowflake from twirling and letting it melt in his hands. Like he just said, only certain people could know certain things. "Uh, never-mind."

"Uh-huh. Nice save there, Frosty." Jamie wasn't stupid. He knew something was there between Jack and Tooth. Every time they mention her Jack would act different. He would rub the back of his head, or sometimes even begin to stutter. Jamie didn't antagonize him about it though; he figured Jack had enough issues with that by himself already.

Jack rolled his eyes as Jamie teased him. Jamie was smart, but he had hoped that whatever was going on between he and Tooth wasn't that blatantly obvious. "Oh shut up, Bennett." Jack snapped back.

"Oh don't act like I don't know about you two." Jamie said as he went back to swinging his legs.

"What's there to know about? It's just flirting! I don't even know if there's anything between us except that." Of all the years Jack had known the Tooth Fairy, they had never really done anything together. They'd flirt whenever they saw each other, but other than that there wasn't really much else. They held hands and even shared their first kiss thanks to some Christmas mistletoe that North 'conveniently' placed. But other than that, nothing.

And it wasn't like Jack and Tooth didn't want anything to happen. But Tooth was extremely busy with her job and ordering around her fairies while Jack was busy bringing winter fun to the rest of the world; not to mention trying his best to get more believers. It was obvious that, when they first started, they wanted their relationship to mean more, but as the years drew on, Jack began to wonder if Tooth was even the right person for him. True, there was a bit of a 'spark' between them, and he did have feelings after all, but was it really something he could dedicate himself to?

"I'm not even sure if I like her like that." Jack added.

"How could you not know?" Jamie asked as he shrugged his shoulders with opened hands. "You've known each for other for how long again? To be honest, I think if I were Sophie I'd expect wedding bells. You know how she gets whenever you mention you two hanging out."

"All too well actually," Jack commented. Jack knew all too well. Sophie would be ecstatic if she even heard that Jack and Toothiana had gone on another date or even done something as simple as hug. For a young girl such as herself, it was just another way of saying that 'true love' did exist. She even admitted to Jack that she thought he and Tooth would make 'the cutest couple'. It didn't really bother Jack how Sophie was about he and Tooth, in fact he actually found it kind of adorable the way she giggled and smiled whenever the two of them were brought up.

"Look, Jamie, I don't even know what love is supposed to feel like. Sure I like Tooth and she's a wonderful and remarkable person, but I just don't know if it's really that kind of relationship between us. For all I know, it could just be puppy love."Jack remembered all the times he and Tooth ever really flirted with each other. Simple compliments here and there, exchanged smiles, private talks which led to even more of the compliments and smiles, even the awkward hand-touching. Then came the kiss, which made Jack think right away that he and Tooth had finally gotten their relationship.

But when they were both always busy with their jobs, taking as much time off as they could to see each other, Jack didn't know what else he could do. He barely got to see her as it was with all their work to do, and he could tell Tooth wanted more time with him but just couldn't find it. Their relationship didn't really end, but after they talked about it, they decided that maybe they should remain close friends. Really close. In fact Jack could swear that Tooth still flirted with him every now and then. Which didn't bother him at first, but he would always talk to North whenever he felt upset or guilty that he was robbing Tooth of what she wanted; he was after all the one who decided that maybe their relationship wouldn't work out. North could see that Jack would be upset and would always ask him if he was okay and if he needed someone to talk to.

"And besides, I don't even think Guardians have weddings. I don't even know if we're allowed to get married."

"Explain Mrs. Claus to me then."

"Hey, I've never actually met the woman so for all I know that could just very well be another story parents tell their children."

Jamie blinked in response as he let out a lone, "Oh."

"Yeah. I know right?" Jack responded as he twirled his staff, careful not to hit the floor and add an unwanted layer of frost. "I haven't brought it up with the big guy yet. Ya know, just in case she is real and something happened. I'd prefer it if I wasn't on _that _naughty list."

"Well then, thanks for ruining my childhood."

"Don't mention it. I'm honestly surprised it took you this long to realize this. You haven't mentioned her on forever I thought you'd realized it by now."

"Not my fault!" Jamie exclaimed. "She just hardly ever came up! It's not like North ever mentioned her or anything! And you're to blame too you know!" Jamie pointed a finger and waved it at the winter spirit. "Every time I did mention her, you never said a word!"

"Look, let's just change the subject." Jack said as he remembered why he dropped by. Sure visiting Jamie was always nice, but there was urgent news he had to give him. As much as he wanted to help Jamie, he knew that this would definitely help him in the long run. Besides, they could save the jokes and laughter for afterwards. Jack thought it would be best to get the bad news first and save the good times for later in this case.

"There's actually something I need to tell you." Jack said as he rubbed his arm, unsure of how to tell the teen that after ten years, Pitch might be after him again.

"Oh no." Jamie replied sarcastically. "You don't need a hiding place do you? I'm tellin' ya Jack, if you mess with Bunny's eggs I'm not gonna try to stop him from getting to you." He held his hands up in defense. "I know better than that. You mess with his eggs then you deserve whatever's comin' to ya.

Jack sighed as Jamie joked with him. '_This guy can never take anything seriously, can he?' _Jack asked himself. But then again, Jamie's ability to make any situation a happy one might help him. "No. Listen, it's about-"

Jack was cut short as the door to Jamie's room suddenly burst open. Both of their heads quickly turned to see Sophie, now 12 years old, eyes wide at seeing her old friend. Her blond hair was still very long, hanging down to her elbows, and still wearing bright rainbow colors on her shirt and the pants she wore to bed.

"Jack!" she exclaimed. "It is you! I mean, it-it is! You're back!" She ran to hug the winter spirit, wrapping her arms around him and hugging him tightly, not caring how cold he felt.

"Oh!" Jack grunted as Sophie latched herself onto him. "Hey Sophie!" he greeted, patting her back with his free hand. "How's it goin'? You haven't been giving your brother too much trouble have you?"

"No."

"Liar." Jamie snapped back.

Sophie turned towards her brother and stuck her tongue out at him before releasing Jack. "How have you been Jack? Are the Guardians treating you well? Has Bunnymund been nicer to you? OOH! Does he still remember me?" She looked down to his feet and groaned in disappointment. "Ugh." She looked back to Jack and crossed her arms. "Still not wearing shoes? Jack, I'm telling you, it's weird that you don't wear them!" Jack looked down to his feet and wiggled his toes as she mentioned them. "Can't you like wear slippers or something? You could ask North to make them for you! I'm sure in that big workshop of his he's got to have some kind of way to make clothes, right?"

"Sophie!" Jamie said, raising his voice, but trying to restrain his laughter. Sophie was always one to ask a lot of questions, being extremely curious since she was little. But the fact that Jack hadn't come to see them in a little over a week and she was already bombarding him with question after question was both funny and extremely annoying. "Soph, I don't think Jack is here for long. And I think we were about to talk about something important."

"Nah, it's fine." Jack said, waving his hand. Jack took a deep breath and looked down to Sophie as he answered. "I've been good. Yes, they're treating me well. Yes, he's been nicer, well, better anyways. I'm pretty sure he still remembers you, I mean, why wouldn't he? You're his ankle-biter after all. No, I'm still not wearing shoes. I don't care that you think it's weird. No, I will not wear slippers and I certainly am not gonna ask North to make me any even if he does have a place in his workshop where he makes clothes which I'm pretty sure he does because those elves gotta wear something, right?" Jack sighed as he finished and smiled. "Did that answer anything and everything you needed? Or do you still have a dozen more questions?" he asked.

Sophie stared at Jack in response, unsure what to say. Then, she began to lightly chuckle at Jack's little poke at her, trying to have some fun as usual. "No." She answered, shaking her head. "That answered everything."

Jamie slid off of his desk and patted Sophie's back as he leaned down closer to her. "Alright Sophie, shouldn't you be in bed by now?"

"Aw come on Jamie!" she whined in response. "Why don't I get to talk to Jack like you do? He's my friend too you know!"

Jack placed his hand on Sophie's shoulder, trying to calm her down. "Look, Soph, Jamie and I have…stuff to talk about. But, if you give us this time together, I promise I'll come back sometime and we can sneak into Bunny's Warren and mess with his eggs. Or maybe even paint a few of them for him. I'm sure he'd love that! Plus, I know he'd be happy to see you again."

Sophie crossed her arms and sighed in defeat. "Fiiine," she said as she turned around and headed for her room. "But only if we get to paint them. I don't think he'd like it if we messed with them."

"Relax Sophie." Jack said reassuringly. "It's not like he's gonna be mad or even hurt you if mess with a few of his eggs."

"It's not me I'm worried about him hurting Jack." Sophie remarked with a smirk on her face. Jack's eyes widened at her little comment while Jamie once again tried to hide his laughter. "Goodnight Jamie. Goodnight Jack," she said as she walked out of Jamie's room.

"I'll be sure to let Sandy know to give you sweet dreams Sophie!" Jack called out before closing Jamie's door. He turned back to Jamie and sighed in relief. "She's learning." He waited until he heard Sophie's door close before trying to tell Jamie what needed to be said. "Alright. Now that we're alone, there's something I need to tell you."

"Are you sure?" Jamie asked. He pointed his thumb towards his door. "I bet I can find another distraction if you want."

Jack smiled. "Oh, ha ha. Very funny Jamie," he replied and lightly pushed Jamie's shoulder. "Enough jokes already! This is important."

Jamie's smile didn't fade, but he knew that Jack was being serious and if Jack was being serious around him of all people, then it usually meant that it _really_ was important. He sat back down on his desk and motioned for Jack to continue. "Fine then. The floor is yours."

Jack looked to the door and check the small line of light coming from underneath it from the hallway, making sure Sophie wasn't leaning against the door and listening to their conversation. This was the last thing Jack wanted Sophie to know. He went on to explain what had happened at North's workshop, starting by telling Jamie of how Pitch was getting more believers, which Jamie thought only was natural. Jack went on to say how he thought the same, but it wasn't that simple. He told Jamie everything that he learned at the pole, seeing the realization start to settle in Jamie's eyes. Jamie nodded in agreement as Jack tried to tell him how bad this could be if they didn't handle the situation.

"Well, it's not too bad right now is it? I mean, of all the kids in the world, a few hundred believers-"

"Ninety-two."

"Whatever. What are ninety-two believers compared to all the other children in the world? It's really not that much if you ask me."

"Apparently it's a lot for _him_, though we don't really see it as that much of a threat." Jack answered with a shrug. "But that's actually why I came to see you." Jack looked towards the door, making sure that Sophie still wasn't listening in on their conversation. "I wanted to know if you or Sophie have had any…you know, unusual dreams lately."

If Pitch was doing all of this to get back at the Guardians, then the right person to use against Jack would of course be his first believer and best friend, and Jamie knew this all too well. He had been warned about stuff like this before and, in fact, worried that any nightmare he might have might be Pitch mocking him by showing him that he was still around.

He shook his head after trying to remember if he had any weird or somewhat scary dreams and answered, "No. nothing yet. I mean I haven't had any, but I dunno about Sophie. She's usually quite the chatterbox about her dreams and she hasn't told me anything, so I think we're alright." Jamie rubbed his arm as he thought about what Pitch could do if he really wanted to scare Jamie. A simple nightmare he thought he could handle, but one from the Nightmare King when he was really trying to scare him might be too much.

"Good. You think you can do me a favor and just kind of keep me in the loop if you see or hear anything?" Jack asked, hoping having Jamie keep a look-out for anything he might find suspicious to be better than having no look-out at all, even if the help he would offer it was a minute amount in the grand scheme of things.

"If I hear or see anything?" Jamie repeated. "Jack we're just two kids. The only reason he might come after me is because I helped you guys before. What are the odds that, out of all the people in the world who still believe in you guys, he'll come after us, or that he'll go after someone in the town and I'll end up hearing something about it?"

"I know, I know," Jack said as he took a step towards his friend. "It's a strange thing to ask. It's not gonna help that much but, still, I think it might help just a little, ya know?"

"Help the Guardians? Or help you?"

"What do you mean?"

Jamie folded his arms and tilted his head slightly as he explained. "You said it yourself the threat here isn't that big. So why go through all this just to get Pitch to, I don't know, calm down a bit?"

Jack paused for a moment as looked down at the ground, trying to think of how to word his answer, but not coming up with many options. He looked back to Jamie as he shrugged his shoulders and answered, "Look I-I just want to make sure you two are safe." He let a short pause sit between them, allowing Jamie to take Jack's answer in before continuing. "You know you guys are two of my first believers, and Pitch knows this too. He could've come after you whenever he wanted to, but now that this is happening I just want to be sure."

"What about everyone else?" Jamie pointed out, hoping Jack wasn't beginning to pick favorites when it came to his believer's safety. "You have other believers too."

"Yeah but, I don't think Pitch knows who they are. They're about as safe as every other believer at this point, which in the grand scheme of things, still isn't that good." Jack was hoping that what he was feeling, what he was thinking, might actually make sense to Jamie.

There was another short pause between the two of them before Jamie nodded his head. "Fair enough. Alright, I'll see what I can do."

Jack smiled at his friend, who gladly smiled in return, happy that he was willing to help him.

Jamie knew that the odds of Pitch coming after him were slim, but he tried not to jinx it. Even though he tried not to show it, thinking about having Pitch coming after him was actually starting to worry him.

Despite his efforts to conceal it, Jack could see how scared Jamie was starting to become; it wasn't much, just enough that there was a look of worry and concern on Jamie's face. He couldn't blame him though. The Nightmare King was always at large, so he was technically always in danger. But knowing that Pitch was rapidly getting more believers had to mean something was up. Jack took a couple steps over to Jamie and placed a comforting hand on his shoulder, giving him a reassuring smile. "It'll be alright Jamie. I promise."

Jamie looked back to Jack and returned the smile. He shrugged his hand off and rolled his eyes, chuckling as if he wasn't shaken at all. "Please. I'm not afraid of that giant talking dust-bunny." He hopped off of his desk. "Hey, I stopped him once before, I'm pretty damn sure I can do it again." He turned back to his laptop and leaned over to move his mouse, making the screen glow brighter.

Jack couldn't help but raise a brow at Jamie's attempt at a pun. "Really?" he asked rhetorically. "That's the best you could come up with? Giant talking dust-bunny?"

Jamie turned back to Jack, wondering what he meant. Jamie was never the best at name-calling or anything that would even remotely resemble making fun of someone, which was ironic since he liked to hang out with someone who practically did it on a daily basis. "Well, yeah. You know 'cuz he's gray and he hides under beds and stuff. Like a dust-bunny."

"Ok, that I understand." Jack said as he leaned on his staff, crossing his legs by his ankles and shoving one hand into the pocket on his hoodie. "But I mean really Jamie. Dust-bunny? Have none of the years spent with me taught you anything?"

"Oh, like you could come up with something better?" the mortal teen asked as he motioned towards Jack with an open hand. "What would you call him then, oh Guardian of Name-Calling?"

"Not a giant talking dust-bunny, I can tell you that." Jack leapt into the air and landed on the crook of his staff, slouched over so as to not hit his head on Jamie's ceiling. He kept his balance on the staff perfectly as he rolled his eyes at Jamie. "Honestly, sometimes I worry about you." He was eager to lighten the mood and change the subject form one of nightmares to something much more fun and entertaining.

Jamie rolled his eyes, groaning as Jack made himself comfortable. Though he couldn't possibly see how standing on the crook of that staff barefoot was comfortable, much less possible. "Show off." he said as he sat back down in his chair, turning his attention back to his laptop.

Jack leaned forward to see what had gotten Jamie's attention. He saw what appeared to be an open word document, the page that Jamie was looking at already filled midway with bullet points of whatever it was Jamie was writing. Jack, being as light-footed as he was, hopped down from his staff, barely making a sound as his feet touched the ground, and walked over to Jamie's side, looking over his shoulder, curious to see what it was Jamie was typing. "Watcha got here?"

Jamie looked up at Jack, not annoyed at the fact Jack was looming over his shoulder trying to see what he was working on. It became of habit of Jack's to look over Jamie's shoulders, as if he was a curious kid eager to see what someone was reading. Jamie didn't know if he did this to everyone else or if he was just that special to Jack that he could tease however much he pleased. "A story outline." He said as he turned back to the screen. "Just another, boring, basic, bland outline I've been working on."

"Oh, cool. Another one!" Jack smiled as he tried to read what he could on Jamie's outline. Jamie always came up with neat story ideas. They were always fantasy ones too, which Jack thought were the best. They always had that magical quality to them that gave made them seem to stand out against many other fantasy children's books Jack had seen or heard. They sometimes had wizards, or mermaids, or pirates, trolls, giants, anything Jamie could think of, but all set in modern times. Jack always wondered why most people who wrote such fantasy stories didn't write them like Jamie did. It was always the cliché historical times when you'd read about all those mythical creatures. And even though Jamie hadn't really tried to get his works published, Jack knew that it was bound to happen sooner or later. Jamie's ideas just had to get noticed by someone. "What's this one about?" he asked curiously.

"That's the problem." Jamie said as he propped his head against his hand, not taking his eyes off of his laptop. "I'm stuck at this one part." He had been stuck there for a couple days, but to Jamie it seemed like an eternity of throwing out useless idea after idea. None of them seemed to work. And whenever they did, after much consideration, he came to the conclusion that they just didn't seem right. Something was always off about each decision he would make, but he could never figure out what.

"Well, what part are you at?" Jack asked as he leaned forward, eager to help Jamie. "Anything I can help with?"

Jamie pointed at the screen as he explained to Jack what was happening. "Basically the two heroes have found the dragon's lair but they need to get past him in order to get the crown. However, the dragon has riddles for them to solve, and that's problem number one. Problem number two, do they get the riddle right or wrong? Number three, how many riddles? Number four, regardless of what they answer, should they get into a little fight with the dragon? And last but certainly not least, number five, should the dragon be threatening or calm, which also in retrospect might answer number four."

Jack mulled over Jamie's questions. He wasn't sure how Jamie wanted his story to turn out, or even how these characters interacted with each other. Heck he didn't even know their names. This was more of a job for Sandy rather than Jack.

"How about this?" he began. "Keep the riddles, I'm sure you could find some online. Have them get it right, but make it suspenseful, like a fifty-fifty type riddle."

"A what?"

"You know. I'm either this or that. Or…uh, am I lying or am I telling the truth?"

Jamie squinted his eyes in confusion. "Uhm, I'm not entirely sure what you're getting at here, Jack."

Jack groaned in response and began twirling his finger around as he tried to think of a better way to describe whatever idea was going on inside his head. "It's like, uh, one of us is telling the truth but the other is lying and you have to guess which one, you know? Those kinds of riddles."

Jamie nodded in understanding, finally getting what Jack was trying to explain. "Oh! Oh, okay. Now I see what you're getting at." For a moment, Jamie grew silent. He bit his bottom lip as he thought it over, thinking about all the possibilities he had if his dragon did have a riddle like that. "Interesting," he thought aloud. "That could definitely work."

"I'm thinking three riddles also, it seems basic enough," Jack continued. "I mean, this is a children's book and you already have the dragon with the riddles, so keep it kinda simple. Now, I'd say no to the little spat with the dragon, save that for later if you bring him back. That being said, make him calm, that way if he comes back, it would be more of a surprise to see a calm and serene dragon charge into battle and be all 'BLARGH RAWR GLYARGH BLAG!' ya know?" Jack was sure to move around and flail his arms around, giving himself 'claws' with his hands and making strange faces as he roared and stomped his feet, pretending to be a vicious dragon.

Jamie couldn't help but laugh at Jack's little show when he answered his last question. No matter what mood he was in Jack would always find a way to make Jamie laugh and have a good time, but being the Guardian of Fun Jamie shouldn't be surprised. "Tha-that actually sounds pretty good Jack." Jamie said in-between laughs. He wasn't sure if it would work considering what he had planned for the story, but then again, considering he already seemed sold on the idea of what jack called a 'fifty-fifty riddle', he could always change a few things in order to try to make it work. Especially the part about bringing the dragon back. That would definitely make for a better ending. Maybe he should ask Jack for help with his stories more often. "I-I'll keep that in mind." He turned back to his laptop and began typing out a new part of his outline, scrolling up and down in order to check for continuity.

Jack loved it when he made Jamie laugh. Heck he loved it when he made anyone laugh. It made him feel almost complete knowing that he was doing his job right. Whenever he would make it snow in any part of the world and give the local kids a snow day, he wouldn't hesitate to stay behind and watch them build snowmen or create snow-angels and even participate in snowball fights. And it was even better with the kids that believed in him because he could actually interact with them. They could tell jokes and stories and share things and make everything that much better and have even more fun.

Jack would especially cherish the moments he would have with a child whenever they first started believing in him. The look of wonder and surprise on their face was just about as priceless as their reaction when they realized that this winter spirit was just as fun-loving and kind as he appeared to be. When Jamie went back to typing his outline, Jack thought about how this dragon Jamie was talking about might look when he remembered the island that was practically infested with the flying creatures.

He was suddenly struck with the urge to take Jamie to this island so he could see the dragons in person. Maybe he might even get some inspiration for his story. However, he put more thought into the idea and quickly realized how bad it was. There was no way he could get Jamie to the island just by carrying him, North definitely wouldn't give him a ride in the sleigh, and asking Bunny to help would just be pointless. Plus, there was no way Jack could be absolutely sure Jamie wouldn't get hurt since none of the dragons would recognize him and might lash out, and he didn't want to be the reason Jamie got injured. Besides, ignoring the fact that there were dragons on the island, how would the Vikings react if they saw Jamie? Sure they'd think he was weird just by his clothes or his accent, or even his lack of facial hair, but what if Jamie got into some serious trouble with them somehow? He decided it was for the best if he left the idea alone for now.

For almost an hour, he and Jamie went back and forth, each saying their own ideas for how the story could go. All seemed well between the two, each new idea helping advance the story further and further. Jack felt glad that he was able to help Jamie with his story, even if some of his ideas didn't actually make it in his outline. He just liked spending time with his friend. The sharing of ideas however had somehow became a competition between the boys on who could come up with the most random and completely stupid, pointless, and idiotic scene to put at the most random time in the story. There were ideas for the dragon blowing bubbles instead of fire, the female hero turning out to be a man in really good drag, or even a magician making the Statue of Liberty come alive to attack the city!

Jamie let out a yawn as Jack began his idea for a giant squid attacking the city and almost crushing the heroes at a taco stand, causing the dragon to burst through the Empire State Building and fight the giant sea-creature. "Tired much?" Jack asked sarcastically.

"Mmm, maybe just a little." Jamie said holding up his thumb and index finger, both just an inch apart.

Jack nodded his head towards Jamie's bed. "You, uh, think you should call it a day?"

"What for? I thought we were making good progress earlier. Why stop now?"

Jack looked towards the clock Jamie kept by his bedside and turned back to Jamie to answer, "Because that 'good progress' of ours ended about half an hour ago. We've come to the point where we're just spitting out useless babble and wasting time."

Jamie pointed to Jack and replied with a smirk, "Now that's where you're wrong. I thought that idea you had about the Kraken emerging from the water to destroy the Golden Gate Bridge only to have one of the heroes say 'Looks like Zeus released the Kraken!' was actually useful."

"Hey now you have to admit, that would add a bit of a comedic twist to the story, don't you think? Tell me I'm wrong."

"You're wrong."

"Whatever." Jack waved his free hand to Jamie and looked back to the clock. 11:53 PM. "Do you usually stay up this late?" he asked.

"Oh yeah. Definitely." Jamie turned his attention back to his laptop, clicking and typing away as he saved what work he had managed to get done that night with Jack's help. "There are times I don't even go to bed till maybe one in the morning. But that's usually when I finally get a good idea in my head and I just have to get it written down or else I'll forget about it."

Jack looked to Jamie's window as he rested his staff on his shoulder, kicking the ground with his bare foot. "What are you talking about? All your ideas are good."

"If you say so." Jamie said as he minimized the document and closed his laptop, looking back to Jack. "All I know is that I have my good ideas as well as my bad ones. You've just happened to be here to witness the good ones. Consider yourself lucky."

"Please, I know for a fact you sometimes stay up late just to watch funny videos or watch a movie. You always start off with the 'good idea' of yours and the next thing I know, you're watching some movie online and act as if your story ideas don't even exist anymore."

Jamie shrugged his shoulders and held out his open hands as he responded, "Hey, what can I say? When I'm in need of a break, I need a break."

"A break that lasts over two hours?"

"Details, details," Jamie snapped as he waved his hand at Jack, knowing full well that he did have a point, but really just didn't care. If his brain wasn't wanting to cooperate when ti came to trying to come up with more ideas, then why bother with it? If he forced it, he knew that none of the ideas would really be that good anyways.

All that talk about the dragon Jamie was writing, and not to mention almost any other magical or mythical creature the two could come up with, had gotten Jack thinking about the dragon-filled island once again. He still couldn't believe how the people that lived there were able to ride them. It was amazing! He had to visit them again. He had to get another look at the dragons and their riders. Maybe even that strange black one. What was his name? Teethless? Jack couldn't remember, but he had to find out that and more. And ti definitely had to be soon, otherwise his brain would keep itching to find out and it wouldn't stop!

Jack turned back to Jamie as he stood up leaned against his staff. "Yeah, well, I'll keep that in mind."Jack nodded towards the window and said, "I guess I'll head out then. I'm not exactly the kind that watches people while they sleep."

Jamie stretched his arms behind his head as he eyed Jack curiously. "Yeah, that's not creepy at all," he commented sarcastically as his arms fell to his sides.

"Oops." Jack gave Jamie a smug look, smirking at the teen. "You're right. Being creepy isn't exactly my job now is it? That belongs to the giant talking dust-bunny."

Jamie rolled his eyes as he walked over to his bed. "Oh, burn," he said, shaking his head. "Don't you have some snowball fights to start or something?"

Jack approached the window, staff in hand, opening it just enough that he could leap out. He looked back to Jamie as he stood by the side of his bed, arms crossed and smiling at Jack. "You're being especially snarky tonight, you know that?" he asked as he leaned out the window.

"Hey, what can I say?" Jamie asked as he shrugged his shoulders. "I learned from the best." Jamie smirked and let out a small laugh at his own little joke. Being with Jack really did give Jamie a new snarky attitude, but only when he was around Jack. He and Jack had shared a sense of humor after spending so many years together that sometimes it became a simple force of habit to let out a little sarcastic remark. Jack didn't mind though, in fact he actually came to like it. It made him feel like there was a closer connection between the two of them; even it was poking fun at each other.

Jack laughed with Jamie as he nodded towards him and gave him one more smile. "I'll see you around Jamie," he said as he jumped out the window, Jamie already waving him goodbye.

"See ya Jack!"

Jack waved back at Jamie as he flew into the night sky. _"I definitely need to visit more this year." _Jack thought as he flew over the small town. _"A snow day couldn't hurt. I just need the right time." _But Jack tossed the idea of giving his first believer an early snow day in the back of his mind as his interest in the small island of Berk returned. He shot into the air, filled with anticipation to see the giant reptiles.

Once Jamie had seen Jack fly off, he calmly walked over to his window and shut it tight, making sure to lock it since Jack had already visited. He would be sure to unlock it sometime tomorrow afternoon in case Jack decided to come back earlier than usual. He knew Jack would usually be nice enough to knock before entering his room however. This time was only one of the few exceptions for whenever Jack liked to make a bit of a dramatic entrance.

Jamie sat on the edge of his bed and rubbed his eyes before he reached over and turned off his lamp and got underneath his covers, getting himself comfortable for a well-deserved rest. Jamie tried to fall asleep, his mind racing with idea after idea for his story, plus a few ideas of what he and Jack would do this winter. Their usual snowball fights, playing pranks on unsuspecting people, and of course, waiting up for North on Christmas Eve. Jamie did have to admit, hanging out with Jack somehow made Jamie feel a bit more creative. And even if the ideas he would come up with were too stupid or ridiculous for him to even consider doing, Jamie would always count on Jack making sure that he would at least get a good laugh while Jack was around.

Soon, after he was able to clear his mind and keep his eyes closed, Jamie was able to fall into a deep sleep, right as an unseen shadow began to crawl out from underneath his bed, a hand being the first recognizable form from the darkness, then an arm, then a shoulder, followed by the rest of a tall cloaked slender figure. It loomed over the bed as the teen's relaxed breathing seemed to echo throughout the quiet room.

* * *
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><p><strong>Chapter 4<strong>

Hiccup walked through the snow-covered village, his dragon by his side, looking at the town's busy settlers as they walked back and forth between buildings. Some were on their way to take care of business, while others were simply on their way to have some fun or chat with friends. Others were cleaning up, getting rid of some of the unwanted snow that had covered the village by shoveling it away and creating large piles of snow placed at the side of the assorted buildings, leaving the walking areas clear for both Vikings and dragons. The children however were different. While the adults were tending to their work, the children took it upon themselves to have some fun.

They used the piles of snow the older Vikings made to create make-shift forts for them to hide behind while having a snowball fight. The older Vikings however paid no attention to their shenanigans. They all remembered a time when the snow meant it was time to play and have fun instead of making sure it didn't give anyone a concussion. The grown Vikings were more than willing to let the children have their fun while they tended to their own duties.

The children's excited shouts filled the air more than anything else that morning. Snowball after snowball was thrown between the two teams that had formed, a few strays hitting the ground behind them since the adults tried to stay clear of the ongoing fight, knowing how reckless and wild the fights would sometimes get.

Hiccup, however, had a different opinion about the snow than the children seemed to have. Sure, the snow was fun to play in, who honestly didn't have fun whenever they had a snowball fight? It was the cleaning up afterwards that always seemed to tick Hiccup off. How could something so fun, also be such a hassle? The irony was practically laughing in his face. Of course he wouldn't be able to tell if it was in fact the irony, or just another group of kids who instead of having a snowball fight were simply doing an assortment of fun games in the snow; making snowmen, snow-angels, even using sticks that they had found to draw silly pictures in the snow.

"Yeah, go ahead and enjoy it while you can," Hiccup mumbled to himself. "Soon you'll be the ones cleaning it off the staircases, or the walkways, or making sure it doesn't get in the house during a windy day when, Odin forbid, you open a door."

Toothless tilted his head at Hiccup, unsure why he was so upset. Of course Toothless didn't exactly understand Hiccup one hundred percent, but he could tell from his actions that he didn't really seem to care for the snow. Toothless had another opinion about it however. It was annoying yes, and sometimes he would slip a little on it, thankfully he had claws to help support him, but it was never really in the way so long as there wasn't a storm, so there was no reason to hate the thing that, from what he was seeing, made some of the younger Vikings very happy and gave them such a good time.

Hiccup noticed Toothless' confusion and sighed in response, patting the dragon's head comfortingly and giving him a warm smile. "Don't give me that look. You have it easy."

Toothless still kept his head tilted.

"You don't have to clean it up. Sure it's fun and all but it can be a hassle too." Hiccup gave a small shrug before saying, "But, it does have its days I suppose."

The Night Fury's head returned to normal as he heard a dragon call and looked ahead, a Gronckle from the sound of it. The Gronckle flew overhead, carrying supplies for whomever needed them. "How you guys stand the cold is beyond me," Hiccup commented, rubbing his arms and hoping they would warm up.

Toothless nudged his head against the human, trying to cheer him up so he would stop complaining about something that was out of his control.

The young, scrawny Viking smiled as he stumbled back, pushing the dragon's head away with a small giggle. "Hey! Toothless, come on bud, I'm not that upset."

Toothless still nudged his head on the boy's chest.

"Tooth—Toothless, I'm fine. Really." Hiccup tried to reassure his friend. "It's just the cold. We get it here all the time, remember?"

Toothless looked up to Hiccup to make sure he wasn't lying.

Hiccup could tell Toothless didn't like seeing him worried, angry, or even annoyed, even if it was something as simple as complaining about the snow. Heck, around Toothless, he practically had to be happy and always cheerful unless he wanted Toothless to nudge him again, or worse, lick him until he started laughing just to make him quit. Of course, if Snotlout was ever in the same place as them, seeing Hiccup smile was a rarity. Snotlout apparently couldn't keep his snarky comments to himself and if it weren't for Hiccup calming him down, Toothless would have fixed that ages ago. He never fully understood what Snotlout was saying, but he could tell whenever Hiccup would groan and roll his eyes at whatever Snotlout was saying, there was sure to be some kind of remark sent right back at Snotlout in response. Sooner or later though, the more muscled Viking would say something that would hurt Hiccup inside, though he tried his best not to show it in front of his other friends, especially Toothless.

"Look," Hiccup said as he rubbed the dragon's head and continuing on his way, "why don't we go out for a quick ride, huh? That'll be sure to cheer both of-" Hiccup was cut short as his good leg slipped on a small patch of ice, slipping towards Toothless. His friend would have gladly stopped him from falling had he had slipped any other way, but thankfully he fell right onto him, so getting the Viking back on his feet took little to no effort. Hiccup breathed a sigh of relief as he got a better footing, making sure he wasn't stepping on any more ice patches, which seemed to be abundant thanks to a rather warmer day that had just passed, melting some of the snow but freezing it overnight.

"Thanks, bud." Toothless cooed in response as he gave Hiccup his own smile in return. Hiccup looked back at the path of ice that had managed to make him slip and fall. "Darn ice. Yet another reason for me to hate this season." Hiccup said as he rolled his eyes, fixing the small brown vest he wore over his green shirt.

Toothless let out a small dragon laugh as Hiccup fixed his vest. Hiccup glared at the Night Fury as he walked over to the side of him. "Oh yeah. That was hilarious. Remind me next time to charge people for that kind of quality entertainment." Hiccup jumped on top of Toothless' back, making sure his artificial leg was secured in the right position.

Once he was all set, Toothless moved far enough away from the building to make sure he had enough room for wings. "You good to go, bud?", Hiccup asked, leaning forward and giving Toothless a small pat on his side. Toothless gave Hiccup a smile and nodded in response before he took off and flew into the cloud-filled sky.

The two had no intentions when they took off to do any kind of acrobatic practice, racing, or seeing how high Toothless could go in the day's weather. Every once in awhile, both of them thought that a simple flight would do them some good. It gave them time to relax and to think. Time to wind down, even if it did lead to them performing acrobatic tricks above the island; loop-de-loops and free-falls and spiraling through the sky was almost as natural an instinct as Hiccup was to reply with a sarcastic and witty remark to practically every stupid thing he ever heard come out of Snotlout, the twins, or even Gobber's mouth.

But luckily for the immortal person flying towards the island, the dragon didn't even get a glimpse of him as he left the clouds and flew towards Berk right behind the pair, and so Jack Frost was able to visit the island without any dragons to watch out for as he flew through the sky.

Flying carefully towards the village, keeping his eyes out for any dragons that might fly right past him and end up knocking him out of the sky, he noticed each of the dragons walking alongside the Vikings, all the while looking for one in particular. He landed on top of a small house and looked around for any sign of the black-scaled dragon. Even if he couldn't talk to its rider and learn more about it from him, he thought he would be able to study it by observation. If he noticed how everyone acted around it, maybe he'd actually find something out about the dragon. Maybe he would even what kind it was.

His search was cut short however as the sound of laughter ran right past him. He looked down form where he was perched and saw a small group of four young Vikings, two boys and two girls, appearing somewhere between the ages of nine to eleven running right past him. The two Vikings in the back were viciously throwing snowballs at the other two, who were trying their best to avoid every hit while also looking for a good pile of snow to get more ammo; the ones they were running past were apparently far too small to use, which Jack thought was ridiculous. Snow was snow, right? If it's big enough of a pile to make even one snowball, then you better go ahead and use it to your advantage before you get hit.

"Cut it out, Moss! Wait 'til we get some snow before you try to hit us!" the young girl in front called out.

The boy in the back, whose name was apparently Moss, only laughed as he aimed to throw another shot. "In your dreams! My dad always said if I had the shot to take it!" Moss was the only one in the group that seemed to have a bigger build than the rest of the children. They all had a good build for someone their age, but Moss seemed to be bigger than the others. Whether it was muscle or fat, Jack had no idea, but if he had to take a guess based on the way he was chucking those snowballs at his friends, he would guess muscle.

"Valid point," Jack thought aloud. He quickly pointed his staff at the ground in front of the young Viking and sent out a quick shot of frost, freezing into an almost perfect circle on the ground. Right before Moss was able to take the shot; he stepped right onto the frost, making his own foot slip right out from under him. He fell flat on his back, dropping all three of the extra snowballs he had and making the other kid, the other girl in the group that was helping Moss, stop running before she either tripped on more frost, or even Moss. "But then again, your dad didn't make the rules for snowball fights. I did. Technically."

"Oh my gosh!" the other girl said as she went to help Moss up, holding out an open hand. "Moss, you okay?"

"Yeah, I'm fine." He said as he took her hand in his own and slowly stood up on the frost, making sure not to slip again.

The boy and girl Moss had been chasing walked towards the other two, giggling as Moss had his friend help wipe off all the snow stuck to his clothes.

"Well, that's what you get for trying to hit me and Mud when we didn't even have anything to defend ourselves."

"It's not like that's a rule, Tusker. You had ammo, but you ran out. I still had some shots left and I was determined to use them. Ask Gat. I'm sure she'd do the exact same thing, right?" Moss turned to look at his friend, hoping she would side with him.

Gat only smirked and cocked her head to the side as she folded her arms together. "Meh, maybe. But if I did, there's no guarantee I would have been able to see you fall on your butt like an idiot. I actually think I made the right decision."

Both Tusker and Mud held back their laughter, letting out small giggles as Moss rolled his eyes and tried to hide his pouting. Gat leaned down to pick up one of the snowballs Moss had dropped. Tossing it in her hand she turned to Tusker and Mud. "What are you two laughing at? Don't think you're off the hook just yet just because this klutz didn't look where he was going."

Mud and Tusker exchanged quick glances before turning around and continuing their run, looking for both cover and ammo; playfully shouting as they ran through the village.

"And don't think I'm giving you guys a head-start either!" Gat shouted as she picked up a second snowball and ran after the two, leaving the third one for Moss to pick up as he ran after Gat, shouting at her to wait up.

"Come on slowpoke! I've seen Terror's faster than you!" she shouted back.

Jack, watching the whole thing from above, smiled as he followed the children, glad to see that they were getting along while they were having their fun. He jumped from rooftop to rooftop, eager to see how the rest of their game turned out. He couldn't leave those other two kids without another fighting chance, at least not while he was around.

He jumped ahead of the two kids in the lead and tried to act fast. They would soon turn either one of two ways as they ran through the buildings like a New York alleyway, but both ways led to the same spot. An average sized pile of snow had been collected in front of one of the buildings, a normal home judging by the looks of it, but it was still a little too small. He pointed his staff down at the pile and swirled it in a circular motion, making small bits of frost shoot out from the tip, glimmering in the sunlight.

Those small bits of frost however seemed to multiply as they settled on the pile. The snow grew taller and taller until the pile was tall enough to reach just a few inches past Jack's knees. "Perfect." Jack said as he heard the young Vikings get closer. They decided to go through the second turn, giving Jack a few extra seconds to spare. He jumped into the air and let the wind carry him and he turned around and sat on the edge of the home, one leg dangling off the side and swinging back and forth.

As the first two kids ran through the second exit, they instantly noticed the pile and ducked behind it, beginning to prepare their own arsenal.

"Come on, come on, come on!" Mud shouted as he grabbed two handfuls of snow, not even bothering to make them into proper snowballs. The pile of snow wasn't tall enough for them to be able to hide all of themselves behind it, but it gave them enough cover for the time being to at least hide most of them if they got on their knees and ducked.

As soon as Gat and Moss ran through the opening and out into the open, right past Mud and Tusker, they looked around to see which way they had ran. Jack noticed that neither of them had thrown their snowballs.

"Eat snow, you trolls!" Tusker shouted as she threw the first snowball, hitting Moss right in the back of his head.

Moss turned around with wide eyes, rubbing the back of his head with one hand and preparing to aim with the other. "Hey!" he shouted back, his smile getting just a tad bit smaller as he saw how well-armed his two opponents were. "Oh Gods."

"TAKE COVER!" Gat shouted as she ducked behind Moss and threw one of her snowballs, missing and hitting the top of the fort. She held her last snowball close as she ran to hide behind a large torch post, Moss following right behind her, ducking each shot Tusker and Mud threw at him.

Jack laughed as their battle really started to get intense.

Gat soon noticed another pile of snow over by the building right beside the one Tusker and Mud were positioned by; not as big as theirs, but big enough. "We need to get to that cover over there! Get some more ammo too!" she said to Moss, who stood right beside her, making one side of them stick out from behind the pole. "You go first."

"Me?!" he asked. "Why me? You're the fast one. Why not you?"

"Because you're closer." Gat said as she took Moss' hand and placed the last snowball in it, wrapping his fingers around it. "Good luck!" she bid as she pushed him out into the line of fire.

"GET 'EM!" Tusker shouted right before both she and Mud threw their ammunition.

Moss was quick to run to the pile of snow, getting hit in the side of his arm twice; whose snowballs they were he did not know since his other hand that was holding the snowball was being used to cover his face. He reached the pile in a matter of seconds, ducking behind it and throwing the last snowball without even looking at his target, yet somehow hitting Mud. He only knew this because of the yelp he heard from Mud as the snow went 'SPLAT' right on his face.

Moss signaled for Gat to hurry up while one of their opponents was down. Gat quickly ran for the pile, considering herself lucky to not even get shot at by Tusker. She rolled to the other side of Moss and went ahead to ready her snowballs. "Nice one."

"Thanks. Think we can take 'em?"

"I don't know. They have more ammunition, but I think we have more skill." She looked Moss up and down. "Okay maybe it's just me that has the better skill. But you've got the throwing arms."

"Gee. Thanks."

"Don't mention it. Now shut up and throw the frozen water."

The fight between the two teams lasted for several minutes, each team getting a hit every now and then; even using some of their opponents missed throws for extra ammo.

"Smart kids." Jack said. "You've actually got some skills. I'm impressed." Jack didn't know why he was talking when no one would hear him. But then again, he'd done it before for over three hundred years why should he stop now?

Soon, their game ended. Both teams were getting tired of the simple back-and-forth battle going on between them and decided to call a truce, saying that they had been at this game all day. Having not moved from the same spot he had made himself comfortable in minutes ago, Jack leaned in closer to the children to hear what they had to say about their game.

"I think it's fair to say that if we kept fighting, Gat and I would have won." Moss said with a smug look on his face.

"No way!" Tusker shouted back. "Mud and I had way more ammo, a better fort, and we actually talked with each other."

Gat slowly and mockingly clapped her hands, keeping an expressionless poker face on. "Good for you. You won the honor of saying you won a snowball fight. Hurray, hurrah."

"Do you always have to be so sarcastic like that?" Mud asked.

"Depends on my mood," she answered with a shrug.

Tusker turned around to collect her helmet, which she had tossed off midway through the battle instead of letting it fall to the side once the small arrowhead tip had been hit. "I'm just glad Jokul Frosti brought us all this snow in the first place."

If Jack had Bunnymund's ears, they would have perked up at the mention of this Jokul Frosti. He silently mouthed the name as he tried to figure out if she was talking about him. They shared similar last names, and every country had their own version of these mystical 'folk tales' even though Jack wasn't exactly the best at keeping up with his own, so why couldn't they be talking about him?

"Jokul Frosti?" Moss asked as Mud rolled his eyes, rubbing his cold hands together trying to warm them up.

"Yeah. I read some story about him the other day. Apparently he controls everything winter; frost, snow, the wind, icicles, the dark grey clouds that cover the sky, everything!" Tusker sounded very enthusiastic as she described the winter spirit to all her friends.

Jack instantly smiled as the young girl described this Jokul Frosti to her friends. She knew about him. Which mean she had to believe in him! He had a believer on the island after all! He swung his other leg off the side of the building, but hesitated to jump down to say hi to his new believer. He didn't want her to make a scene in front of everyone. Besides, maybe if she told her friends about him, maybe, just maybe, they would believe in him too. Well, everyone except that Mud kid, since he rolled his eyes when Tusker mentioned him.

"A guy that controls the winter weather? Yeah right," Moss said as he brushed some snow off of his head.

"No, no, I'm serious!"

"Then what's he look like?" Gat asked, folding her arms and anticipating a good explanation of the spirit.

Tusker was silent for a moment as her shoulders dropped, her smile starting to fade away. "I-I dunno. There wasn't a picture of him in the book I read. But I asked my mom and she said it was possible that he was real."

"Yeah. Emphasis on the word 'possible' Tusk," Gat said, leaning in closer to Tusker.

Moss motioned towards Tusk with an open hand, taking a step towards her. "Do you actually believe in this guy?"

"Uhm, well, I don't know. I mean it is possible that he could exist, right?" The idea of a spirit or some kind of being that could control the winter weather seemed pleasing to her. And even then, if there was someone that controlled winter, why isn't there someone for the rest of the year? It was very possible that someone like him existed, right?

"Are you kidding me? What do you mean you don't know?" Mud finally spoke up from behind Tusker, taking a step towards her and placing a hand on her shoulder. "You came to me right after you read about Jokul Frosti just to tell me about him. I could have sworn you actually believed in this guy and now you're saying you 'don't know'?"

Tusker looked towards the ground, kicking some snow off of her boot. "Yeah. I mean I-I don't know. Anything is possible right?"

"Have you actually _seen _him before?" Gat inquired.

"I said I didn't know what he looked like, didn't I?"

"Well, I'm not buying it. The winter weather is just that. _Weather_. I don't see how there could possibly be someone in charge of it all."

"OH, COME ON!" Jack shouted from the rooftop. "You guys believe in trolls and goblins! You're telling me you find the possibility of some winter spirit who brings you all the blizzards and winter can't possibly exist?"

"In my belief, it's only real if you can see it." Moss stated, trying not to sound rude to his friend, but feeling that he should get his opinion on the matter out and in the open. Heck, if everyone else was doing so, why not him?

"Yeah, tell that to the trolls I'm sure you guys see all the time!" Jack folded his arms and crossed his legs, pouting as he looked down at the one girl he was sure had to believe in him, hoping she would still insist that his existence was possible. Sure, that Moss kid did have a point, but just because you haven't seen something doesn't mean it isn't real, right? Jack thought off of this over in his mind, anticipating another argument from Tusker. _"You can feel stuff and believe it exists. Like the wind! You can't technically see the wind yet its common sense that the concept of wind is very real. Or you could even hear something! If it makes sound then it has to be real. Take a look at me! When I talk peop-"_ Jack's eyes widened slightly.

He had talked down and even shouted to the kids. If any of them really believed in him they would have heard him. So why didn't Tusker. She really did seem to believe in him just moments ago. Why didn't she jump when he shouted, or even look to see where the voice was coming from? There was hardly any wind to drown his voice out. In fact there was hardly that much noise in the village at all! Jack stood on the rooftop and jumped off, slowly floating down beside the young Vikings. "Tell me you can hear me," he said to Tusker. "Please. Come on,I've got believers all over the world, but, heh, not a lot. Just**, p**lease tell me you believe. Just think about it. Even for a second. I need something here! Come on!"

Tusker didn't say anything to him, but instead stayed focused on the rest of her friends, who had moved on from the subject of Jokul Frosti and went on to talk about what their parents had planned for them all to do in order to help around the village.

"Just-just move your hair. Wave your hand. Blink. Anything! Do something to let me know you actually hear me."

Tusker stayed still, not even blinking as she listened to her friends.

"I was so close." Jack's voice had been reduced to an almost whisper. "You have to hear me. Please, I was so close to actually thinking that I…" Jack reached out to wave his hand in front of Tusker.

She didn't even flinch.

Jack moved his hand closer to her face, slowly bringing it closer and closer until it passed right through her as if she wasn't even there. Jack let out a deep breath, as if he was holding his breath underwater the entire time, as the realization started to settle in his mind.

One hand clenched tighter onto his staff while another was shoved into the pocket of his hoodie, a small wave of anger starting to fall over him. He was so close. So close! And now he had nothing. Even if she did believe, the arguments made from her friends may have destroyed her belief. He knew his anger was pointless. This had happened to him before, on many occasions. There was no reason he should get upset over it now. But the fact that he almost had a believer on Berk for the first time really started to tick at him. They had legends about him! Whether they came from people on the island that just happened to make him up, or were stories that were carried from their travels that were just handed down generation to generation.

Jack took deep breaths, trying to calm himself down. It was one believer in the grand scheme of things. Just one. There would be plenty of time for him to get another believer on Berk. This just wasn't that time.

He looked to his staff as he saw frost forming around his hand and loosened his grip. He had learned many years ago to control his emotions when holding his staff. He didn't want any unnecessary ice or frost to be shot out from the tip of the crook or even the bottom of his staff and harm someone; in this case, the children.

As the children started to walk away from their battlefield, Jack moved out of their way, not wanting another reminder of how no one on the island believed in him. He slowly floated up into the air and flew towards the sky, head hung low both from his sadness and to watch the children walk off. He saw a red Zippleback on the other side of a building they were walking past helping its owner carry baskets.

Jack was suddenly reminded of the mysterious dragon he came looking for in the first place, but the urge to find him had dwindled down to something he just kept in the back of his mind; uneager to even try to find the dragon. He looked over the small village, seeing even more dragons walking around. Some were helping the Vikings, some were walking alongside their owners, and some even looked like they were preparing for takeoff.

Jack flew over the village and headed for the woods, in need of a quiet place for him to think and let out his frustration. He looked past the village and towards the woods, looking for any kind of clearing that he could land in. He remembered the one he had been to when he visited the island a few days ago when he was playing with the black-scaled dragon. He flew in that direction, trying to retrace his steps of how he got there.

Had Jack actually gone looking for the dragon however, he wouldn't have needed to look for very long. For the dragon that he was in need of finding when he first arrived flew right above him. He didn't even look up once he heard the rush of wind above his drooping head, too lost in thought to even consider looking up.

Toothless was still in flight, not feeling exhausted at all from the flights that he and Hiccup shared. In fact, he felt great. Exhilarated and full of adrenaline as he flew through the sky over Berk. Although they planned to not spend any time practicing their tricks, the two couldn't help but do a somersault or a spin here and there. The two had spent plenty of time practicing their tricks and had only done the 'relaxing' part of their relaxing flight for the past few minutes.

Hiccup would have landed but was unsure if that was what Toothless would have wanted. There were times when the dragon was tired and instead simply wanted to fly, to feel the wind against his wings, and other times when he felt like landing simply because his wings were tired and were starting to ache. Of course there was no way Hiccup could blame him; after all the tricks the two would practice again and again it was to be expected that Toothless would grow tired eventually. And Hiccup was more than willing to give his friend his well-deserved rest.

Hiccup kept Toothless steady as they circled around and started to fly towards the other side of the island where all the fun spots for flying were. The wind was better over there thanks to the wind ricocheting off the side of the many cliffs and rocky formations along the water. They were a challenge for both Hiccup and Toothless when they first started flying together, but over time figured out how to work with the wind and fly smoothly along its currents and enjoyed the peaceful rides, if done properly.

That peaceful ride however was cut extremely short, neither of them making it to the rocky formations that created a relaxing and calm ride for the both of them. As Hiccup and Toothless turned around to fly to the cliffs, Toothless noticed a strange object falling towards the woods on his right looked down to try to get a better view of it and didn't make any sense of it at first. At least, not until he remembered the strange flying boy with the long stick that he had chased just days ago. Once Toothless realized who it was flying down towards the woods, the whole memory rushing back into his head as if it had just happened, he quickly turned and flew straight towards him, startling Hiccup at the sudden change in direction.

"Toothless!" he shouted. He patted the side of the dragon, trying to comfort him. "What is it?" Toothless nodded his heads towards the woods or in his case the strange boy, telling Hiccup that he wanted to land. "Well, jeez if you're tired you could just say so."

Toothless drew his wings in closer, trying to pick up as much speed as possible in order to catch up with Jack without losing control and possibly crashing into the trees below. Jack however had no idea of the dragon that was on his tail. He flew over the treetops, trying to find the clearing that he had once landed in. After not even a minute of searching, he found the open field with the lone rock and landed slowly, simply hovering over the ground before his feet actually made contact.

Jack looked around him, admiring the small view the spot offered him. Thin layers of snow gathered around the base of the trees and the boulder, even a few small bare spots were scattered around the open grass. Jack turned and hopped on top of the boulder, slowly sitting down and letting his legs hang off of the edge. He crossed his arms, ready to take a few deep breaths and calm himself down. He knew he was overreacting. This had happened many times before and had even hurt him worse. He had no idea why this was getting to him as much as he was allowing it.

Jack tried to clear his mind, even thought about possibly making Berk just a little whiter. He looked up just in time to see Toothless and Hiccup land right in front of him, the wind from Toothless' wings making Jack's white hair shake as the dragon landed.

Jack couldn't believe his eyes! The dragon he wanted to find had found him! It was almost too good to be true. Of course, Jack wasn't really keen to playing with the giant flying lizard, but if he didn't at least acknowledge him he knew the dragon would more than likely become aggressive. Jack smiled and waved at the dragon as Hiccup hopped off of the saddle, stretching his arms behind his head.

"Funny. I woulda thought you would have gone longer than that. Were the somersaults too much or was it because of the free-fall?" Hiccup asked his dragon, looking around the woods and admiring the view just as Jack was. Hiccup always liked nature, when it was peaceful anyways. A small storm was fine; the low rumble of the far off thunder, the sound of raindrops tapping against the side of his house, the smell of dew when he went outside in the morning, he actually found himself looking forward to them. But then there was a light breeze and all was quiet in the woods. Hiccup rather enjoyed it. Even Toothless seemed to enjoy the quiet every once in a while, leaving the village and going out into the woods and curling himself up, taking a small nap as they would begin to listen to the relaxing sounds of nature. He didn't mind if Hiccup even sat down and leaned against him.

However, instead of enjoying the scenery like Hiccup, Toothless was focused on the strange boy smiling and waving at him. He still looked the same as he remembered him, even with that same playful smile on his face.

Jack, losing his smile, waved his hand at Toothless, pulling his legs closer. "Shoo fly, don't bother me." Jack ordered. Toothless only took one step closer towards the winter spirit. "I said fly away, little dragon. I'm in no mood to play right now. Why don't you try the skinny dude you let sit on your back?"

Toothless stopped walking and sat down, keeping his eyes on Jack as he tilted his head, waiting for Jack to do something instead of just sitting there and being, well, boring. He started to lean forward in order to get Jack's scent, Jack slowly reaching for his staff as he did so, but stopped as he felt something cold whack against his neck. His ears perked up as he turned around to see what could have caused whatever it was that hit him. Jack of course knew what it was, having seen the excess snow splatter off of the dragon's neck. He leaned over to peek around the dragon to see the young Viking, whose name he still didn't know, tossing another snowball in his hand.

"Whoops." he said with a smug look on his face. "Did I hit you? Oh, clumsy me."

Toothless squinted and leaned his body down as if ready to pounce like a cat on Hiccup. His tail began swinging back and forth slowly as he gave his own smile, gladly willing to play with his rider. Jack laughed as he folded his arms and crossed his legs. "This ought to be good."

Hiccup threw his last snowball at Toothless, who almost effortlessly jumped out of the way, letting the snowball hit the boulder instead and leaving a few stray snowflakes in its place. "Oh, come on!" Jack said. "You can do better than that!"

Hiccup and Toothless stared each other down, walking in a slow circle, Hiccup's fingers slowly waving as he waited to get closer to the next good pile of snow instead of the small thin layer he was walking on. Toothless however wasn't going to give him that chance. The dragon swatted his tail over the snow, making a mist of snowflakes go flying towards Toothless. Hiccup brought up both arms to cover his face as he was engulfed in the mist of snow.

"OH! Nice one! Eight points to the giant salamander!" Jack shouted.

"Okay, I'll give you that one, Toothless. Consider it beginner's luck." Hiccup said as he brushed the snow out of his hair.

Jack nodded his head as he was reminded of the dragon's name. "Oh yeah! That's what your name is, Toothless. Well, I was close. I coulda sworn it was Teethy or Toothy or something like that."

Toothless and Hiccup continued to circle each other, the cycle only being broken when Hiccup tried to throw another snowball at his pet, missing every single time. Jack groaned with each attempt Hiccup made. "Dude, come on, the dragon is better at this game than you. And he doesn't even have hands!"

As if hearing what Jack had said, Hiccup tried one more time to hit Toothless, throwing the snowball he had made earlier in their game when he and Toothless had stopped moving and were staring each other down. This time, the snowball managed to hit Toothless, hitting him right in-between his eyes.

"Yes!" Hiccup exclaimed, making a fist and pulling it in close to his side, proud that he finally hit Toothless.

"Well it took ya long enough," Jack scoffed and rolled his eyes. "Gotta hand it to ya kid, you keep pulling through even when the odds are against ya. Now that's what I call admirable. Stupid, but admirable."

"Come on buddy, what else ya got for me?" Hiccup taunted as he bent down to make another snowball, anticipating Toothless' next move. Toothless kept his head down low as he and Hiccup kept their distance, circling around each other, getting tense with each step.

As Hiccup held the cold ball of snow in his hands, he was reminded of the winter spirit he read about and remembered all at once every fact he read about him. For once, though he didn't know why, or where this came from, Hiccup imagined what it might be like if this Jokul Frosti character was in fact real. What if all this snow wasn't there because of the weather? What if the snow was actually the cause of some magical and mystical being? He had no idea what he looked like, but imagined an adult covered, no, maybe made out of ice and frost, flying through the air and waving his arms enchantingly, making snow and ice pour out of his hands like water.

He thought of what the winter spirit would think when he saw people running through the snow and leaving footprints behind them, or shoveling it and forcing it all into a large pile, ruining the landscape he had worked on. Hiccup had the uneasy feeling that if this person was real, he probably wouldn't like seeing his creations being mistreated. But then again, what they did was for their safety in the first place. Maybe he'd be forgiving?

Hiccup then went on to wonder what it might be like if the winter spirit was actually watching him. Would he like what he was seeing? Would he enjoy seeing a boy and his dragon play around in the snow, making a mess with every step and every snowball?

Hiccup quickly dismissed the idea, returning to a sense of reality as he saw an opening for another hit at Toothless. He threw the snowball, hoping it would hit Toothless' side and give him an opportunity to possibly run behind that boulder and use it as a shield to throw even more snowballs in Toothless' distraction. Instead, Toothless ducked and swatted his tail, making his the artificial wing on his tail hit the tightly packed snowball and send it flying right back at Hiccup.

The Viking didn't even have time to react as the snowball hit him right in the middle of his chest. "Oh come on! That's so not fair!"

"HA! Hey, all's fair in love and war, kid. And this thing over here is the only one who seems to get that!"

"GAH!" Hiccup jumped as the unfamiliar voice rang through the clearing. He looked around, trying to find its source. "Who's there?" he called out. Had he been followed? He didn't see or hear anyone when they landed, how the heck had they been found unless someone was probably passing by? But even then, he didn't recognize the voice at all! Being Berk's go-to guy for anything about how to deal with the dragons, he'd come to know practically everyone on Berk, and this voice definitely didn't sound recognizable.

"What? Did I miss something?"

Hiccup turned around as he heard the voice. He jumped back, startled to see the strange person sitting on top of the boulder, his body facing Hiccup but looking to his left as if looking for someone. How long had he been there? And what in Odin's name was he wearing? The brown pants seemed alright, but the blue shirt was something Hiccup had never seen before. And where the heck were his shoes? Did he want his toes to get frostbitten and fall off? His hair was another story. It was white! Pure white! Hiccup had never seen anyone with white hair like that before. The closest he had ever seen anyone get that close to white hair was on the village elders, and even then they weren't even white; just a light gray. Besides, this guy seemed to be around Hiccup's age at the least. But how long had he been there? He wasn't there when he landed, was he?

"H-How-how long have you been sitting there?" he asked, calming himself down. The stranger said nothing, not even glancing towards Hiccup. "Hey! I'm talking to you!"

Jack's head quickly turned towards Hiccup, surprised by the sudden change in the tone of his voice. He was shocked to see Hiccup staring right at him. Wait, was he staring at him? Was…was he talking to him? Jack turned around and looked behind him, even above him to make sure there was no one else the Viking could be talking too. Jack's head slowly turned back to Hiccup, realizing that they were alone.

"Uh…are you talking to me?" he asked as he pointed at himself with his free hand, the other still clenched onto his staff.

"Well, yeah. I mean, who else would I be talking to?" Wasn't that kind of obvious? "How long have you been sitting there?" the Viking repeated.

Jack gasped and had to stop himself from falling off the boulder by leaning on his hand. The Viking kid could see him! Finally, someone on the island could see him! Jack was instantly overcome with a wave of emotions; happiness, excitement, confusion, and even more excitement. The hand holding onto his staff began to shake as he slid off the boulder and took a step towards the boy.

"You-you can…you can see me?"

"Uh," Hiccup turned to look at Toothless, silently asking if Toothless thought that this guy was crazy, "yeah?"

Jack let out a laugh as his smile grew wider, becoming filled with more and more excitement and happiness as the realization he finally had a new believer started to sink in. And not only that, it was in the one place he was just starting to lose hope in ever getting a believer too! Jack calmed himself down as he reduced his smile to a simple smirk, resting his staff on his shoulder. "Well then, I guess today's your lucky day then," he said as he playfully poked Hiccup's shoulder.

Hiccup rubbed the spot where Jack had poked him, waving off Toothless as he heard the dragon growl at the stranger messing with him. "Uhm, okay then? You still haven't answered my question by the way. Who are you and how long have you been there?" Hiccup was beginning to lose his patience.

Jack tried to keep his excitement hidden, bouncing lightly on his feet as he anticipated the Vikings face as he explained everything to him. This was always one of the best parts of getting new believers. "The name's Jack Frost," he said as he poked Hiccup's other shoulder, not caring if the dragon didn't seem to care for it. "Oh, calm down, we've met before!" Jack shouted to Toothless. He turned back to Hiccup and continued answering his questions, "And I've actually been there the whole time. It's just now you're finally able to see me."

Hiccup's mind raced with even more questions. "Wait, wait, wait," Hiccup said, holding his hands up as he tried to make sense of everything that was happening. This guy definitely had to have eaten something in the woods that he shouldn't have. "Jack Frost?" The name sounded familiar to Hiccup. He wondered if…, "You mean Jokul Frosti?"

Jack thought about what Hiccup was implying. He squinted his eyes as he tried to see if he recalled ever being called that before. "Uhm, yeah, sure, whatever."

"Okay, then," Hiccup wasn't really sure if he should believe this stranger's story. After all, it wasn't every day you met a person who claimed to be the winter spirit. This guy was going to have to give him a very convincing story if he wanted Hiccup to believe him. "What do you mean I'm finally able to see you?"

"Just that. You didn't believe in me, and now you do. So now you can see me." Jack said matter-of-fact-ly.

"I-I don't understand. What do you mean 'believe' in you?"

"Okay, it's kind of a long explanation. Basically, you can only see or hear me if you believe in me. If you don't believe that I exist, you don't see or hear me. At all. When you start to believe, BAM, you can see and hear me…," Jack paused for a short moment as he had a small realization, "huh. You know that's actually not as long as I thought it might be. Most people usually ask more questions when I explain all of this but when I put it like that it actually seems quite simple. I should use that explanation more often."

"Oh don't worry; I'm still confused on multiple levels." Hiccup said as he folded his arms, not buying Jack's story.

"Eh, they always do," Jack said with a shrug.

"If you're Jokul Frosti-"

"Jack Frost," Jack quickly interrupted. "Kid, if you're going to talk to me then at least call me by my real name."

"Then you can call me by my real name," Hiccup snapped back. "My name's not 'kid'. It's Hiccup."

Jack was silent for a short moment as he tried not to show any signs of laughter at the Viking's name. "Hiccup? Yo-Your name is Hiccup?"

"Great name, right? It's not the worst, but still I've heard better."

Jack nodded his head as he looked back to Toothless, who had cautiously walked up beside Hiccup to make sure the stranger wouldn't try anything to hurt him. "Uh-huh. Okay. Continue."

"If you're Joku..sorry..Jack Frost, then prove it."

Jack's head tilted back as he let out a loud "HA", making Hiccup jump back a little and make Toothless even tenser. "Oh, I love this part," he said before taking a few steps back and held his staff out a little ways away from his side. Anticipating the rush of wind that soon slowly carried him off of the ground and into the air, hovering a good six feet above the ground, Jack couldn't help but smile at Hiccup, almost as if he were telling him 'I told you so'.

Hiccup took two steps back, not believing what he was seeing; and yet there it was as plain as day. "Oh, Gods." Hiccup was so astonished at what he was seeing, he began to grow worried that Toothless might have to help him stand up. As if things couldn't get any weirder, Jack turned around and aimed his staff at the boulder and shot a small bolt of frost right at it, making the frost start of as a small spot but soon encasing the entire side of the boulder with swirls of frost and ice. "Oh, Gods." Hiccup repeated.

Jack slowly floated back down onto solid ground and rested the staff back on his shoulder as he turned to face Hiccup. "Anything else?"

Hiccup took a few short breaths as he tried to make sense of what was happening. Jokul Frosti was real! He standing right in front of him and smiling as he showed off his powers. "Y-yeah. Yeah I…uh…I may have another…oh Thor, Toothless you gotta a help me bud," Hiccup leaned one hand against Toothless, who was eager to help his rider in any way that he could, and rubbed his other hand through his hair as he took more relaxing breaths. "You're real! You're Jokul Frosti, and you're real."

"Is this the part where I'm supposed to do a song and dance or do I just have to stand here and wait for you to collect yourself?"

Oh great. Now the spirit of winter had a smart mouth. "Oh, well forgive me if I'm a little awestruck at the fact I just saw a guy fly. It's not every day I see that kind of stuff, ya know."

"Point taken. But yes, yes it is I. Jack Frost in the cold, cold flesh." Jack opened both of his arms out wide. "Be amazed, mortal!" he said in a deep god-like voice.

Normally, Hiccup would have made some kind of snarky comeback, but he was still in awe and wonder as he leaned off of Toothless and tired to fix his hair. "Okay, okay, just one more question."

"Ask away."

"Why the heck are you not wearing any shoes in this freezing cold?"

Jack lifted up his foot and looked at it as he wiggled his toes, sighing as he rolled his eyes. Why did everyone ask this question? He placed his foot back on the snowy ground as he answered. "You know practically everyone I meet always asks that question sooner or later? What's so bad about a guy who doesn't wear shoes? I just prefer not wearing them! It feels, I don't know, better."

Hiccup nodded slowly in sarcastic understanding. "Uh-huh. Alright, I guess that makes sense."

"What, you're telling me you've never walked around outside barefoot?"

"In this weather? I don't think so."

"Hmph. Your loss."

"If you say so."

Toothless stepped in front of Hiccup, wanting to be absolutely certain that this Jack Frost person wasn't going to try to hurt Hiccup. He seemed fine before when Hiccup didn't say or do anything with him, but now that he was getting closer to Hiccup, he had to be one hundred percent sure.

"Calm down bud, he's fine." Toothless seemed to ignore Hiccup as he lowered his head and growled at the winter spirit, who slowly backed away as he held his hands up in defense, noticing the teeth the dragon was showing off and beginning to worry that he might try to blast him. "No! No, no, no, it's okay. I'm a friend. We're-we're friends." Hiccup said in a soft voice to Jack, making sure toothless heard him. "It's okay, Toothless, he's not gonna hurt me." He looked to Jack and motioned towards Toothless. "And I'll make sure he doesn't hurt you, okay? He's fine."

"Are you sure? I'm a spirit of winter. The last thing I need is a fire-breathing dragon on my tail."

"Then why would you come to a dragon-infested island to begin with?"

"I gotta make sure you guys have winter somehow, right?" Jack wondered why that wasn't an obvious realization.

"Whatever," Hiccup began slowly petting Toothless, trying his best to calm the dragon down before he did try anything as he walked back to Hiccup's side. Toothless wasn't always the best around strangers, though he did seem to like most the visiting Vikings that came to Berk so long as they didn't try to hurt anyone. The only thing that was making him feel uneasy towards this 'Jack' person was the fact that he had magical properties. But if Hiccup seemed to like them then he knew that they must be okay. But this one just didn't seem right at first. Sure Toothless didn't mind getting a closer look at him, but he was unsure if he was okay with having Hiccup talk to someone who was able to fly and could make his stick turn into a weapon.

"So, uh," Hiccup began, still petting Toothless, "how long do you plan on staying here?"

Jack folded his arms together, keeping his staff in hand as he mulled the question over. "Well, I normally don't stay for long, but when I saw that the dragons weren't trying to eat you guys anymore, I got a little intrigued to say the least."

"Oh, yeah. It's a whole lot better when we don't have to worry about a dragon raid almost every day and night." Hiccup remembered all the times the dragons had attacked his village and he was forced to go help Gobber in his workshop, fixing weapons for all the much tougher Vikings so they could fight of the impending dragon attacks. It wasn't exactly the best job he could have done, which was why he tried to shoot down a Night Fury in the first place. Hiccup wondered what it would have been like if he didn't convince everyone on Berk, well almost everyone, that dragons weren't their enemy almost a year ago.

"I totally see how that's better. Now, about this dragon of yours…How fast can he go?"

"Oh, Toothless? I, uh, don't know exactly how fast, but I mean he is one of the fastest dragons on Berk so I'd say he's pretty-"

"Wanna race?" Jack asked enthusiastically.

"I-I'm sorry what?"

"You heard me. A race! You two versus me. We'll see who the better flyer is. It'll be fun!"

Hiccup looked to Toothless, silently asking him if it was okay. Toothless only tilted his head, unsure of how to respond to Jack's request. "Well, I don't know. I mean I guess it's up to Toothless but I don't know if he really wants to-"

"Okay. Okay it's fine. I understand." Jack interrupted again.

Hiccup wondered if this guy was always like this. Did he usually interrupt people and be this full of energy? "If your giant chicken doesn't want to lose to a simple 18 year old winter spirit, I completely understand."

"Whoa! Who said anything about Toothless being a chicken?" Hiccup asked, defending his friend and not liking the way Jack was talking about him. Jack proceeded to place his fists on his side and move his arms back and forth, pretending to flap his wings as he clucked like a chicken. "Really? That's the best you got? Chicken noises? Please I've heard better insults from a guy so nice, his big hands wouldn't even harm a-"

"BUUUCK buck-buck-buck-buck BUCKAAAAA!" Jack shouted.

"It's not gonna work Jack. Oh and, by the way, great first impression."

Jack stopped only for a moment just so he could say, "Thank you. I try my best," before quickly returning to his mocking. "Buck buck buck-buck bu-bub-buckAA!"

Hiccup closed his eyes as he rubbed his temples, trying his best to block out Jack's annoying noises. Yet they still kept coming; in fact they even seemed to get louder. He felt Toothless nudge his head against him and opened his eyes to see the dragon smiling at him and nodding his head towards Jack, letting Hiccup know that he thought there was no way that Jack would be able to fly faster than him. He was just a kid after all, and Toothless was a Night Fury. Winning this race would probably be one of the easiest things he'd ever do.

"Alright!" Hiccup shouted as he finally gave in. "Alright, alright. We'll race! Just, stop with the clucking already. Jeez that's getting annoying!"

"Like taking candy from a baby," Jack said as he floated up into the air, waiting for Hiccup to mount Toothless and get ready for takeoff. "Meet you at the treetops!" Jack said as he shot towards the sky, hovering towards the tips of the trees.

Once Hiccup and Toothless reached him, Jack pointed his staff towards the village and announced, "Okay, here's how it's gonna go. You know those two large posts in the center of your village? We're gonna race over to them, circle around, and come right back here. First one to do so is declared the winner. Sound good?"

Hiccup looked down to Toothless to make sure he heard everything, to which Toothless nodded in agreement, very sure that this would be almost too easy. "Sure! Sounds good."

"Great! In that case onyourmarkGETSETGO!" Jack instantly shot forward towards the village, leaving Hiccup and Toothless dumbfounded for a fraction of a second before they took off after him.

"Come on Toothless, you got this bud. You got this. This is gonna be easy." Hiccup shouted to Toothless, as if the dragon really needed any kind of cheering or positive reinforcement. They caught up to Jack halfway to the two posts, Hiccup laughing as Jack slowly started to fall behind. "I'm impressed."

"Oh you haven't seen anything yet you talking twig!" Jack thrusted himself forward, trying to get ahead of Hiccup but instead kept himself right on the neck-and-neck line, both of them switching between first and last place. Jack flipped over and looked over to Hiccup as he smiled. "Now I'm impressed."

"Oh, you haven't seen anything yet, frostbite."

"Ha! Like I haven't heard that one before."

"I could say the same thing to you!"

Jack flipped back over just in time for both of them to circle around the two posts in the center of the village and head back towards the clearing. The pair still kept changing their positions as they got closer and closer to the finish line. One second Jack would be in the lead. Then Hiccup. Then Jack. Then Hiccup. Over and over again the cycle continued.

Hiccup looked over at Jack and actually smiled; enjoying himself and the time he was sharing with someone who just a few minutes ago he didn't even know existed. Yet this person who hardly knew anything about him was willing to try to have some fun with him. Hiccup thought that this Jack Frost person seemed like a pretty cool and an overall nice person. Hiccup didn't know it, but when he looked back ahead of himself, Jack looked over to Hiccup and thought almost the exact same thing.

To Jack, Hiccup seemed like a nice, yet sarcastic person Jack wouldn't question hanging out with. He focused back on the race as the two drew closer and closer to the clearing, still neck-and-neck, but both of them knowing that they may as well have just made a new friend.

* * *

><p><strong>Hey look it finally freaking happened! So yeah moving on reviews are always welcome and appreciated!<strong>
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><p><strong>Chapter 5<strong>

North walked through the many levels of his workshop, checking up on all of the progress that the yeti's, and even some of the elves who had managed to find the paint, were getting accomplished. Form after form for North's approval was signed, new plans to make bouncy balls bounce at least a foot higher than normal and even small remote-controlled airplanes that shot small foam balls were shown to the yetis, and several attempts were made to make sure the elves didn't get stomped on while they 'helped' paint a new set of doll houses.

The Russian toymaker looked up as the elevator carried him up to the next level, ready to read the newest shipments of Christmas letters. Those were always fun to read. Of course, North would have to check his list once all the letters had been read to make sure that the child actually deserved their toy. Even then, it wasn't the ones asking for toys that always gave the Guardian a smile. It was the ones asking for a friend or family member to be happy, or for even for the classic 'good will toward men' type children asking for peace on Earth or that they would finally have a mommy and daddy to come adopt them.

The funniest ones though were the ones asking 'Santa' for a baby brother or sister. North couldn't help but laugh when he read those. The vast imagination of a child was such a pleasure for him to see and explore.

He chuckled lightly just thinking about all the letters he was going to have to read for the day asking him for simple things such as a new doll or a puppy versus the more elaborate ones like simply asking for 'surprises'. While North knew what most of the children liked, it was a hard task to figure out what they would be interested to receive on Christmas morning if all they asked for was 'surprises'.

The elevator came to a slow halt and a passing elf quickly opened the door for North as he ran by to join his friends in whatever mischief they might be getting into. North calmly walked by the small area of his workshop where two yetis were busy slipping sheets of paper with names written in two columns into three separate stacks.

"I want all the 'A's' to be ready by the end of the day. "The 'B's' would be helpful as well, but get the 'A's' done as soon as possible. I like to start checking list very soon!" Both of the yetis called back to North, letting him know that they had everything under control.

North smiled as he looked around the workshop, placing his fists on his side. Everything was going according to plan and everything was on, if not ahead, of schedule. It was looking to be a great and successful Christmas this year. North couldn't wait for the night to arrive; riding the sleigh all over the world, bringing joy to all the good children, jumping from rooftop to rooftop with his sack filled with toys, enjoying plate after plate of cookies to only wash them down with a cool, or perhaps room temperature, glass of milk.

Sure it was tiring stuff for North, but knowing that what he was doing would bring the children smiles come early the next morning after seeing that the cookies and milk were gone, the stocking stuffed, and surprise presents placed carefully and beautifully under the tree, made it all worth the long endless haul. Not to mention his annual Christmas feast that he would have with his fellow Guardians once he had his rest. Everyone made time to show up for North's gracious Christmas dinner. Even Jack, who was wary of joining the first time, was more than willing to show up in order to make North happy that all of his friends decide to spend the holidays with each other.

All in all however, despite the fact that Christmas was inching closer and closer, keeping North shaking with excite anticipation to make sure all the deliveries would be done on time, not to mention all the free cookies and milk he could eat, the thought of Pitch's believers kept pricking at the back of his mind. He turned around and headed for the globe's control panel, itching to see how Pitch's believer count was doing.

Stepping back onto the elevator and heading up to the level above him, he soon reached the control panel, making sure to stay out of the way of each passing yeti as they carried their tools and supplies. North pushed the correct buttons and pulled down the levers and watched eagerly as most of the lights flickered out in one quick blink of an eye, leaving only a few remaining lights left on the globe. North looked down at the panel. The globe was only covered in exactly eighty-six lights. His believer count had gone down.

North breathed a sigh of relief as he switched the globe back to its normal settings, making thousands of lights make a faint _'blip' _sound as they flickered back to life. North folded his arms as he looked at all the believers scattered across the globe. Each of the lights meant something dear to each of the Guardians, especially now since they almost lost all of them a decade ago. But there was one person in particular North was worried about.

Jack didn't have as many believers as the rest of his team after all. Of course the number always increased, but it wasn't like Jack had his own holiday. All he had were a few Christmas lyrics and some spots in either TV specials or really bad Christmas movies. But what he did have however was the constant help of his friends. Luckily, Jack could say he had more believers than Pitch; way more in fact. In the past ten years, Jack had managed to get around 350 believers.

Still, that wasn't close to what the rest of the Guardians had managed to receive. But the number was always growing. Even when a child did stop believing in Jack, a new believer would always show up sooner or later. It gave Jack a sense of hope knowing that his friends, both new and old, would always be there to help him.

North however didn't have the same sense of hope. He knew how fast believers would come and go, and while the number of believers Jack had were plenty for an Immortal with no holiday, he still needed more. The rest of the Guardians would always tell North that Jack had it under control and that their help was very affective, but North couldn't shake the feeling that, now with Pitch seeming like he was trying to return, Jack was in danger more than they were.

North's thoughts were interrupted as he heard the jingle of bells beside him as something tugged on his pants leg. He looked down to see one of the many elves offering him a sugar cookie coated in multi-colored sugar crystals. He smiled at the elf and took the sugary pastry, nodding his head and silently thanking his worker before he scurried away to do whatever he pleased.

North took a small bite out of the cookie as he looked back to the globe and sighed. There had to be a way to calm his nerves. Despite the fact he was usually the one trying to be the optimistic one in the group, he felt like a hypocrite feeling nervous and worrying about what Pitch might be planning when he alone was the one telling all his teammates that everything would be alright. There had to be some way to calm his nerves. He had to be more hopeful that things would be alright for Jack and the rest of the children. Sure Pitch had tried many times before to defeat the Guardians, but there were only a few times that he even got close to defeating them. What happened ten years ago was a perfect example.

Then, almost out of nowhere, an idea came to North. It was so obvious! If he needed to find a way to be more hopeful about the situation, then why not just go talk to the Guardian of Hope himself? Of course Bunny might not be up to the idea of giving North a pep talk when he was busy doing whatever it took to make sure all of his eggs were ready in time for Easter.

North stuffed the rest of the cookie in his mouth as he went to grab his thick coat. He wouldn't really need it, but he felt naked if he ever left the pole without it. As for the hat, well, he could do without. North found his coat hanging on the small rack he had in his personal workplace right where he had put it, patting his pocket to make sure the snow globe was still inside. He walked out into the small cleared area in front of his office and whispered, "The Warren" to the snow globe before tossing it in front of him, causing a bright flash of light and a brief glimpse of the many bright colors on the other side of the portal before standing still and hovering in the air.

North calmly stepped through the portal, careful to not walk onto any rogue eggs as he peeked this head through to the other side. As the portal closed, he felt the snow globe materialize back in his pocket, ready for use whenever he was ready to return home.

"Bunny!" he called out, cupping his hands around his mouth. Knowing how big the warren was, Bunny could be anywhere. The Guardian began walk through the vast landscape coated in bright and luscious green grass; large stones covered moss decorated the warren alongside bright colored flowers and trickling streams of both water and much larger streams if colorful dye for the eggs. The trees were covered in large green leaves that never seemed to die while the bark almost never peeled. The chirps of birds only complemented the view as North suddenly became distracted by two butterflies fluttering the wings and flying right in front of him, landing on top of a small Aster flower.

Being in Bunny's Warren was always a wonderful trip for North. Everything reminded him of springtime. The sights, the sounds, the aroma, everything was taken over by nature in the most beautiful and remarkable way. It took North only a few seconds to get lost in the Warren's beauty before he remembered why he had showed up in the first place. "Aster!" he called out even louder, hoping to hear from the Pooka.

As he walked into an open field with small patches of colorful blooming flowers, he noticed something scurrying across the ground out of the corner of his eye. He looked over to see a plain and simple white egg, hurrying and running as fast as its tiny legs could go. It quickly ran through a thick array of large bushes that were surrounded by two tall trees that had trunks that curved over the bushes to create some kind of circular wall, ducking underneath all the branches to make sure it would get out on the other side without a scratch.

Letting the curiosity get the better of him, North slowly walked towards the 'wall', wondering where the egg would be going. The egg wouldn't be scared of North after all; it was practically a basic instinct for them to not fear him and be comfortable in his presence. He stopped and stared at the wall for a short moment, wondering how his large figure would fit through without breaking parts of the many limbs on the bushes and trees. North reached both hands in the large bushes and pushed away as slowly as he could, creating a small opening for him to try his best to squeeze through without ruining the bushes and tree branches, thereby creating a hole in the center of the wall.

As soon as he stepped through, keeping his head down the whole time so as to not get smacked in the head by the rough and pointy branches, he looked back to see that his effort hadn't completely failed. His attempt at stepping through the large bush hadn't made a hole in the wall, but it was obvious that someone had tried to step through it thanks to the scattered and broken limbs. He brushed off any of the small leaves that had managed to cling onto his coat as he turned around just in time to see the large rabbit standing up, holding a paint brush in one hand and a small egg in the other, his jaw dropped slightly as he looked back and forth between North and the bushes.

"What's wrong with you ya drongo?!" he shouted as he hopped towards North, jumping right past him as he inspected the wall. As he moved out of the way, North noticed a small group of eggs that had huddled up, waiting to be painted. Some had their legs and were standing in eager anticipation while another pile had no legs and were merely lying in a basket, waiting to be painted. All of the painted eggs had been neatly and carefully placed in a separate basket, all ready to be presented to the children on Easter morning. North found himself in a small clearing, hidden away from the rest of the Warren with no trees, bushes, or large rocks. Just a small field of grass with a few flowers scattered here and there.

"It is no problem Bunny! It'll just grow back, yes?"

"Wha-? Yes it'll grow back! Are ya crazy, North? Why would you come through the bushes?" he asked, looking through the bushes to see how extensive the damage was.

"Well I saw the egg and I wondered where it would be heading to in such a hurry, so I followed it."

Bunny leaned his head out of the bushes and looked back to North, his face still showing a confused and angry look. "So you just walked through the bushes?"

"Yes!"

"Without even trying to see if there was an actual entrance?!" Bunny pointed his paintbrush over to the side of the small field, showing North where a large portion of the circular wall had been removed to provide an entrance to Bunny's makeshift workplace.

North's eyes widened as he saw the entrance, rubbing the back of his head as he nervously laughed and smiled at Bunnymund. "Eh, oops?"

Bunny's eyes only grew wider. "Oops!? Is that all you can say? 'Oops'?"

"Oops…ey Daisy?" North said with a shrug, causing Bunnymund to groan as he dragged his open palm across his face, cursing North under his breath. "Come on Bunny; is not that bad, right?"

"Not that-not that bad? North you walked right through the wall mate! How am I supposed to fix that?"

"Let it heal on its own." North bent down and picked up one of the stray eggs and dusted it off before handing it to Bunny. "Unless you have magic plant food, then the best thing I can say is to give it time. Is nothing to worry about." The Russian Immortal waved his open hand at the pooka for emphasis, letting him know that there really wasn't that much to worry about since the wildlife in the Warren always tended to be at its best, so surely it could heal its 'wound'.

Bunny carefully took the eggs from North's rather large hands and hopped back over to where the rest of the group was waiting, setting it back with the rest of its friends gently. He waved his paw at the eggs, silently letting them know that their painting would have to come at a later time. Bunny tried his best to not get mad at North however. Despite his large and muscular physique, the big guy was like an innocent child underneath that was simply hiding underneath that rough and tough exterior that made him look threatening in the first place. But when you make toys for children for a living, what did Bunny expect him to be; a cold and cynical old man? "Look is there a reason you came here because in case you can't tell I'm kind of in the middle of something."

"Yes, actually, there is."

"Well could ya try to make it quick?"

North sighed as he folded his arms and went to lean against the wall behind him, but stopped realizing that it probably wasn't the best idea and instead stood upright as he went to explain why he had decided to come to the Warren in the first place. "It is Jack. I'm worried about him."

"Awh don't tell me." Bunny interrupted as he collected his painting supplies. "He got carried away and started another blizzard? Or made too many icicles?"

"Actually, it's nothing he did this time."

"Yeah, this time." Bunny added as he rolled his eyes and walked out of the small workplace, North slowly following him out into the open Warren. "Well if it isn't anything he did then why are you so worried? The kid's been doing his job for over ten years; he should know what he's doing by now."

"Yes, but it's not that simple, Bunny." North stated.

Bunny hopped over a small stream and turned around to face North as he stood upright, his ears perked up high to hear what North had to say. "Go on."

North spoke in a soft and calming voice, but added emphasis where needed to show Bunny his concern and how serious he felt the situation was or could become. "It's Pitch. While he's getting more believers, we are also losing ours." North lightly tapped his own chest as he continued, "Jack does not have as many as us Bunny. He is the most vulnerable of the Guardians."

Bunny's ears drooped slightly as North's news. True, Bunny had thought about it before, but he was sure everyone had. They were all in danger when Pitch managed to almost get rid of all hope, wonder and fun. "So what's your point?" he asked.

North was almost surprise that Bunny would even ask such a question. "My point? My point, Bunny, is that we need to take extra precautions for Jack now more than ever!"

"No we don't." Bunny said, shaking his head. "Look North, I know where you're coming from. Believe me I get why you're thinking this. But the fact of the matter is we're all in danger here. I know the kid's only got a few people who believe in him compared to us, but the only thing we can do is to keep doing what we're doing."

"But what about-"

Bunny held up an open paw to stop North. "And besides, not every believer can be turned so easily. Some belief is stronger than others. It all depends on the believer. I'm pretty sure since every one of Jack's believers have seen him and actually talked with him, then I think it's a safe bet to say that their belief won't be gotten rid of so easily."

North thought about what Bunny was saying, and he did have a point. Most of the children never even caught a glimpse of Bunny, Tooth, Sandy, or North unless they just happened to watch them fly by their window, catch them in the act of delivering their gifts, or simply dreaming about them thanks to Sandy. But Jack was able to play with all of his believers every time he got the chance. His gift that he gave the children was his fun and caring attitude that could only be given if the children actually played and talked with the winter spirit.

"Well, yes, I suppose that is true." North admitted.

"So there's really nothing else to worry about. We just gotta keep doing what we're doing and see what happens." Bunny added reassuringly.

"But I still think we need to keep an eye on his believers, just to be sure."

Bunny would have tried to prove his point to North yet again, but past experiences told him that when the man made up his mind, there was almost no way that it could ever be changed. It was with a sigh that Bunny nodded his head and agreed with North. "Alright. If it'll make you feel better then fine, do that."

"Good. I'm glad we could agree on something." North said as he stepped over the stream and stood next to Bunny.

"Why'd you need my permission though?" Bunny questioned, curious as to why their leader would need Bunny's approval to check on Jack.

"Who said I needed your permission?"

"Wha…" There was no way that North was serious. All of this trouble just to hear him say something like that? "Then why'd ya come here?!"

North gestured towards Bunny and said, "You are Guardian of Hope, yes? I needed hope, so I came to you!", as if it was the most obvious thing in the world to try to comprehend.

Bunny didn't know whether to feel annoyed or flattered; both seemed like a good option. He pinched the bridge of his nose as he tried to think about what to say next. "A-alright. You know what? Fine. Glad I could be of service to ya, North."

"I appreciate it, Bunny!" North said with a smile. "You make a good point though." he added as Bunny continued on his walk through the Warren. "Jack is able to play with his believers. Their belief should be strong enough!"

Bunny hopped on top of a small stone in order to hop onto a much larger one in order to look over the Warren with a birds-eye view. "Yeah, well, it probably isn't the best thing to happen to the bite anyway."

"What do you mean?" North inquired.

"Jack shouldn't get too attached to his believers, ya know?" Bunny answered, keeping his gaze fixed on the green landscapes that flowed throughout his home.

"What is so bad about that?"

"Think about it mate. Jack's gained believers, and he's lost believers. There isn't anything he can do about that. There isn't anything any of us can do about it actually." Instantly, Bunny remembered all of the believers he had lost over the years; far too many to count. He didn't let it get to him though. Having a holiday all to himself made it easy for him to get new believers. "The same goes for our believers as well."

"What's your point?"

Bunny finally looked down to North as he knelt down on top of the large stone and rested his arms on his bent legs. "My point is that he shouldn't get too attached to them! And I'm talking mainly about that Jamie kid here."

"Jamie? He is good boy! Nothing to worry about with him." North commented, waving his hand at Bunny as if he was brushing his statement aside.

"North, just because some kid is good or bad doesn't mean their belief is going to last forever. You of all people should know that." That did the trick. North went to retort to Bunny's statement, but instead had nothing to say on the matter as his mouth slowly closed, already wondering if Bunny was right. Once again, Bunny did have a point. "I'm not saying Jamie isn't a good kid, he is. He's one of the best kids I've ever seen. But everyone grows out of their belief sooner or later, North."

"Not everyone." North added solemnly. "You know just as well as I do that there are those that keep believing in us their whole life, even if they don't admit it to everyone else." Throughout North's centuries-long lifetime, he had managed to come across a few believers who had managed to hold onto their childlike innocence throughout their lifetime. Though they might have not admitted it to their friends or family, or even if they 'joked about it' whenever children were around, they kept their belief in the Guardians strong. Whether it be because they met one of their childhood heroes, or because they deeply appreciated what they stood for and what they meant to children all over the world, their belief was unending. And North could tell because their light on his globe never faded until their life was over; a life that North would remember for as long as he lived.

"Just because they are a rarity does not mean that they can't be real, Bunny." North added.

Bunny sighed in defeat as he nodded his head, knowing that what North was saying was right. "Fine. If you're so convinced that Jamie will keep believing then go ahead. Me, I'm gonna sit back and watch how this thing plays out."

North tried to hide a chuckle as he smiled again at the Pooka. "You know, for the protector of hope in children, you do seem to be a bit of a pessimist."

"Can you really blame me North?"

That was an easy question. "Yes."

"Look, I'm not saying that the Bennett kid is going to stop believing in us. After all he's been through, it would be pretty difficult. But then again, almost all of his friends that helped that night stopped believing in us too, North. I'm just saying it's possible and that Jack should be ready."

"Ah, you're over-reacting." North asserted, continuing on the walk through the Warren on his own.

Bunny was quick to follow, not wanting North to make another mess in his home. "Oh, _I'm_ the one who's over-reacting here?"

"I just said it, did I not?" North answered with a smirk. "Besides, Jack isn't the only one who has got a favorite believer."

"What on Earth are you talking about now?"

North kept his smug look plastered on his face as he turned to look at Bunny, placing one hand on his hip and using the other free hand to point at the Immortal. "I seem to recall you getting very excited about seeing the other Bennett child last Easter."

Bunny's eyes widened slightly as he remembered the younger Bennett sibling and how excited she always got when she saw him. Every Easter since she first met him she stayed up all night until he arrived at their home. Bunny was sure to take a few extra minutes out of his busy schedule that night to at least say 'hi' to Sophie and make sure she got to bed, along with promising her only the best of his eggs. "So?" Bunny reluctantly asked.

North only laughed as he approached Bunny and patted his back; a little too hard for the Guardian, but he was used to North's 'tough love' by now. "You know I am only teasing with you Bunny." North said reassuringly to his friend, wrapping his arm across Bunny's shoulders.

Bunny shrugged off North's rather large hand, knowing that North's intentions really were good and friendly since they had known each other for centuries and were nothing if not good friends by now. "Yeah, yeah, yeah."

North continued his almost howling laughter as he continued walking through the Warren, looking around and admiring the scenery while he still could. "Well, as long as I am here, I might as well help you, yes?"

"I-I'm sorry, you want to what?"

"I want to help you, Bunny! It's the least I could do after interrupting you earlier." North called out to Bunny, turning his head to the side so that Bunny could hear him.

Bunny quickly hopped in front of North and held up both open paws as he said, "Ha, eh, you uh, you don't really need to do that North. I mean I think I've got it pretty much covered here for now."

"Nonsense!" North reassured. "Is no trouble at all! You're always saying how backed up you are, so stop complaining, huh? Now, where do we find the eggs that need to be painted?" North clapped his hands and rubbed them together as he looked around for the blank eggs.

Bunny rolled his eyes as he let out a light chuckle at North's eagerness to help him do his job. No matter what disputes the two had between them, or how much North's little jabs at Bunny got on his nerves, they always seemed to work it out in the end and get along just fine. And Bunny had no complaints if North really did want to help him paint some of his eggs, so long as he let Bunny take care of the more detailed parts of the job.

He nodded his head towards the side, giving North his own smirk as he said, "I know a place where they all gather. C'mon ya slow poke, try to keep up," before quickly hopping to the right across a more open field in the Warren, stopping every now and then to make sure North wasn't too far behind only to see North quickly running behind him trying to make a race out of it, regardless of the fact he had no idea where they were going.

* * *

><p>The two teens sat in a small and open area of the woods that contained only a few small patches of snow thanks to the multiple branches that covered most of the field from the sky. The field itself was big enough for the two of them, along with the rather large flying reptile, to sit in and relax. At least, that's what they planned, but Toothless decided it would be better to run around and chase whatever he pleased. Both of the boys had decided to sit in the woods after their race, which was far too close to call; although Jack swore that he went easy on Hiccup.<p>

The young Viking boy continued to motion with his hands as he told his story, leaning against a tree at the edge of the small clearing and explaining in detail about the time he and his friends first rode dragons and defeated what they called the Red Death. The other boy however at first glance didn't seem that interested.

True he was listening and paying attention to every word that the Viking way saying, but he couldn't help but wave his stick around while he stood in the center of the clearing, teasing the dragon as if the magic staff that contained all of his power was a simple measly stick for him to play fetch with. Of course the winter spirit knew better than to let the dragon get his jaws clenched onto his staff. Still, that didn't stop him from waving the large staff to-and-fro, smiling as the dragon eyed the staff and began to circle around it.

"Oh yeah, like I'd really let you get a hold of this thing!" Jack said after Toothless let out a small yet playful growl.

Hiccup stopped mid-sentence and looked from Toothless to Jack, admiring how Toothless was able to become friends with Jack so quickly and easily. Of course most of the time Toothless wasn't really the aggressive type unless there was an obvious threat to Hiccup, so if Hiccup seemed to like Jack then Toothless knew that he couldn't really be that bad and in fact might actually be fun to be around. "Are you even listening?" he asked Jack.

"Yeah, yeah! Of course I am!" Jack called back, not taking his eyes off of Toothless as they both walked in a circle, Toothless' eyes squinting as he glared at the staff.

Hiccup rolled his eyes as he stood from his spot and asked Jack, "Alright then, what was I just saying?"

"Uh, your dad got Toothless out of the harness on the boat and Toothless helped your dad out of the water so you two were getting ready to fight that queen dragon thing whose name escapes me."

"The Red Death."

Jack nodded his head in understanding, moving his head towards Hiccup but still keeping his eyes deadlocked on the glowing mixture of green and yellow eyes that belonged to Toothless. "Uh-huh. Yeah, that guy." Toothless advanced towards Jack, making Jack cautiously take a small step back. "Forget it you giant salamander, I'm not letting you get this thing."

Hiccup smiled as he let out a small sigh, knowing very well it was only a matter of time before Toothless really tried to get the stick, which would be almost too easy if he managed to catch Jack off guard. "You know he's not gonna stop until you let him see that thing right?"

"Well I'm not gonna let his huge teeth start chewing all over this thing!"

"Then it's your fault for teasing him with in the first place." Hiccup stated as-a-matter-of-factly.

"Hey, I couldn't resist."

Hiccup rolled his eyes, not buying that one bit. "I highly doubt that."

"Look just continue your little story already." Jack took a few quick steps backwards towards the edge of the small field, jumping up and grabbing a small dead tree limb with his free hand, breaking it off and teasing Toothless with it as he hid his staff behind his back, hoping the dragon would forget about the larger stick that Jack refused to play fetch with and instead focus on the stick that Jack had no problem tossing around and letting the dragon clench his jaw on.

Hiccup started walking over towards Jack, taking the small stick from him and waving it the way he usually did when he was with Toothless. The way that Jack was doing it wasn't exactly wrong, but he knew how Toothless really liked to play fetch, and the constant teasing was definitely not a part of it, so it was probably best to go ahead and toss the stick as soon as possible; knowing Jack, he would probably tease Toothless for as long as he pleased until the dragon began pouncing on him. As he began waving the stick slowly back and forth, from the left and then to the right, he continued his story. "Well, to make a long story short, Toothless and I fought the dragon and ended up killing it. Of course I passed out afterwards and woke up to see almost everyone on Berk had made peace with the dragons."

Hiccup quickly threw the stick into the air, making it flip over and over again until it landed on the other side of the field; Hiccup was never really the best when it came to throwing things. Jack tried his best not to laugh, or even giggle, at Hiccup's attempt at playing fetch with Toothless. "So, yeah, I fought what has been the biggest dragon Vikings have ever seen and came out almost unscathed."

"Almost?" Jack asked.

Hiccup motioned down towards his artificial foot, lifting it up and giving it a good shake before setting it back down on the ground before he lost his balance and fell on his face, making an even bigger idiot of himself in front of Jack. "Where'd you think I get this thing from? Falling down the stairs?"

"You did say you were able to get yourself hurt and or make a fool of yourself on a daily basis, did you not?" Jack wittingly asked as Toothless ran back towards the two, the stick Jack had picked sticking out of both sides of his mouth. The dragon stopped just inches in front of his master and dropped the stick, lightly tapping it forward with his paw, eager for Hiccup to throw the stick again.

Hiccup groaned over Jack's comment as he bent down to pick up the saliva-covered stick. "Oh sure. Yeah, accidents like the one that caused this happen to me all the time. It's a daily occurrence for me to wake up and almost die just by getting out of bed."

Jack laughed as he snatched the stick out of Hiccup's hand. "Wow. Unlucky, brave, and sarcastic. Aren't you the ultimate package?" he rhetorically asked as he threw the stick across the open field, letting it land past the trees and into a patch of rather large, weed-filled grass. Of course that didn't stop Toothless from going after it; he did always love a good challenge. Same as his rider.

"Well I wouldn't count what I did as brave. More like a case of insanity and a bold sense of unnerving optimism." Hiccup said with a shrug.

"Pfft. Are you kidding?" Jack asked as he playfully smacked Hiccup's back. "I don't know that many people that would have had the guts to do what you did." Jack glanced over to the tall grass to see Toothless' head poke out, his teeth clamped tight onto the stick. "Why don't you call it a case of insanity mixed with a dose of bravery _and _optimism?"

"Flattery gets you nowhere," Hiccup said with a once again sarcastic tone as he walked towards his friend, his hand out and open to retrieve the stick from Toothless.

Jack rolled his eyes at Hiccup's continuing sarcastic and sass-filled replies. "Oh well excuse me for not knowing whether or not Viking's could take a compliment."

"Oh we can take a compliment," Hiccup stated. "Just usually only the ones from the people we know won't want anything in return."

Jack mockingly gasped and placed an open hand on his chest, exchanging looks with Toothless. "I can't believe you just said that to me! What did I ever do to make you think I wanted something out of you?"

"Well you do continue to ask me things about my personal life, so I'm guessing you want information."

"Wow. Insane, brave, optimistic _and _smart. You must have all the chicks swarming your house."

Hiccup sighed as he dragged the stick through one of the small patches of snow, waving it back and forth as the line turned into a scribbled mess in the snow. "Oh yeah, the chicks are throwing themselves at me. I'm such a charmer."

"I bet you are with that attitude." Trying to think of something else he could ask Hiccup, not wanting the silence to grow longer and have an awkward moment between them, Jack swirled his hand in the air, making a small snowflake appear out of thin air. The snowflake grew larger until it was the size of Jack's palm. He sent the snowflake on its way, making it float over to Toothless and explode into much tinier snowflakes on the back of his head. It was for naught however as Toothless didn't even react to the sudden impact the snowflake had on him. "Oh!" Jack exclaimed as he looked back at Hiccup. "Okay, I've got another question for you. What's with the get-up?"

"Th-the what?"

"Your clothes, genius. Why are you guys so...so-"

Crossing his arms, Hiccup interrupted, "If you're really about to insult my clothes, I could go ahead and start saying a few words about yours."

Jack looked down at his clothes, confused as to what Hiccup was referring to. "What do you mean?"

"Well," Hiccup said as he began to look Jack over and count on his fingers, "you have no shoes on, you have some weird kind of, what is that, a coat? Which, by the way, is a shade of blue I've never seen anyone wear. And last but not least, your hair is white."

Jack pouted as he looked over his own clothes once more before looking back at Hiccup. "You know I wasn't going to insult your clothes mister know-it-all. I was gonna ask why you and the rest of your village are still Vikings."

"What in Odin's name are you talking about?"

"That right there for starters!" Jack exclaimed as he leaned against his staff, clutching onto it with only one hand as he motioned towards Hiccup with the other. "What I'm wearing is much more modern that what you have on."

"It is?"

Startled, though he wasn't sure why, Jack blinked in confusion. "Wow. Do you ever get off the island?"

"I have a dragon. Of course I get off the island." Toothless let out a small roar as he spread his wings out just a little as he walked closer to Hiccup, ignoring the stick he still held in his hand. "And everyone else I see is wearing practically the same style we wear. What's your point?"

"Hmm." Jack thought about how he might word his next question for a short moment, not wanting to confuse the young Viking any further. "Have you been to any populated islands where there aren't any Vikings?"

Hiccup looked at Toothless, shaking his head as he tried to recall a time if such a thing had ever happened. "Uh, no. No not really."

"Huh."

"Well, actually," Hiccup said, recalling a conversation he once had with his dad, "I'm pretty sure there are other places out there that have different cultures than ours." Hiccup looked up at the sky, thinking over what Jack had said and wondering what it would be like to not be a Viking. "I'm sure the world is a much bigger place than most people here might want to believe."

"So what's stopping you?"

Hiccup's head shot back down to look at Jack, wondering what exactly he meant by something 'stopping him'. "What?"

"Oh come on Hic!" Jack said as he grabbed both of Hiccup's shoulders and playfully shook him. "You! Have! A! Dragon! Go out and see the world for what it is instead of being cooped up here on this island!"

Hiccup once again looked to Toothless, both of them looking as if they might as well have been having a telepathic conversation, wondering if what Jack said was a good idea. "Well, you see, the thing is," Hiccup looked to the ground, once more waving the stick back and forth through the patch of snow, "no one's ever really travelled all the way through the fog surrounding all the islands before. We've been in it and there are a few clear spots yeah, but never all the way through."

"Why?" Now Jack was really curious. Not flying through some fog? What, was it considered dangerous? Was the fog harmful to the dragons? Or were they just afraid of what's on the other side?

"Well, my dad just said that it's not really a good idea."

"And you listened to him?"

"Well it's not like I haven't wanted to see what's out there. But I mean, I'm happy here." Hiccup looked back to Jack as he continued to explain himself. "I'm content with the life I have here on Berk. It's not exactly the best life, but then again who has a perfect life, ya know?"

Jack, though he disagreed with Hiccup's reasoning behind why he wouldn't venture out into the unknown beyond some simple fog, nodded in understanding. His 300 year old life wasn't always the best it could have been. He had his bad days as well as his good ones before he joined the Guardians. Even now that he was one of them and had believers, he still had his bad days. Still, he kept his head up, knowing that everything worked itself out in the end.

"But, I'm happy here. So I don't really think I'd want to go anywhere else. Besides, Toothless and the rest of my friends and family are here. I can't exactly take them all with me."

Jack laughed as he glance back to Toothless, who was nudging his head lovingly against his friend, making him let out a small giggle in return as he rubbed the top of his dragon's head. "Yeah, I can also see how the dragon might scare other people."

"That's one of the perks of living on Berk. We have dragons. Something I think some people on Berk might be starting to take for granted."

"Eh, give it time," Jack said as he leaned off of his staff and began twirling it in his hand. "Now, what about all those girls you admitted to lining up at your door, huh? Tell me about them!"

"How about, instead of focusing on me, we start focusing on you?" Hiccup asked as he crossed his arms. "You are after all the one who can fly by himself, which by the way I thought was impossible. Yet there you were, hovering like it was absolutely nothing."

Jack shrugged his shoulders, feeling pretty good about himself. He loved to boast about his accomplishments as a Guardian as well as his work as the winter spirit whenever a new believer asked about it. It made him feel important, almost like a celebrity, to have new believers always ask him questions about who he is and what he did, eager to find out as much as they could about Jack. "Sure." Jack said, motioning his right hand towards Hiccup. "Fire away."

As Toothless dropped the stick in front of Hiccup, the young Viking scratched his best friend behind his ears, thinking of which question to ask Jack first. He wanted to start talking about Jack first when they arrived at this open field, but Jack insisted that he absolutely had to know how the people on Berk had managed to train and ride dragons instead of trying to kill them on sight. Of course, picking a first question wasn't as easy as Hiccup would have thought. 'How can you fly?' 'Where did your powers come from?' 'Explain this whole believer's thing to me.' 'What other powers do you have?'

Question after question raced through Hiccup's mind, only making his curiosity grow more and more as to whatever Jack would have to tell him. He calmly inhaled a small breath before asking, "Alright. Basic stuff first I guess. How did you become, well," Hiccup pointed towards Jack with his free hand and twirled it around, gesturing towards the Immortal, "this?"

"Well, for starters," Jack jumped into the air, letting the wind carry him to the edge of the small clearing and fly slowly around the edge of the continuing forest, lying on his back with his arms crossed behind his head and his left leg propped up against his right, dipping up and down as the wind kept him aloft, "I guess it all started a little over 300 years ago."

"300?!" Hiccup exclaimed.

"310 to be exact." Jack stated. "I know, I look good, right?"

Hiccup looked away from Jack and tossed the stick for the eager Night Fury. "I thought you said you were 18?"

"I did," Jack quickly replied. "How old are you supposed to be anyways? Fifteen?"

"Eighteen to be exact."

"Well my oh my, aren't we proud of how much we've grown up! Inch by inch, I guess it all matters, huh?" Jack was certain to add just a smidge of a young baby voice in his statement, just to have a little more fun with Hiccup.

The Viking on the other hand wasn't in the mood to be teased as such; he had had enough teasing for one lifetime in his opinion. "See that's the thing. At least I act my age. You on the other hand, I'm starting to think you may not even know what the word 'maturing' means." Hiccup smirked as he folded his arms, even though he knew that what he said wasn't exactly the best comeback in the book.

Jack didn't seem to mind however, simply shrugging his shoulders and saying, "Fair enough." He held out an open hand to Hiccup and gestured to him as if he were silently asking him to calm down. "Now about my age, just give me a minute, I'll get there." He quickly tucked his staff under his arm and clapped his hands as he continued, quickly grabbing his staff again, "So, boys and girls, it's story time! Once upon a time, in a land with no magic whatsoever, no kings, queens, princes, witches, or magical creatures at all, there lived the most gorgeous human being ever to grace the land he walked upon named Jackson Overland."

Toothless by now had returned to Hiccup and dropped the stick, but instead of sitting in front of the young Viking, waiting in anticipation for him to toss the stick yet again, he laid down beside Hiccup, keeping his head and ears perked up as if he too were listening to Jack's story. "Is he always this full of himself?" Hiccup whispered to Toothless, granting a small coo out of the dragon in response.

"Now Jackson," Jack continued, "was a pretty swell guy. At least I think he was; don't know that much about him really. But what I do know is that there's this other guy known simply as Manny. Now Manny, believe it or not, which by now probably shouldn't be too hard, lives on the moon. And Manny, like myself, has got some pretty amazing powers. And he chose Jackson Overland to become his newest Immortal." Jack adjusted himself to stand upright and softly landed back down on the ground underneath him only a few feet away from Hiccup. He took a few casual steps towards the two as he continued his unnecessarily overdramatic story. "But, when Manny made Jackson an Immortal, Jackson couldn't remember anything about his past or who he was. All Manny told him was that his name was forevermore 'Jack Frost'."

Jack's hands mimed a dramatic gesture as he said his own name, making it seem like it was a big deal. But Hiccup knew better, even if Jack was set on making his story as overdramatically entertaining as possible.

Hiccup continued to soothingly pet Toothless, nodding his head in understanding as Jack stopped walking towards them and folded his arms.

"So, for 300 years, this Jack guy was trying to find out who he was and what he was supposed to do with all this power the Man in the Moon had granted him. Then out of nowhere, other Immortals that Manny had made needed Jacks help. He was hesitant at first, but over time, he helped them save the world and became known as a Guardian! Now, a Guardian-"

"Okay, okay hold on." Hiccup interrupted. "I'm just going to stop you there. You saved the world using ice powers?"

Jack smiled as wide as he could and nodded, making himself look like and idiot.

"A-and there are other people like you?"

"Well, kind of, yeah. I mean, they don't have ice powers like I do, but there are other Immortal people like me if that's what you're asking." Jack tried to explain. He didn't mind being interrupted; the whole concept of immortal and powerful beings was probably a foreign concept to Hiccup. But then again, this was the kid who believed in Thor and Odin and whoever else they deemed powerful and God-like. But still, the fact that he was meeting one of them face-to-face was understandably overwhelming.

"Alright, I guess I can buy that." Hiccup said, glancing back to Toothless. "Saving the world though. That seems a bit of a stretch, don't you think?"

"Hey, that part I'm not making up."

"Yeah right."

"Fine, you know what? If you don't wanna believe me then fine. Don't believe me."

"What did you even save us from?" Hiccup inquired, curious to see if Jack was really telling the truth and he really was as special and important as he claimed to be.

Jack paused for a short moment to think, wondering if now was really a good time to explain the Boogieman to someone who probably didn't even know what electricity is. "Well, that's a story for another day."

"Hey, I've got all the time in the world. Surprise me, if that's even possible anymore."

Jack inhaled a small breath as he rolled his eyes and shook his head. This kid was more hard-headed than he expected. "Basically there was this guy that wanted to get rid of everything the Guardians stood for and make the world a horrible place for children. This guy, known to most children as the Boogieman-"

"The what?"

Jack tossed his hands into the air, both annoyed and shocked at what Hiccup had just said. "Oh come on! You've never heard of the Boogieman?"

"Can't say I have."

"Huh." Jack paused for a short moment to think that over. Hiccup had never heard of the Boogieman? In the grand scheme of things, that was actually good! Whether it meant Pitch had never visited Berk before or no one in Berk simply believed in Pitch, so he really had no power there and therefore had no reason to try to get anymore believers. Either way, it was still a good thing for all the young Vikings on the island. "Well, anyways, we stopped him and he hasn't shown up in 10 years or so."

"So I'm guessing you did your job right then?"

"I certainly hope so." Jack didn't want to tell Hiccup about Pitch possibly returning. After all, there was no real threat as far as Jack knew. This technically had happened before so there was no real reason for him to be worried. And he certainly didn't want to worry Hiccup over it, even if he didn't really believe Jack's story one hundred percent. Of course at this point he would expect Hiccup to at least believe some of it considering all that Jack had shown and told him in the small amount of time they had been together.

"But I digress," Jack said, "after we stopped the Boogieman, I tried getting more believers while also doing my job as the bringer of winter and the Guardian of Fun."

"Guardian of Fun?" Hiccup asked. "You guard fun?"

"Well, not exactly. You see, each of the Guardians protects something in children. Hope, wonder, dreams, memories, and in my case, fun! It's what you would call my 'center'."

"Your center?" asked Hiccup, Jack nodding in agreement. "So, you're the bringer of winter that protects fun in children who needs believers or...what's gonna happen?"

Jack shrugged as he slightly tilted his head to the left, "Basically I lose all of my power and will probably fade into history as another children's story that parents tell them at night."

Hiccup and Toothless exchanged looks, both still amazed that they were talking to Jack Frost, but even more amazed by what they had both just learned. "Alright so let me see if I understand all of this. You're Jack Frost, the immortal eighteen year-old who has been around for 310 years who's the bringer of winter and protector of fun in children who can fly and uses that stick of yours to control all of the winter weather who once fought the Boogieman and saved all the children of the world alongside other Immortals who are also Guardians that were made thanks to the Guy in the Moon."

"Man in the Moon."

"Whatever. Did I get all of that?"

Jack pretended to think everything that Hiccup had just said over, mumbling incoherently and counting on his fingers before nodding and saying, "Yep. Pretty much."

"Gods." Hiccup sighed. "And I thought _my _story was complicated."

"Well don't start selling yourself short!" Jack floated up into the air and sat down on a large and barren branch that just barely overlooked Hiccup and Toothless, swinging his legs a couple times before crossing them at the ankle. "You're story was entertaining."

"I didn't say it wasn't entertaining! I said 'complicated'; get your ears checked."

"Even so, the way you told your story actually had me intrigued. I mean it's not every day I see something as remarkable as Vikings riding dragons you know."

Hiccup rolled his eyes as he reached down to grab the stick and throw it once more. "Oh yeah, I totally meet winter spirits every day. It's becoming a hobby of mine."

Jack gave the young Viking a small smile in reply, a short chuckle escaping through his lips. "Sounds like a great hobby. I might try to start a new hobby myself."

Hiccup tossed the stick as he gave Jack a smug look, smirking as he squinted his eyes slightly. "Oh really?"

"Yep!" Jack leaned back, keeping a tight grip on the branch with his legs as he swung back in forth, letting his arms hang down as his blue hoodie shifted slowly down his chest, exposing just a thin line of his pale bare back that Hiccup didn't even care to notice. "I think I might make it a hobby of mine to find a new dragon-training Viking a day, then compare them all and see which one is my favorite."

"Be my guest." Hiccup sat down on the barren patch of grass that hadn't yet been covered with snow, crossing his legs as Toothless dropped the stick in front of him. His large eyes glanced over to where the Immortal was slowly swinging back and forth, each swing slower than the last, until he was merely hanging there, arms now crossed behind his head. "Good luck getting them to believe you exist though."

Ouch. Jack turned to look back at Hiccup, a small look of shock and worry on his face. "What? You're not gonna help me?"

"Like anyone would believe me in the first place!"

Jack turned his head away from Hiccup, letting out another small chuckle as he tried to start swinging again. Toothless seized the opportunity and slowly crept underneath Jack, leaning up to try to once again take his staff. Before Toothless could get even close to grabbing the staff, small blue sparks emanated from the tip of the crook and shot down towards the dragon's paws, making him let out a roar as he stepped back.

"Don't even think about it." Jack commanded.

Toothless let out a small growl at Jack as he casually walked back over to Hiccup, curling around him and crossing his front two paws over the other and lying his head down.

"Don't you dare growl at me! I told you you're not getting this thing so just drop it."

"It's your fault for teasing him with it in the first place, Jack. Honestly, what did you expect?" The young Viking returned to scratching behind Toothless' ears.

Jack loosened his grip on the branch, flipping through the air and landing on his feet. He twirled the staff in his hand for a short moment before he pointed it at Toothless. "I expected him to drop it."

Toothless let out another groan, slowly moving his tail in front of Hiccup as Jack pointed the staff at him. Hiccup patted Toothless' head before moving to scratch his chin, instantly making the dragon's eyes grow wide before he practically slumped down onto the ground, a relaxed smile spread across his face. "Toothless! Enough of that, alright? He's fine."

"I'm fine?" Jack asked, moving the staff away from the dragon as he carefully took the extra two steps to get a closer look at the dragon. He knelt down as he examined his smile and blissful attitude. His eyes remained closed as he cooed through each breath. "What about him? What the heck did you do to the poor guy?"

"I scratched his chin. It relaxes him." Hiccup said, slowly rubbing the top of Toothless' head.

"Huh." Jack, still kneeling down, shuffled his feet backwards, moving away from the dragon as he rested his hands on his legs. "I didn't know you could do that."

"Oh yeah, there's a lot of stuff we've learned about dragons in the past few months."

"Really?" The curiosity that built up inside Jack was starting to ooze out of him. Much like Hiccup had questions begin to scatter through his mind, making his brain a jumbled mess, Jack's was starting to itch with more and more questions for each of the dragons he had encountered. "Like what," was all he could manage to ask. Oh yeah, that really narrowed his curiosity down.

Hiccup scoffed at the idea of teaching Jack everything he knew about dragons in the short amount of time they had left together. The sun was already starting to set low enough that he could just barely make out the orange glow behind all the dark clouds that were scattered throughout the afternoon sky.

"I don't think I have enough time for that."

"Oh come on! You gotta tell me more!"

"No, I mean I really don't think I have the time for that." Hiccup nodded towards the edge of the trees, where just above the tips the small patch of sky was quickly being covered up with yet another gray cloud that seemed to creep along the darker-growing sky. "It's getting late," Hiccup said as Jack looked up at the sky.

"Uh-huh." Jack sarcastically said in mock understanding. "And?"

Hiccup let out an exasperated sigh as he stood up; lightly patting Toothless to let him know that he shouldn't be trying to fall asleep. "And I've got to get home."

"Seriously?"

"Yeah. My dad doesn't really like it when I stay out too late."

"But you've got a dragon! Last I saw this was probably the fastest dragon on this island. You could stay out as long as you wanted to get back to that village lickity-split," Jack insisted. He really did want Hiccup to stay. He finally had a believer on Berk and intended on keeping this one for as long as possible. Besides, he was interesting to Jack.

"Lickity-what?"

"Never-mind."

Toothless shook his head as he stood, preparing himself for Hiccup to mount him. "Hey, I'd like to stay out longer too, but I don't like to worry my dad."

Jack approached Toothless as Hiccup sat on his saddle, strapping himself in before he took off. "So what, you have a curfew?"

"Not really." Hiccup hooked his artificial foot and wiggled it slightly to make sure it was secured properly before looking back to Jack. "He just likes it when I'm actually in the village before it gets dark. If I'm not I get the usual 'Are you okay', 'What were you doing', 'Did you go alone' type deal."

That type of behavior was expected in most parents, so it didn't really surprise Jack that Hiccup's dad acted that way. On a dragon-infested island where not every dragon was trained, there were sure to be dangers outside the village. Being out there during the night would only make it even more dangerous. "He must really care about you," Jack finally replied.

"Oh yeah. He's come around. He does have his moments though, but I suppose all parents do."

Jack shrugged as he leaned against his staff. "Well, doesn't everyone have off days?"

"If you could call them those."

Jack gestured towards Hiccup with an open hand. "Well then what would you call them?"

Hiccup looked down at his legs, his hands started to pat against them as he let out a rather loud sigh. He really didn't know what exactly they were. True they could be considered 'off days' for Stoick, but it wasn't like he reverted back to his old self. He just had small moments where the old part of him kind of seemed to mix in with the newer, more intelligent and competent, self. "He just kind of, I don't know, slips every now and then. There's still some stuff he doesn't really understand. I remember a time when he got his dragon and he just kept infuriating me on the inside. He was so hard-headed it's a wonder I could stand him."

"Well he's your dad. You gotta find some way to stand him, right?"

"I don't really think I have a choice. Sometimes I feel like I'm more of a chief than he is. Everyone comes to me with problems about dragons, and he gets the rest of the island." Hiccup folded his arms, tilting his head to the side at the idea of him partially being a chief for Berk already. Except he only has one division: dragons. "I guess you could say I'm already a Chief in training." The words escaped Hiccup's mouth with an almost forced enthusiasm in order to cover up the bitter taste of the harsh reality those words really meant for Hiccup.

And Jack was no fool. He heard the bitterness in those words.

"Well don't get too excited over it," he sarcastically replied.

Hiccup shrugged it off, smiling at Jack as Toothless let out a small little trill as he looked up to his rider to make sure he was really okay. "I'm not worrying about it," Hiccup answered. "It's not really something I can change. It's gonna happen so all I have to do is hope I'll be ready when the time comes."

"And how much time do you have?"

"Whenever my dad decides it's time I guess." Hiccup reached down and patted Toothless' side, letting him know he was ready. Toothless' wings spread out, getting ready for takeoff, making Jack step to the side in order to not get in the way of the dragon's wings. He stepped out of the way so that he was still in front of Hiccup and he could still see him. "So, I guess this is where we say goodbye."

"Please," Jack scoffed. "You really think I'm not gonna come back?"

Hiccup looked puzzled. "Well, you've done your work here haven't you? I figured you would come back sooner or later, but I mean, how often to you need to come back?"

"I don't really _need _to come back any time soon. However, that's not gonna stop me from coming back tomorrow."

Hiccup was surprised. That early? "Really? Tomorrow?"

"What?" There was a small tinge of surprise in Jack's voice as well; although it could have been mistaken for false and overdramatized shock. "You're surprised? Do you not want me to come back?"

"Well no. I mean, uh, yes. Yeah, I-I-I do. I mean, you're Jack Frost." Hiccup mimed back and forth which each thought that raced through his mind and didn't seem to be processed before he spoke them. "I didn't even know you existed until recently. But I mean I-I'm busy most of the time with the dragon academy and helping Gobber so I really don't know if I'll have any time to actually try to get to know you better or if I could really have any time to-to teach you what we know about the dragons so there's, uh, there's no really way for me to know when to-"

"Then _make _time, Hiccup!" Jack jumped into the air and let the wind carry him around in a quick circle around the two, making a light mist of snow rise up around them and sprinkle on top of both Toothless and Hiccup. "If not, I'll just follow you around until you do."

'_Oh Gods.'_ Hiccup thought. This guy was seriously going to do it too; he could tell Jack wasn't the kind of person to just abandon someone. Especially if they were a new believer as he had called them. "Okay! Okay! Fine, just don't pester me all day if you do," Hiccup shouted as he raised both arms to cover his face, an annoyed groan escaping him.

Jack stopped flying around in a circle around the two as he landed right in front of Toothless, his smug smirk still plastered across his face. "No promises."

Hiccup rolled his eyes as he adjusted Toothless' tail fin and leaned down, ready for take-off. "Let's ride buddy."

Toothless let out a small chirp in response as he slowly floated into the air, not wanting to hit any of the trees in the event of a much faster take-off. "I guess I'll see you tomorrow then," Hiccup called out.

"Just as long as you keep believing in me!" Jack pointed to Hiccup for emphasis, letting out a small laugh afterwards.

When Hiccup had turned around to face away from Jack, the winter spirit was quick to lean down and pick up a large handful of snow, packing it as tightly as possible with one hand and blowing a thin layer of frost around it for extra firmness, as well as coldness. He threw the snowball at Hiccup, hitting him right in the back of his unprotected head, earning a rather loud shout from the Viking.

He wiped as much snow off the back of his head as he could when he turned around to angrily glare at Jack, who only held up his hands and shook his head. "What? Did you really expect to get out of it that easily?" Jack laughed as he zipped past the two, not waiting to hear Hiccup's response.

Hiccup and Toothless watched as Jack flew past them, his laugh getting softer and softer with each passing second as he flew away from the island of Berk. Hiccup's anger faded away into small bits of laughter as he guided Toothless back home. Strangely enough, he found himself actually looking forward to the possibility of Jack keeping his promise and actually showing up tomorrow.

Jack on the other hand, as he flew over the shimmering waters, knew that for a fact that he and Hiccup were bound to have fun if and when he ever returned to Berk, which he knew would be soon enough. It had to be.

* * *

><p><strong>Like I said, they just seem to be getting longer. Reviews, thoughts, comments, you know the drill, they're always welcome and appreciated!<strong>


	6. Chapter 6

**So before we get started, I'll just take this time to thank every single one of the people who took the time to review, fav, or follow the story. **

**My sophomore year of college is officially over and that mean summer vacation! Which in turn means more time for me to write! I'm really looking forward to finally getting some downtime to actually get some progress in this story!**

**Also I'm going to apologize since a good portion of this chapter is less character interaction and narrative and is more expository and kind of action-driven...I feel like there's a better word for this.**

**Anyways, enjoy!**

* * *

><p><strong>Chapter 6<strong>

A cool and calming breeze flew through the air, carrying with it whatever few leaves had already decided to change colors and fall to the ground. The breeze itself wasn't strong enough to pick the leaves up, but it was able to scoot them along the sidewalk in which they had fallen on to. One leaf in particular had decided to defy the wind and hold its grip on the sidewalk while the others moved just a little over a few inches.

The dark orange-colored leaf stayed in its place, just turning a little bit as the rest of the leaves were forced away by the small breeze. Although, it was as if the wind was trying to save said fallen leaf. Someone had decided to take a nice walk through his neighborhood that afternoon and happened to step right on the leaf, the crunching sound of it breaking underneath his weight echoing throughout the almost quite neighborhood.

The breeze that managed to move those few leaves had also managed to make just a few of the teenagers bangs be pushed against his forehead, some even so much as making the smaller bangs flow through the short breeze of cold air. Hands stuffed inside his hoodie pockets and eyes glanced down at the sidewalk in front of him, Jamie almost didn't even notice the leaf, not that it would have meant that much to him to begin with. But at that particular moment, his mind was set on more pressing and nerve-racking matters.

The last Jamie ever saw of Jack, he told him about the possibility of Pitch coming back, which didn't seem like that big of a deal to him. Everyone has nightmares, so the Guardians just needed to do their jobs and everything should be okay. After all, in the centuries that the Guardians and Pitch Black had been around, surely something like this had to have happened before.

Jamie could hear another breeze coming through the echoing in the wind heading straight for him. He squinted his eyes slightly as his face was once again blasted with another cool breeze of air. 'Maybe Jack's on his way here,' he thought.

His mind was quick to return back to the thoughts that were eating away at his brain, not wanting to let him leave them alone. Four days had passed since Jack told him about the Boogieman, and how he should watch out for any nightmares. Which was a weird thing to ask; how does one 'watch out' for a nightmare? You're asleep when they come so you're practically defenseless!

But nonetheless, Jamie was sure to tell Jack if he saw or heard anything suspicious. And he did. Twice.

The nightmares were his.

The first one came the night jack had tried to warn him, coincidentally, and wasn't really all that scary to Jamie. In fact once he remembered the dream, he almost laughed at it, thinking that the dream and the random things that happened during it were funny. It wasn't until he remembered the part about being chased by a man with a gun down a dimly lit and empty street and how scared for his life he was did he consider the fact that it might have been a nightmare. The second one however was different.

Jamie saw his friends all sitting in a line; well, more of like a very small arc. They were in the middle of a small and open field, surrounded by a forest of trees with an orange sunset covering the sky. All of his friends were standing on these platforms, looking at Jamie with scared, worried, and confused eyes. Jamie himself was also confused as to what was going on, but jumped and shouted as he saw the first friend, Pippa, wearing the same old toboggan that she had bought two winters ago that was now very obviously starting to get worn out by her almost never taking it off, fall into the platform as the ground underneath her seemed to open up and swallow her whole. The last thing he saw of her was her reaching out towards Jamie and shouting his name with an even more horrified look on her face.

What was even weirder about the dream was that there a sort of buzzer ringing through the air just moments before Pippa fell, as if someone was pushing a button and activating the floor underneath her to collapse let her fall in. She wasn't even the first person in the small arc, yet somehow Jamie knew that she was the first one to go. Perhaps it was just open of the mysteries of dreams themselves that Jamie just happened to know when Pippa would fall, just like the rest of his friends.

One by one, each after a loud buzzing noise rang through the air, Jamie's friends began to fall through their platforms, each of them calling out to him and reaching for them as if he was their only hope. Nothing was making sense to Jamie. Why didn't they jump off the platforms? Why didn't they grab the edges after they fell and tried to pull themselves up? And most importantly, why couldn't Jamie reach them in time? It was as if Jamie couldn't run at all. He felt himself running and saw the trees in his peripheral vision moving as if he was running, but his friends seemed to stay where they were.

The little arc of his friends soon dwindled down till only Cupcake remained, who now, instead of looking scared for her life like the rest of his friends had been, she seemed to be okay with the fact that no matter what Jamie tried to do, he would never get to her on time.

Jamie, despite knowing that he wouldn't get to her in time, began to run towards his last remaining friend. But this time was different. He was actually making progress! He could see himself getting closer and closer to Cupcake, even beginning to reach his own hand out towards her, calling out her nickname as he hoped to reach her just in time before the next and final buzzer rang. Cupcake even began to smile and mimicked Jamie's motion, reaching out towards him.

However, just as their hands made contact, the buzzing noise rang through the air and Cupcake sank into the ground beneath her, screaming as she was engulfed by the darkness. Jamie said nothing; he did nothing. He just stared down into the pit as Cupcake's voice disappeared along with the rest of her.

Jamie looked around the now empty field. He was alone. Everyone was gone and there was nothing he could have done to save them. Another buzzer echoed throughout the field. Jamie knew that this one was his. He didn't even do anything to stop it. He just let himself fall through the ground, even though he wasn't on a platform to begin with; he just let it happen. As soon as he reached the darkness however, a maniacal laugh echoed throughout his ears. It didn't belong to Pitch as Jamie would have thought once he mulled the dream over when he woke, but instead was that of a mad and crazy person, laughing just to laugh.

Then he woke up, his eyelids snapping wide open and gasping for breath as his hand clutched his loose tee, his chest moving up and down with each breath. Ever since then, Jamie was unable to stop thinking about the dream. Even if he focused on something else, it was always there, eating away at the back of his mind as if it was alive and not wanting him to forget.

But it was a nightmare nonetheless, and Jamie was concerned if he should tell Jack about it. Did all nightmares come from Pitch? Not all good dreams could come from Sandy could they? Or was he just that good at his job? And even then, the human mind by itself is very capable of imagining of some terrifying things. But really, where was the harm in telling Jack about them? Even then, Jamie still believed in the Guardians, so why wouldn't he be a target for Pitch. Not to mention that there was still a chance that Pitch was capable of holding a grudge against Jamie for what he did to him all those years ago.

Actually, there was no chance of that happening; it was very, very likely that Pitch held a grudge against Jamie. The teen turned a corner, keeping his head down low as yet another breeze hit him, this time being a little stronger than the others and smacking the side of his face.

He made a promise to his friend, and he should keep his promise, right? Yes. Yes of course he should. Regardless if it was Pitch's doing or not, he knew that he would have to tell Jack once the time came. A nightmare was a nightmare after all.

"You're it!"

A loud and rather high-pitched voice broke Jamie's train of thought as his head shot up and looked to his right and towards the park where the noise was coming from. Two small children came running out from behind a swing set, the one doing the chasing with his hand outstretched as he tried to tag his friend and no longer be 'it'. Jamie could spot two other children, a boy and a girl, trying to keep their eyes on the boy that was 'it' and avoid him any time he came even remotely close to them.

Jamie laughed at their game, envying their youth. He missed the days when it was okay for him to run around and play games like tag or hide-and-seek. Although he would still sometimes do it anyways with his friends whenever they were bored and felt like goofing off, but it would be nice to do so without adults looking down on them and thinking that they were being childish. 'What's wrong with being childish?' Jamie would always think. Jamie never saw the harm in being childish every now and again. In fact he often encouraged it, believing acting like a child helped keep one young and 'on their toes' and just being a happier person.

It was either that or be a grumpy adult who wished they spent more with their youth. To Jamie, age was just a number. The only thing that would keep him from doing whatever it was that he deemed 'fun' when he was older would be the fact that his body wouldn't be able to handle it. Jamie planned to make the most out of his younger years while he still could; and then some.

Jamie looked through the rest of the park, trying to see if there were any more children playing with those four. To his surprise, the park was virtually empty save for those few children and a man walking his dog. 'Where the heck is everyone?' Jamie thought. 'It's looks wonderful outside today; what kind of children are staying inside?'

"You're it!" another voice rang out. Soon, everyone changed their direction and started running all over the playground, laughing and screaming in their amusement and joy. But then, as one of the children ran by the swing set again, he noticed something he hadn't before. Or, more like someone.

She must not have been there before; Jamie definitely would have noticed her bright pink jacket and she just lightly swung back and forth on the swing set. Her face was covered by her long black hair as she looked down to the ground as if to try to avoid any and all eye contact with the other children at the playground having some fun. Jamie couldn't help but think that this was rather odd. What kind of child wouldn't want to play with the rest of the kids, who might even be their friends, unless there was something wrong? She didn't even bother to look up when yet another child ran past her.

It didn't make sense. Was she upset? Hurt? Maybe she was just by herself. No, no that couldn't be it. If she was by herself then why would she be sitting still on a swing?

Jamie would have liked to have said something to her, but was worried that she might be worried with a strange person talking to her; or worse, having one of her parents nearby and see the whole thing. Although, Jamie saw no adults present save the one walking his dog. Jamie took two steps forward, stepping onto the small hill where the grass connected to the sidewalk.

He was careful to avoid the other children as they continued their game. Jamie took one last look around to make sure there were no adults that might misunderstand his actions before he took another step closer towards her. He was already halfway towards her when one of the other children, a girl, ran past her but stopped to look at her. She bent down, most likely to look at her face to see if she was upset, and looked around at the rest of her friends. No one else seemed to notice her, so she sat down on the empty swing beside the girl and began swinging slowly back and forth, keeping her eyes on the sad girl.

Jamie let out a small sigh of relief as he realized that he didn't have to get involved. Jamie looked up past the rest of the park and saw his house. Normally he didn't take shortcuts when he decided to take walks around his neighborhood, which sometimes were really just excuses to see if Jack had decided to pay a visit, but decided to take the opportunity this time and cut across the park.

His mind already began to plan out the rest of his day. Besides dinner, he really didn't have anything really planned except maybe doing some more work on his story. Of course if he ever got really bored if Jack never showed up he could always just find something to watch on TV or online. Watching his favorite shows always managed to get his creative juices flowing.

Jamie walked past the two girls and they lightly swung back and forth, the one girl still looking down towards the ground.

"But it was just a dream Hannah," the other girl said, making Jamie stop mid-step and take a quick glance at the two girls.

"I know," Hannah replied, "but it was still scary. I can't stop thinking about it."

"But you said so yourself, you don't even believe in werewolves!"

"It was scary! I can think a dream is scary if I want to you know."

"Well it was just a dream, okay?" The other girl stepped down from the swing and took Hannah's hand in her own. "C'mon! Let's have some fun so you can forget about the stupid dream, alright?" The other friend took Hannah along with her back into the game, letting her know that she could come back to her house afterwards and share some of her mom's hot chocolate if she felt like it. Hannah was welcomed into the game with the rest of the children, making Jamie think that they all knew each other and that the girl, Hannah, was with people that would be glad to make her forget about her nightmare.

Jamie turned to continue on his way back to his home, continuing his walk and wondering if the young girl's nightmare was Pitch's doing. It didn't matter. Like he had thought earlier; a nightmare was nightmare just like a good dream was a good dream after all. Jamie knew that whenever Jack showed up again, he had to let him know about the dreams. Just not his. Jamie valued the children more than he did his own. Besides, Jack didn't need that kind of a distraction, knowing that Pitch might be coming after his first believer.

* * *

><p>A small Tooth Fairy flew through the streets of the small Canadian town, making sure the coin was still safe and secure as it looked around for the house. It had been a busy day for her. First a house in Maine, then a pick-up from Russia, and now a stop in Canada; she had quite the day behind her and was sure to have much more in front of her.<p>

She still remembered the tooth that her 'boss' so-to-speak, Toothiana, was looking for: a left lateral incisor belonging to a young boy who decided to wait just till the right time to pull it out. Toothiana remembered the boy from his other teeth; a nice one who took good care of his teeth, but had trouble remembering to brush the backs of them and not just the front. As for flossing, he could have done better, but then again, so could everyone in her opinion.

The small fairy looked carefully for the house, zipping from window to window and trying her best not to fly past the house and miss it completely. She came to a window, thankfully not blocked by neither blinds nor curtains, and was relieved to see the small 8-year-old child sleeping in his bed. She flew through the window as if it weren't even there and flew quickly over to the child's bed. He looked just as the Tooth Box made him look. Freckles covered his white cheeks while his short brown hair almost blocked the fairy's view of his closed eyes.

The fairy carefully flew underneath the young boy's pillow and shuffled around, trying to find the tooth. It didn't take her too long to find it though; it was right in the middle of the pillow like almost every other tooth she collected. She grabbed the tooth and replaced it with the much larger coin before popping out on the other side of the pillow, shaking her head and fluttering her wings now that she wasn't compressed underneath the boy's pillow by the weight of his heavy and sleepy head.

The fairy inspected the tooth, seeing how good of a condition it was in. The tooth seemed nice and clean. No marks on it seemed visible, and it actually looked like he had flossed the night before. Either that or the constant wiggling of it when it was still loose knocked all of the plaque off of it. Overall, it seemed like a nice and presentable tooth. Toothiana would be happy to see how good the tooth turned out to be.

The fairy turned to look back at the sleeping child, who didn't move at all when she did her job. Years of practice made her almost perfect at what she did without waking any sleeping child. The fairy remembered when she took the child's first tooth only a few years ago. He had lost so many since then, Toothiana was surprise at how fast he was losing them, she almost thought he was pulling them out on purpose just to get a nice and shiny coin from her. But as it turned out, the kid was just a fast grower. Soon it would be as if he never had any.

And then he'd stop believing in her.

The fairy shook the thought out of her head. It wasn't good to think of it that way. There was always a kid who lost their tooth, and she, like the rest of Tooth's helpers, would always be ready to collect their teeth and leave a coin in its place and keep the children believing in them.

The fairy made sure it had a firm grip on the tooth before it went to fly out the window, ready to return back to the Tooth Palace and place the tooth inside the boy's unique and special Tooth Box made just for him. As she flew towards the window, there came a soft but very noticeable creak on the boy's wooden floor that shattered the almost silent room. The fairy looked back to see no one and heard only the boy's calm and almost inaudible breathing.

She could have sworn she heard something. She wasn't even able to turn her head back around before she heard the noise again, only this time it was louder. Perhaps there was someone outside the boy's door? No, that couldn't be it. She swore that the sound definitely came from within this room. She began to scan the floors, wondering if there was some cat or dog that the boy kept in his room at night, but saw nothing. She hovered above the boy's bed as she took one last glance to see if he was asleep.

Her head quickly looked up in sudden realization. Strange sounds coming from a dark room where a sleeping child was lying? It only made sense that he was…was he? She didn't even give it a second thought before she flew out the window without hesitation, not looking back to see if she was right or not. She flew past the street and continued on her way, but stopped mid-air. This wasn't right.

If Pitch was there then she shouldn't just leave the child behind. But what could she do? She was just a simple fairy while he was the Nightmare King. She was nowhere near a match for him. She slowly turned back to look at the boy's window and calmly flew towards it, holding the tooth close to her brightly-colored and feathered chest. She inched closer towards the window, peeking in to see if her fearful assumption was right from the get-go.

She almost breathed a sigh of relief when she saw no one. Just the child lying down in his peaceful sleep. She scanned the room twice just to be sure before she began to turn around and finally continue on her way home, but stopped and almost dropped the tooth as two yellow eyes seemed to appear out of nowhere, hovering in midair. It was as if Pitch had been there the whole time and simply stepped out of the darkness that was in the boy's room, unaffected by the small nightlight he had plugged into the wall.

The Nightmare King waved his hand and made his sand cover the light, making sure none of it got in. The only like that was able to make its way into the room was the dim glow of the moon, as if it was Manny's last attempt to thwart off Pitch.

Just like his master, a fearling, looking just as demonic as ever, seemed to crawl out from underneath the foot of the bed and floated towards its master, whispering something the fairy could barely understand.

Pitch Black let out a small chuckle as he eyed the fearling. "Why yes. He does look peaceful," he commented. He waved his hand over the child's head, calling his dreamsand, which seemed to appear out from the darkness underneath his cloak, and having it swirl slowly around him. He turned once again to his fearling and told him, "Now, if I remember correctly, he doesn't take too kindly to heights, so feel free to work that in there. Also a snake or two wouldn't hurt either. Little Jacob here doesn't really like those."

The fearling nodded in understanding as he touched the small amount of dreamsand and seemed to merge his hands with it. Soon his entire body became one with the sand and formed the boy's nightmare.

The fairy was careful to stay out of Pitch's view, moving away from the window and peeking her head in slowly, just enough so she could see what was going on. She just barely caught the outline of the black dreamsand, with its small dark blue and purple shades seeming to shimmer in the small amount of light that was allowed into the room as if it were glitter, swirling around the boys head as a small silhouette began hovering above him. It looked to be the boy himself, but he was just standing there and looking around as if expecting something to happen.

But then he looked down and jumped back, his shoulders and arms rising up in fright. Then he began to stumble back, circling his arms as if to keep him from falling. He turned around and looked down before looking at the ground all around him. It was as if he was up on a high place with only enough ground underneath him for him to stand. His hands began to shake as he looked around, perhaps to try to find someone who could help him get down from wherever it was he was trapped.

The fairy turned its head and looked around, wondering if by some lucky chance one of the Guardians would be passing by and would help the child. Preferably Sandy; he was the best person that could fight Pitch with his pleasant dreams and stop the boy's nightmare. She looked back to see that now, instead of the boy just standing there, there were swirls beginning to circle around each other, heading straight up and towards the boy.

The boy looked down to see the swirls, likely the snakes that Pitch told his fearling about, and began 'dancing' around, jumping back and forth from one foot to the other as the 'snakes' bobbed their heads slowly back and forth, getting closer and closer to the boy's legs. By now the boy was already beginning to squirm in his bed, moving around as Pitch smiled in satisfaction, knowing that his job here was being done right. The boy turned over in his bed and faced the window, allowing the fairy to see his frightened and uncomfortable face. She wanted more than anything at that moment to reach out and help the child, but there was nothing she could do to help him without endangering her own life in the process; and since she was by herself in this case, she wasn't brave enough to take on the Nightmare King and instead hovered there at the window, feeling helpless as Pitch let his fear sink into the boy's once peaceful sleep.

Pitch broke the silence, letting out another small laugh before he sighed as he waved his hand over the dream, calling the fearling back to him. The fearling seemed to float out of the dreamsand, causing it to fall back into its original form and simply swirl around the boy's head. Pitch waved his hand once more and made the sand return back to the darkness Pitch had brought it from. The fearling floated up to Pitch and floated by his master's shoulder, looking at the child and back to Pitch, as if asking him if he did a good job.

Pitch ran his finger along the bottom of the fearling's chin as he smiled at it. "Well done. I'd say he'll be remembering this dream for quite some time, don't you?" The fearling whispered its horrific moaning in response as Pitch looked to the child.

The fearling began to whisper something else as it flew around behind Pitch and crawled along his back before perching itself on his other shoulder. "Oh I'm not worried about any of them. Let them have their fun as I have mine." The fearling responded, making Pitch give a slight roll of his eyes. "They can't watch over every child of the world at once. Even if Sandy does manage to visit him soon, there are plenty other children I can pay a small visit to of my own."

The fearling floated closer to the child as it moaned again, speaking to the Boogieman. "Oh no, I'm not worried at all. Besides, it's just a hobby really. They can't blame me for being a little curious now can they?"

The fearling let out what the fairy could only assume was a laugh. It sounded horrible. It was raspy, as if someone with asthma was near death, yet at the same time the laugh was full of life. It was like if someone was laughing right after they had been punched in the gut. It sent shivers down the fairy's spine just listening to it.

She had seen enough. She knew that she had to get out of there while she still could. She couldn't do anything to stop Pitch, she had realized that from the beginning; all she could do was leave and do her job and warn Tooth when she returned home.

The young boy continued to turn in his sleep, moving his arm underneath his pillow. The fairy's eyes grew wider as she let out a small gasp. His arm had moved the coin right out from underneath the pillow and towards the edge of the bed, right in Pitch's sight.

The Nightmare King looked down at the coin with curiosity before smiling, knowing what it meant. "Well, well, looks like someone's already been here." The fearling floated towards the coin and began to inspect it, floating around it and picking it up with its ghost-like hands, turning it this way and that. He dropped it and looked up at his master as if expecting another command.

The small fairy definitely knew that she had to get out of there now. Before she could turn however, the tooth she had collected began to slip out from her slightly sweaty and shaking hands. She was quick to bend down and grab it before it could fully escape her grasp, but hit her head against the window. She squinted her eyes as she rubbed the now sore spot on her head, making sure to hold the tooth as tightly as ever now, not wanting to damage or even lose the tooth.

She raised her head and looked back into the room one last time, only to let out a small shriek and jump back at what she saw. Two pairs of eyes, one yellow and one a foggy gray, as if she could call the fearling's eyes really 'eyes' considering it looked like just two hollow holes filled with smoke. Pitch smiled as he looked into the fairy's terrified eyes.

"Awh, isn't that sweet?" he asked rhetorically. "We were just talking about you."

The fairy froze in fright. Every tingle in her feathers was telling her to fly away as best as she could, but she was stuck. Frozen in terror as the King of Nightmares looked down on her. She wished her sisters were here. They would help her be brave in front of Pitch. Heck, she should be brave by herself. Tooth did always say it was good tooth fairy behavior to be brave in the face of any kind of danger. But for some odd, and frightening reason, she couldn't get her wings to move, and instead hovered there, looking Pitch straight into his eyes as she brought her legs close to her chest, her mouth hanging open just slightly.

"Now, don't look frightened. I have no business with you after all. You'd be nothing than a little pest I'd have to take care of." The fearling scooted closer to the window, placing its hands against the glass as he breathed against the window yet creating nothing on the glass with its breath. "What on Earth would I use you for anyways? Bribery? They have nothing I want. Stop looking so scared."

The fairy was confused to say the least. It could have sworn Pitch would have gone after her, but instead he was giving her a talk about how he didn't need her and how he wasn't going to do anything? She should have felt relieved, yet was still just as scared as ever. Slowly, she began to back away from the window, all the while still keeping eye contact with the Boogieman.

"Go on. I have no use for you." Pitch turned to walk away from the fairy, holding his hands calmly behind his back as he began to walk towards the shadows. The fearling backed away, not turning around to float forward with his master, but kept its gray eyes and open, smiling mouth fixed on the tiny tooth fairy. "Besides, my job here is done." Pitch turned his head back to look at the window, a small smirk beginning to form on his face.

"But his on the other hand, he might not be done here, just yet," Pitch said as he pointed back at the fearling.

The fairy froze yet again as it looked back to the fearling, who had turned back to look at its master in confusion. Pitch nodded his head towards the fairy and calmly said, "Go have some fun." The fearling turned back towards the fairy, its eyes looking angry and demonic while its smile only grew wider. Its fingers began grabbing thin air as it slowly began to reach out towards the fairy, who finally had her motivation to fly away as quickly as she could.

She turned around and flew down the street, turning her head just in time to see the fearling pass through the window just like she had done as if it were nothing and begin chasing her. She screamed in fright and tried her best to fly faster. She made a sharp turn and zipped right over the rooftops of the many houses, hearing the fearling moan and scream its gravelly scream.

The fairy held the tooth as tight as she could, not wanting it to slip out of her hands again. She looked back and was shocked to see that the fearling was actually advancing and getting closer to her. 'This isn't good,' she thought.

She began to zigzag through the air, hoping she could lead the fearling off of her tail, literally. She flew around chimneys, around stop signs and through trees, but wasn't able to shake the fearling as it played its little game with her. She flew back up into the air, higher than before and hoped to lose it in the night sky.

But then, she got an idea. She waited until she was right within the fearling's reach before doing a 180 and flying right past the fearling, leaving it dazed and confused for just a moment before it realized it had been tricked and turned around to fly after her again.

The mini tooth fairy looked back to see that her plan had thankfully worked, but it did little to help; the fearling was still getting dangerously close to her. She suddenly changed her course and flew a straight line over the rooftops, being sure not to lose the tooth.

She looked back one more time to see where the fearling was and was surprised to see that it was gone. She kept going however, still looking back to see if maybe her eyes were playing tricks on her. But no, he was gone! As if he had never been there. She stopped flying and looked around to see if it was going to try to attack from another side, but saw nothing. As she looked around the many rooftops, she noticed that she was no longer surrounded by homes but was in a part of town where the shops were. Flat rooftops with air conditioners and heaters, some even had mini water-towers on top of them.

She sighed in relief knowing that she may have lost the fearling, but still kept her guard up knowing that it could very well still be out there.

Sadly, she didn't have time to dwell on the fact that she was safe for too long.

From underneath her came a loud and piercing shriek as the fearling shot up from beneath her and floated right in front of her. She didn't even have time to react before the fearling swatted at her, making her tumble and roll through the sky as if she weighed nothing. She stabled herself and shook her head, dizzy with all the motion that had just happened after getting swatted like a fly. She grabbed her head in order to try to calm herself down.

Wait. Her hands, they were empty! Where was the tooth?

She looked around the ground underneath her to see that it had landed on the rooftop right below her. She was quick to try to fly down and pick up the tooth while she still had the chance, but the fearling was quicker to grab the fairy in mid-flight, holding her tight in its demonic and ghost-like hand.

Now the tooth fairy was definitely scared. She had been caught by pitch's fearling, who brought her closer to his face in order to get a better look at his prize. She struggled to get free to no avail, not being able to budge and inch in the fearling's grasp. The fairy stopped her squirming only for a moment to look into the fearling's so-called 'eyes', waiting in fearful anticipation for what might happen next. Its hungry eyes looked at her with curiosity as it turned her this way and that, as if to not miss a single detail about her appearance; as an artist would look at a model.

She looked back down at the tooth, which was still sitting where it had dropped, its whiteness making it stand out from the rest of the light brown rooftop. She needed to get that tooth! More importantly, she needed to get away from the fearling. She looked back to the fearling to notice that it too had been looking down at the tooth. It slowly returned its gaze back to the fairy and started to smile its atrocious smile. The fearling knew of the power that the teeth held, and it knew of its importance to the tooth fairies and why they needed them.

It tossed the fairy aside, once again sending her tumbling threw the air, and slowly made its way down to the rooftop straight towards the tooth. This time, the fairy was quick to steady herself and looked back to the fearling, confused and curious as to what it was doing next. Her eyes widened only before a moment before they were full of anger and determination as she realized what its plan was. She was not about to let the fearling take the tooth and the memories that I contained.

The fearling was slowly making its way towards the tooth, so she might have enough time to reach it just before it did. She flew as fast as she could towards the tooth, both of her tiny arms reaching out as far as they could for the young boy's tooth. The fearling noticed the small fairy flying as fast as her wings would allow her and sped up its pace, reaching out only one of its arms for the tooth that he was sure his master would appreciate having as a small souvenir to either keep or destroy, destroying the precious memories along with it. Either way, it didn't care, so long as it had a chance to please his master.

The tooth fairy flew as fast as she could, hoping that she would be able to get to the tooth before the fearling and bring the memories to Toothiana. At this point, she wasn't sure who'd get there first; her or the fearling. Time seemed to slow down as she focused solely on the tooth, reaching out her hands as far as they could go, her tiny hands open and ready to snatch up the tooth as quick as she could. She and the fearling each drew closer, and closer, and closer to the tooth until…

* * *

><p>Pitch waited on top of one of the many rooftops that scattered the neighborhood, eagerly looking at all the homes containing the defenseless and sleeping children. He could sense the fear in all of them, figuring out which ways would be best to scare each and every one of them. One was afraid of clowns, a typical fear for young children, another was afraid of fire, one with spiders, and another with sharks.<p>

"This is a fun neighborhood," Pitch thought aloud. Of course he didn't need the fearling to do his work; he could easily do it himself. But then again, the company was always nice. He rarely ever used the fearlings anymore, so it felt nice to him to have some kind of companionship.

He looked around the night sky, eyeing it for any sign of his fearling returning to him. The fearling would know to return to its master whenever it was done having its own fun, so Pitch only assumed that it was really trying to milk the situation for every drop of fun and amusement that it could get. He couldn't blame it. He would have done exactly the same thing. He enjoyed the thrill of the chase, or better put, the hunt, just as much as the rest of his fearlings. It was often the theme behind quite a good amount of his nightmares.

"Don't be out too much longer," he spoke. "There are plenty of other children to visit. So much more fun of my own to be had. I do hate to be kept waiting for too long." Pitch stayed calm however, knowing that the fearling was only trying to have some fun at someone else's expense. The Nightmare King returned his focus back on the many homes that were at his disposal, thinking of each nightmare that he could bring to each of the children.

* * *

><p>The fairy curved away from the rooftop, brushing her feathers along the rough surface of the roof just barely as she shot into the air, clutching the tooth as tightly as she could. She breathed a small sigh of relief, knowing that she had managed to get to the tooth before the fearling could. Of course she knew that this only meant one thing; the fearling would now come after her for more than just fun, but to get the tooth and please its master. She stopped in mid-air and turned around to see if the fearling was already following her. Sure enough, it had already begun its ascent into the sky, heading straight for her as it let out another loud and piercing moan.<p>

She flew towards the neighborhood where she had originally been, starting a second chase between her and the monstrous fearling. She had to think of a plan. Perhaps she could hide from it until sunrise, or head straight for the tooth palace. She was used to flying great distances all over the world to deliver the coins and exchange them for teeth, but the fearling on the other hand probably wasn't so used to flying for extended periods of time. But what if it was? Her sisters, especially Toothiana would certainly be able to handle one fearling. But what if it called for backup?

What if bringing the fearling to the Tooth Palace started a battle between Tooth Fairies and Fearlings? No, that couldn't happen, could it? Pitch knew where the Tooth palace was; he could attack them any time that he pleased, so why start now just because he told his fearling to go 'have some fun'. Even still, she didn't want to risk it, and decided to stick with her first plan; hide and wait until sunrise. At least until she could think of a much better plan, not knowing how much longer it would be until any kind of sunlight was to be shown.

She flew down alleyway's, turning every corner and ending up in the middle of an empty street save for two parked cars and a few glowing streetlights. Lights! She could take refuge underneath their glow! Maybe that would keep the fearling away! She gripped the tooth tight as she flew towards the light. She flew towards its bright and shining rays of light and turned around just in time to see the fearling stop just at the edge where the light met the dark and reached out towards her, only daring to reach in one arm at a time. The fearling began to circle the fairy, thinking of any way that it could get to her without getting itself hurt by the light.

The fairy on the other hand was taking this moment to its advantage, perhaps in a not-so-helpful way. She began teasing the fearling, sticking her tongue out of her mouth and shaking her head, thinking that she had won. Know all she had to do was wait until sunrise for her to be on her way back home to the tooth palace.

The fearling, ignoring the fairy's teasing, had other ideas in mind. It slowly flew up towards the top of the streetlight, reaching its hands out towards the small plastic cover that protected the light bulb and slowly enveloping its smoke-like fingers around it. Soon, the light that protected the fairy started to grow dim. She looked around in shock and almost embarrassment that she had forgotten that both Pitch and his fearlings were capable of doing that.

Before the fearling was able to finish its job, the fairy flew as fast as she could away from the now dimly lit streetlight, thinking of a new plan in order to evade the fearling. Of course the fearling was just as quick to go after her, not wanting to miss the chance of impressing Pitch.

The fairy looked around for any place that it could hide. It had to be someplace that would conceal her from the fearling's point-of-view, but it couldn't be any place dark; the fearling would easily be able to get her through the darkness. She looked around for any place that could hide her and buy her enough time to get away from the fearling. Then, she saw a place she thought might work. It was so obvious she didn't know why she didn't think of it before.

Right outside a house were two rather large bushes, a perfect spot for her to hide. If she hid in just the right spot, enough light from the moon just might be let in that the fearling couldn't appear right beside her and take the tooth from her. First things first though, she had to get the fearling to look the other way while she hid. She changed her course and flew straight towards the fearling, making it stop its chase in surprise as the fairy flew circles around it, making it spin as it tried its best to keep its eyes on her and not lose both her and the tooth.

The fairy seized the opportunity while the fearling was still spinning, knowing it would be dizzy and possibly confused while she stopped circling around the fearling and flew straight for the bushed, ducking inside it and looking for a good spot that there would be enough moonlight. She soon found one and hid in its glow, hiding as far back form the edge of the bush as she could and holding the tooth tightly.

The fearling seemed to stumble in the air as it looked around for the fairy, but saw no sign of her or the tooth. Soon, it started to grow frustrated. It floated up higher into the sky, hoping to catch a glimpse of its brightly colored feathers in the night sky. Its anger grew when it saw nothing but an empty night sky. It took to the streets, floating along the pavement as it looked for her.

The fairy took some calming breaths, knowing that she was safe for the time being. She could only hope that if the fearling did come looking for her in the bush she was hiding in, it wouldn't be able to find her without beginning to dig through the bush; but if it did, the fairy would know that she would be found and would fly out as quick as she could and find a new spot to hide.

The fearling looked around for the fairy, beginning to grow more annoyed than angry that his prize had escaped. But it still felt as if the fairy was near; as if her nerves were still acting up and causing her to be afraid. He smelled the fear, which lead him towards a small house on the corner. He began to float slowly into the front yard, looking around for any sign of the fairy.

The fairy pushed herself farther into the bush, noticing that the fearling was getting closer to her; too close in fact. Had he found her already? She held her breath as the fearling drew closer and closer to her.

Wait, no. No, he wasn't going towards her. He was going towards…the house? The fearling flew towards the house and began looking inside the windows. She peeked through a small opening in the top of the bush and saw the fearling looking inside the house as if she could be hiding inside. The fearling itself was confused. He thought he smelled fear by this place. He tossed the idea aside, thinking that it wasn't the fairy's fear that he had smelled but was instead the fear coming from someone who resided inside the house.

The fearling let out a groan in sadness and defeat. It knew that its prey had been lost. Although it knew that there was no real defeat. It wasn't as if Pitch was planning on the fearling returning with the fairy or the tooth, so really Pitch wouldn't be disappointed if it returned to him empty handed. It flew back into the street and headed back to where it had left its master, its mind already trying to focus on the work it would have to do once he returned to Pitch and not on the game that he had just lost.

The fairy poked its head out from the bush once it saw that the fearling was long gone and heaved a heavy sigh of relief, glad that the game of cat and mouse was over. Finally having some time, she looked at the tooth, inspecting it for any dents or chips that might have happened when it fell on the roof. Thankfully, she found none and was happy that both she and the tooth escaped the horrible chase in one piece,

She slowly floated out of the bush and headed towards the Tooth Palace, which luckily was in the other direction that the fearling went. She was quick to try to get out of there as fast as she could, as far away from Pitch and his fearling. She knew that when she returned home, she would have to tell Toothiana about this. She also knew that she definitely wouldn't be happy once she told her, no doubt about it.

* * *

><p>Pitch was still standing on the rooftop as he noticed his fearling flying down the street, looking around for any sign of his master. Just to be sure that the fearling would notice him, Pitch let out a small whistle as one would call to their dog. The fearling looked up and saw his master and flew towards him, still feeling slightly guilty that he returned empty handed, but knew that it didn't matter since he wasn't ordered to really return with anything. Pitch held out his open hand for the fearling, who circle around it as he crawled closer towards his master's head.<p>

"Did you enjoy your fun?" Pitch asked. The fearling nodded its head as it floated by the side of Pitch's head, looking over the town as he was. "And you've returned empty handed I presume?"

Crap. The fearling was worried about this. He flew in front of Pitch, surprised and both startled that Pitch had in fact expected the fearling to return with something. It tried to think of a way to make his master understand that he did try to return with either the fairy or the tooth and thereby give Pitch something that could be useful to him, but Pitch let out a small chuckle as he held up an open hand, silencing the fearling.

"Not to worry. It wasn't a concern of mine for you to return with something. I'm merely surprised is all." The fearling let out a raspy breath, almost a sigh of relief, as it circled down to Pitch's side by his other arm, then began to float up beside Pitch's shoulder, relieved that he wasn't in any kind of trouble after all. "Did you at least try to bring her to me?"

The fearling whispered a hoarse reply. "Really?" Pitch responded. "The tooth too?" The fearling nodded his head. "Well, I'm impressed," the Nightmare King commented. "But she got away?" Once again, the fearling replied with a low and gravelly response. "No matter. It's the thought that counts after all, isn't that right?"

Pitch placed his hand on the back of the fearling's head, moving it gently back and forth as if to comfort it. "But enough of that. I've got more important matters to deal with." He pointed to his right at a house with a dark green roof, two-stories tall with a nice front yard. "There's a child in there who's afraid of fire. I think she'd be fun, don't you?"

The fearling let out a small growl, as if anticipating a meal after days without any food; its fingers twitching at the thought of giving another unsuspecting a child a nightmare. "I'll take that as a yes." The Nightmare King made his black dreamsand float underneath his feet and carry him down to the street below and began to walk, hands clasped together behind his back as he continued talking to his fearling companion. The fearling, following Pitch, rasped out a small breath as Pitch landed. "For now. I have other plans too." The fearling let out a confused reply, changing its pitch towards the end as if asking a question.

"Don't I always?" the Boogieman asked. "No, this time it's different. All we need is patience."

The fearling crawled along the pavement as it replied with an as-a-matter-of-fact-like tone.

"True." Pitch responded. "But I don't even consider this a plan. More of a…'what if' so to speak."

The fearling floated in front of his master, asking another question as it nodded its head towards the night sky, and towards the moon, which was just barely hiding behind a small cloud but still letting plenty of its light shine down on Pitch.

"I'm not worried about him," Pitch said as he lightly shoved the fearling aside, which was more than willing to move out of his master's way. "I prefer to think of this as a little experiment. A little bit of research even. There's nothing wrong with that, is there?"

The fearling paused for a moment to think it over, but shook its head in response. "No, of course not." The Nightmare king stopped to look around him. "So many children, so little time," he thought aloud. He looked down to his fearling as he continued, "We best hurry. The sun will be here before we know it." As he continued on his way, Pitch let out a small chuckle as a thought occurred to him, reminding him of an obvious fact. "But, it is always night somewhere I suppose. There's always plenty of darkness, now isn't there?"

* * *

><p>Bored.<p>

That's all Jamie could think at the moment. Bored bored bored.

There was nothing good on his television, and none of his movies or video games seemed to capture his interest. Even his own story didn't seem to get him excited or give him the will to get up from his bed to finish the next chapter he had in mind. Instead he laid there on his side, head propped up on one arm while the other hand flicked through the many channels.

He looked over to his window, expecting Jack to show up any moment. Jamie wondered if Jack wouldn't be able to make it tonight and considered closing the window and just going to bed. He looked at his clock first. A quarter to midnight. 'Just 15 more minutes. Then I call it quits,' Jamie thought as he returned his attention back to the television.

He was beginning to get worried. Of course Jack would like to know if something was wrong, but was it really something to be worried about? Jamie wanted to slap himself at the thought. He'd been over this with himself already! It's better to be safe than sorry, especially if the matter involves Pitch. There was no reason to even consider not telling Jack. Still there was only one detail that he thought Jack wouldn't like; the fact that two nightmares, if he could even call the first one that, belonged to him.

Was Pitch targeting him, or was it just a simple nightmare that Pitch decided to dish out? Either way, jack wouldn't be happy to hear about it. Jamie looked back at his clock to read the time. 11:47.

He took one more look to the window before deciding that Jack probably wasn't going to come tonight. Leaving his TV on, he set the remote down on his bed and set his bare feet on the floor, his long, plaid pajama bottoms caught underneath his heels. He dragged his feet along his hardwood floor as he walked towards his window, which was open just a crack per the usual so Jack could get in. Although Jamie thought about changing that and instead having him knock; he didn't want Jack sneaking in when he wasn't looking again.

As soon as Jamie reached his window however, a familiar head appeared right by the side of the window, an eager and friendly smile spread across his friends face. Jamie instinctively jumped back at the sudden appearance of his friend, careful not to shout or make and loud noise that might wake anyone else in the house.

"Jeez you think next time you could try not surprising me like that? Again?" he sarcastically asked as he made room for Jack to come in. "That's Pitch's job, not yours."

Jack carefully stepped inside the teen's room, shutting the window behind him. "Well excuse me. How was I supposed to know you'd be right by the window? I don't have x-ray vision."

Jamie rolled his eyes as he looked to the door, or more specifically, the light coming from underneath from the small light lit in the hallway to see if anyone was coming. "You're a little late, ya know," Jamie said.

"Yeah, sorry about that. Got held up with…stuff."

"Pitch?"

"I said 'stuff', not a pain in my neck."

"Oh really? He's only a pain in your neck? I thought he would've been worse than that?"

"What's worse than a pain in the neck?" Jack leaned against his staff, noticing that Jamie's TV was on instead of his laptop. Must've been a rough night for his muse.

"A pain in the ass?"

"Uh, when's the last time you got a crick in your neck? It's not exactly pleasant."

"Touché," Jamie stated as he pointed a finger at Jack. He reached over to his bed to grab the remote and turned the volume down on his TV, giving him and Jack less distraction. "So, how goes the, uh, stuff?" he asked.

Jack nodded his head. "Stuff is good. Things here. Things there. Sometimes there's stuff in the middle but not for too long. It's the stuff over towards the east you've got to look out for, but yeah. Other than that stuff is…okay."

If Jamie had any sense he would have punched Jack's shoulder, but having being friends with him for so long he knew that that would accomplish nothing. "Sounds rough," he replied. "Now how about the believers? Or the fact that there's still winter…work, I guess is the word, for you to be doing?"

"Ah, now that's different." Jack knew all too well that he got on Jamie's nerves whenever he did that, but it was funny to see how Jamie handled it differently every time. "Well, the believers are the same. No progress yet but hey, I'm irresistible. Once they get a load of me, they have to tell others about me."

"Maybe some of them already have." The teen folded his arms together as he shrugged his shoulders. "You just haven't been there to see them yet."

"Also true," Jack commented with another nod of his head. "And don't you worry about young man winter. I've still got plenty of snow to dish out," he added with a smirk as he leaned off of his staff and pointed the crook towards Jamie.

"Just try not to make another blizzard," Jamie commented as he rolled his eyes and turned away from Jack to turn his bedside lamp. "Snow days are fine, but there's a line that probably shouldn't be crossed."

Jack let out a small chuckle as he held up his arms in both defense and slight irritation. "How many times to I have to tell you? Blizzards aren't my thing! Lots of snow, yeah, but if the wind decides to pick up then it's not exactly my fault."

"If you say so, 'young man winter'." Now it was Jamie's turn to smirk, having his chance to tease his friend and taking it.

Jack's smirk however went away as he stared at Jamie for a moment with a blank expression. "Wow. Now you've become a pain in the neck and my ass."

"That's what I'm here for."

"Well, be here for something else! I didn't come here to be ridiculed."

"I'm not ridiculing you!" Jamie pointed out as he sat on his bed, leaning back and using his extended arms for support. "I'm just giving you a little bit of advice is all."

"And the whole 'young man winter' bit?"

Jamie shrugged his shoulders as he answered, "Couldn't help myself."

"Uh-huh. Sure you couldn't." The winter spirit glanced over to the flickering TV where a poorly edited local car dealership's commercial was playing. He looked over to the door as if expecting someone to come walking through any second. "Sophie asleep?"

"Well, yeah? It's almost midnight. She passed out hours ago," Jamie answered as-a-matter-of-factly.

"So? She's never pulled all-nighters before?"

"Well tonight would be the first as far as I know. It's not my job to know everything about her."

"Whatever." Jack looked back to his friend as he set his staff against the window, careful to not let it cover it with frost, and leaned back against the wall, folding his arms. "At least now I know I won't have to worry about her barging in here like she did last time."

Jamie looked back to the door, also expecting his younger sister to come running in any moment. "Just so long as you keep your voice down then yeah, I think you're safe." Jamie wondered if Sophie really was asleep, which more than likely she was, what kind of dreams she would be having. Was she dreaming about being good at softball again, or maybe of being a princess, or a celebrity, or maybe something weirder like running through a forest and ending up in Narnia (which according to her she has actually dreamed about on more than one occasion)? Of course, she could also be dreaming about painting eggs with Bunnymund again; she often said those dreams were her favorite. And who knows? Maybe Sandy would drop by sometime soon and see to it that she gets one of her favorite dreams.

But then Jamie began to wonder, what if it wasn't a pleasant dream she was having? What if it was something worse?

What if Pitch was in there, right now, giving her one of the worst dreams she could ever have? Of course the odds of that happening weren't exactly leaning towards that scenario, but still, a nightmare was a nightmare. Wasn't it? Jamie knew he had to tell Jack what he promised he would tell him, and he had better waste no time in doing so.

He sighed as he turned to look at Jack, making sure not to have a heavy or even alarmed look on his face. "Well, as long as you're here," Jamie said as he leaned away from the bed and placed his hands on his knees, "I've got something to tell you."

"You've finally got a girlfriend."

"No that's...wait, what?"

"You heard me." Jack smiled at his friend as he placed his arms behind his head and crossed his legs together by his ankles.

"Yeah I heard you, but what do you mean 'finally'?"

"I don't know the exact definition of the word if that's what you're asking, but I believe the word means to-"

"Ow!" Jamie said in a small whisper as he closed his eyes tightly and rubbed the back of his neck. "Yep, there you go again."

The Guardian of Fun, keeping his smile, rolled his eyes as he motioned towards Jamie. "What were you trying to say?"

Jamie took in a small breath as he began to explain. "So you wanted me to tell you if I saw or heard anything, right?"

"Yeah?" Jack asked. He leaned off of the wall, ready to hear whatever news it might be that Jamie would have for him. He hoped it wasn't anything too bad; in fact he preferred if Jamie would say that he hadn't seen or heard anything in the time that Jack had been away.

"Well, I might have something to tell you." Jamie rubbed his knees as he took one more look back to his door before telling Jack what he had to tell him. "So, some of the kids don't exactly seem as joyful as they should be. I know that's not really anything to go on, but there was this one at the park earlier today. She told her friend about some bad dream she had." Jack took a small step closer, eager to hear what Jamie had to say to him. "I can't remember exactly what the dream was, but I remember it was bad. Luckily she had some friends there so she cheered up, but yeah. Thought that might help."

Jack looked to the window, wondering if what Jamie had told him was enough to go and tell North. News was news, right? And any kind of news they could get in order to fight Pitch would be useful in the long run. "So, that's it?" he asked as he looked back to Jamie. "Nothing else to say? You and Sophie are fine?"

Jamie nodded his head as he gave a small smile away. "Oh yeah, yeah Sophie's fine. She hasn't said anything about any kind of bad dreams lately. I think she's good."

"Okay, great." Jack sighed as he leaned back against the wall. He nodded his head as he continued to think about what Jamie had just told him. It was definitely worth telling North. Not to mention it was good news to hear that Sophie had been left alone, at least for the time being anyways. Then a thought came to Jack. He looked at his friend and nodded his head towards him and asked, "Now what about you?"

"What?"

"What about you? I asked if you and Sophie are fine, and you said Sophie was. Now how about you?"

Jamie looked down at the floor and twiddled his thumbs together. He was afraid of this happening. Before Jack arrived he came to the final decision to not tell Jack about his nightmares, thinking that Jack might focus more on him than his actual job; not to say that Jack would do that and not focus as hard on the rest of the kids, but he did it as a small precaution just in case. Although Jamie didn't need to lie about it. The fact that he already looked down at the ground and said nothing for the short moment was already a dead giveaway.

"I-I mean, yeah. I might have had one bad dream but that doesn't mean that Pitch was-"

"Jamie!" Jack was quick to stop Jamie right there, stepping away from the wall and walking over to Jamie's side and then back to the wall, pacing as he spoke. "This isn't the kind of stuff you just keep from me."

"Well it's not really my fault you haven't been here in a while." Jamie stated. "Besides, this happened a couple days ago."

"As if that changes the fact that you had a nightmare."

"Well maybe it's not what we're making it out to be." That got Jack to stop pacing. "I mean, it was a nightmare, yeah, but that doesn't mean it was Pitch. I thought about it and not all good dreams can come from Sandy right? The mind is a complex thing, so why can't the same thing be for nightmares, you know?"

Jamie did make sense. But Jack wasn't willing to take the risk. "You may be right," he said with a slight tilt of his head, "but it was a nightmare regardless. And we're dealing with Pitch Black here, so it's better to be safe than sorry, right?"

"I guess so." Jamie sighed as he looked over to the window. "So, what now?"

"Now?" Jack rhetorically asked as he walked over to grab his staff. "Now, I leave you alone and go talk to North."

"What?" Jamie asked as he stood up from his bed. "But you just got here! You can't stay longer?"

"Jamie, I've got to tell North. The sooner the better. And besides, I'll make it up to you. I'll come back tomorrow and we can, I don't know, play video games or something. But right now I've got to tell North."

Jamie smiled at the idea of seeing Jack play video games and let out a small chuckle. Over the years he had actually gotten better at them, but even still, Jamie was able to beat him most of the time when they would play against each other. There were times when Jack was able to beat him, though at first Jack thought it was because Jamie was going easy on him and letting him win, so Jamie had to make sure that Jack understood that with practice came from good experience. "Alright, fine," Jamie said with a shrug. "I'm holding you to this you know. I expect you to be here tomorrow."

"Oh would you quit treating this like we're a married couple?" Jack asked as he opened the window.

"Well I'm sorry but you're rarely home on time and you never take me out anywhere like you used to!" Jamie said in a higher pitched tone, placing one hand, clenched into a fist, on his side and pointing at Jack with the other. "It's like you don't even care anymore!"

Jack laughed as he shook his head. Sometimes he really did wonder if Jamie was alright up top; but then again, he would do things just as weird as Jamie would, even around the younger kids. "Whatever, I'll see you tomorrow Jamie," Jack said as he went to fly out the window.

Jamie smiled and gave a small wave of his hand to his friend as he started to leave. "See ya, Jack."

Before Jack jumped out into the open air however, he turned back to his friend and quickly reached out with his staff, lightly tapping the crook on Jamie's bare foot, causing it to become colder as a small mist of frost showered over it. The teen tried not to shout in surprise as he sat down on his bed and rubbed his now cold foot, trying to get it warm again. He looked back to Jack, waiting for an explanation.

"What? You know better than to keep your feet by the edge of the bed. You don't want the Boogieman to reach and grab you now do ya?" Jack joked, pointing his staff to the bottom of Jamie's bed.

Jamie closed his eyes and let out a small breath as he shook his head, feeling as though he had had enough of Jack for one night and was actually glad that he was leaving sooner than expected. "Goodbye Jack," he said in a monotone.

Jack let out a laugh as he jumped backwards into the air, "See ya!" and did a small back-flip before shooting up into the air and on his way to the North Pole.

Jamie slowly stood up and made his way to the window, closing and locking it. "If I get frostbite because of him I'll make sure he regrets it," he thought aloud. He turned his TV off before slumping back down onto his bed and making his way underneath his covers, reaching out and turning off his lamp, and settling down for a good night's rest. He wondered, however, what might happen if Pitch did decide to ever reach out from underneath a bed and grab someone by their ankles.

As a small joke, he leaned over and peeked underneath his bed and said, "Have you ever really done that? Reach out from underneath a bed and grab someone? You must have, right? At least once?" Silence. Jamie looked up and sighed as he said to himself, "What the heck am I doing?" before scooting back to a comfortable position on his bed and closing his eyes, ready to fall asleep and, hopefully, have a nice dream awaiting him.

* * *

><p><strong>And now that part about this chapter being action-driven makes a little more sense now.<strong>

**Reviews are, you guessed it, always welcome and very appreciated. I absolutely love hearing your feedback on the fic and what you think of each chapter. Seriously, I have a mini freakout every time I see a new review!**


	7. Chapter 7

**Sorry I've been gone guys. Life back home during summer has been...well it hasn't been the best, let's just put it that way. I know I haven't updated in forever and I really hate that because I'm so far behind on this thing. Ironically, once school starts back up, I think I'll have more time since I won't be forced to leave my laptop. Believe me when I say that I hate not being able to find the time nor the motivation to write this thing. I had hoped I would have posted more chapters at this point but unfortunately, life decided I needed to do other things instead.**

**But you guys didn't come here to listen to me rant so I'll shut up about that. A huge thank you to everyone who reviewed or commented on the last chapter and to those who favorited or followed this thing as well. It kinda reminds me that people actually like what I'm trying to do here (key word 'trying'). **

**Heads up though, I apologize in advance for the boring chapter. It's all boring talking and stuff. Of course that might just be me since I'm my own worst critic.**

**Anyways, let's get this thing started!**

* * *

><p><strong>Chapter 7<strong>

The roar of every machine in the workshop echoed throughout the room. The whir and clank of the flying machines, carrying supplies to anyone who might need them while command after command from yeti to yeti, was buried underneath all the extra noise. Christmas was a while away, but that didn't mean anyone could take any slack. Hundreds of thousands of children were dependent on the yetis and elves to make the toys North thought they all deserved at the end of the year for being well-behaved, and earning a spot on his nice list. Airplanes, dolls, racecars, castles, action figures, bicycles, and even board games were being made one right after the other in preparation for the upcoming holiday.

North made his way through his workshop, checking to see how everyone's progress was coming along. All in all, everyone seemed to be doing their jobs well today. Even the elves managed to stay out of trouble, which was a blessing, since for the past three days an elf managed to get itself into some kind of mess, both figuratively and literally. Yesterday, an elf managed to fall head first into the red paint and from the top of its hat little droplets of paint dripped all the way down the hallway until they managed to get themselves cleaned up. Thankfully, none of it got on any of the toys, and there was only a small mess to clean up.

North was looking forward to this year's delivery, already feeling as if it was to be an enjoyable one. Still, the day so far was a tiring one for him. In fact it was understandably the most tiring day out of the year for him so far, until the day before Christmas Eve that is, but he enjoyed it nonetheless. He only wished he could be there to see all the children's faces when they woke to see their gifts as they walked into their living rooms to see their once empty stockings now filled, and new presents had been placed underneath their tree. The naughty ones, on the other hand he wasn't so sure about. He couldn't imagine waking up in order to find no presents had been left for you, but instead had been given a lump of coal, and only the hope that you can do better next year.

Still, despite the oncoming deadline, North had more pressing matters on his mind. He glanced towards the globe for a moment. At first just a reaction to seeing it move and then taking a quick look out of habit, but soon he stopped and turned to actually take a look at the globe; looking at all the believers he and the Guardians had accumulated over their many years of existence, bringing their joy to the children of the world. And no matter what they did, the threat of Pitch challenging them was always in the back of their minds, whether they wanted to admit it or not. And now that Pitch had risen yet again, it seemed as if they had another fight on their hands.

Of course it wouldn't be much of a fight. This was small work that could easily be taken care of, but there was still something that troubled North as he made his way around the globe. He kept his eyes on it as he was lost in thought. It didn't make sense. If Pitch was able to get as many believers as he was without them knowing, possibly by focusing on them specifically as he had done in the past once before, why keep his numbers so few? If he was focusing on those children in particular until they believed, why use that method? He had done so before and was soon enough defeated by the Guardians. Was he using some new method? And why had North not noticed this sooner? True, he wouldn't have noticed just after the first believer considering all the believers the Guardian of Wonder had. Losing one believer wouldn't automatically have him lose some of his powers, but even then, this was something he was surprised had evaded him all this time.

And what of Manny? If this was something much bigger than they thought, why hadn't he told them about it? Why keep them out of the know and not warn them of Pitch's plan? Wherever Pitch was when he delivered his nightmares, Manny was sure to be there, watching over both Pitch and the children that slept soundly in their beds. North shook his head in disbelief. Maybe he was overthinking this whole thing. Perhaps it was possible Pitch wasn't up to anything big or too extravagant of a plan. It's possible he was just trying to get believers in the only possible way he could; through the old-fashioned way of simply trying again and again and again until they believe. It would be even harder for Pitch however considering he doesn't have a holiday to his own. Of course neither did Tooth or Sandy and they got around just fine, though North did have to say thanks to the parents of said children in the first place.

Growing out of a belief never seemed to make sense to North. They believed as children, what stopped them from believing once they grew up? Just because someone told you something doesn't exist doesn't mean they're right. Still, North was glad and very thankful for the believers he did have, and he imagined the others felt the same. Especially, Jack who was finally starting to get the hang of having the children to believe in him, and knowing him by heart as both Jack Frost and the Guardian of Fun.

As if the immortal teen had read his mind, North heard Jack call out his name from above. He looked up to see Jack floating by the top of the globe, looking around for any sign of North hidden amongst all the yetis and colorful flying machines.

North raised his hand and waved it around as he cupped the other one around his mouth to call out to his young friend. "Over here, Jack!"

Jack looked down to see the large man walking towards the small common room he had by the panel that controlled the globe; per the norm whenever he had guests. He smiled as he gently floated down to the ground, careful this time to not get in the way of any passing yetis or elves.

They both reached the common room at the same time, each having a smile as they said their hellos.

North placed his hands on his side and tilted his head as he asked Jack, "what you are doing here, may I ask?"

Jack shrugged his shoulders a bit as he responded. "What, aren't you happy to see little ol' me?"

"Of course! Why wouldn't I be?"

"I don't know big guy, you tell me."

The Russian man let out a small laugh before saying, "perhaps if you continue making messes I might have to."

"Touché," Jack replied with a small nod of his head. He twirled his staff in his hand for a moment as he looked around the rest of the workshop, seeing how busy everyone was. Of course he understood why; there never seemed to be a restful moment whenever he visited the workshop save Christmas Day. He looked back to North, trying to keep his optimistic and hopeful attitude as he went on to explain his news. "Actually North, there is a reason I'm here."

"Well, of course there is." North motioned towards an elf, silently asking them to bring his guest the usual offering of cookies or something to drink. "If I were you," he explained, "I would be out trying to get more believers. Yet here you are, so something tells me that you've got something on your mind." He, very gently, tapped Jack's shoulder with the back of his hand as he gestured towards him. "So, go on. Out with it."

Jack took in a small breath before telling North what he knew. Normally this wasn't the kind of thing Jack would tell North in a situation like this. Of course, there was a child that was having some nightmares, there always was, especially now with Pitch doing whatever it was that he was doing; but when Jamie was one of those kids, who even then wasn't technically a 'kid' anymore, something felt wrong about not telling North.

Jack stuffed his free hand inside his hoodie. Jamie's been having nightmares."

He didn't show it on the outside, but the news hit North hard. Jamie didn't mean quite as much to him as he did to Jack, but he practically owed his existence to him. If it hadn't had been for Jamie and his friends, who knows if they would have been able to defeat Pitch all those years ago? But once he thought about it, the fact Pitch was targeting Jamie didn't come as a surprise to him. He always saw Pitch as one to hold grudges and take any opportunity he could for revenge. Jamie must have had nightmares since then, but now that Pitch was up to something, it was right of Jack to inform him.

"How do you know this?" North asked as he folded his muscular arms over one another.

"Besides the fact he told me?" Jack asked rhetorically. "I'm not sure if it means anything though. I mean, he's bound to have a nightmare sooner or later; it's inevitable. But he's had two ever since I told him about what Pitch was up to. I thought it might help if I told him to keep an eye out for anything." Jack looked at the ground as an elf walked over with a plate of cookies, holding it up for Jack to accept any he may like. He wasn't really in the mood for one, but Jack still generously accepted a chocolate chip cookie anyways and placed inside his hoodie pocket, saving it for later. "I guess 'anything' has happened then, huh?"

North raised one hand and stroked his chin with his thumb, lost in thought as tried to fit the pieces of this puzzle together. It could mean something, but it could also mean nothing. It could very well just be a simple distraction, something to keep their minds occupied on while he tends to something else they aren't even aware of. But then it could also be Pitch toying with Jack as well, and not just Jamie.

"Just Jamie, you say?"

"That I know of. Sophie hasn't told him anything."

"Only Jamie then," North thought aloud as he slowly nodded his head. Maybe it was just Pitch trying to toy with both Jack and Jamie. The odds of Jamie being one of the children Pitch might be going after were very slim. "He might be trying to get to you, Jack," North said as he turned towards the globe. "Pitch has always been one to hold a grudge. And Jamie is not…well, he is no longer a child, you know."

"He's one at heart though." Jack took a step towards North, anticipating any kind of answer that might bring him some good news, or even encourage him that there wasn't anything to fear so long as they did their jobs. "Isn't that enough?"

"Yes, yes, I believe so." North's eyes squinted as he continued thinking this over. Jamie was indeed much older, but he was still a kid at heart, and still believed in all of the Guardians.

Pitch was going after young children though, so it would only make sense if he was doing this both to get at Jamie and Jack as well as continue whatever plan he was working on. Of course, there was still the looming question that North kept going back to; what if he was wrong? What if he was planning on something bigger for Jamie? It would be foolish of Pitch to even try it, knowing that each of the Guardians had a liking to Jamie and would do nothing to stop him. It would be very easy too, considering they had plenty of believers to give them more than enough power to fight back. Ideas raced through North's mind as he tried to make sense of everything.

It wasn't until Jack leaned in a little closer after the short silence between the two of them and asked, "Sooo? What do you think?" did North realize that he may be overthinking everything and decided what he thought they should do.

"What do I think?" he repeated. "I think that Pitch is doing what he always does. Spread fear. He's trying to mess with you especially Jack, going after Jamie like this."

Jack stepped in front of North, anticipating another answer in order to have a clear sense of what was happening. North was making sense, but Jack needed to know more. What should he do? Should he be better prepared in case Pitch goes back to Jamie? Should he pay better and closer attention to all his believers? After 10 years of being believed in, he was not about to let Pitch ruin it all.

"Okay, so, what should I do?"

North looked down and smiled at Jack as he placed a hand on his shoulder. "You're already doing it, my boy. Even now we're getting those children to start believing again. You did a good thing by telling me this, Jack. But don't worry, this is easy thing to fix, you'll see."

Jack felt himself beginning to smile back at North. He didn't know why he was even as worried as he was in the first place. Like he had been told and tried to explain to Jamie earlier, this was nothing to worry about. This whole thing would be an easy fix if they just continued doing what they were doing. Even if Jamie was being targeted, he was just another kid that needed their protection. True he may be more special and closer to Jack than the others, and he might feel better if he paid closer attention to him, but in the end he was just like any other kid they needed to protect.

And who knew, maybe once Pitch saw that they were catching on and knew that he was going after Jamie, he might back off. Maybe this was just Pitch's way of having his own fun after all.

"Everything will be alright Jack," North finished with a smile.

Jack nodded in agreement as he looked back to the globe. "Yeah, I guess you're right." Jack's eyes focused on as many of the lights as he could, wondering how long it would be until those kids started believing in him as well. "So, how far have we come?"

"Last time that I checked we were making good progress. The children are believing again, so we must be doing our job right."

"And then there's Bunny."

"What? He's busy with his eggs! He's doing his job, I would think."

"Still, he seemed not-so-happy about you calling him over only to tell him there's not much he can do to help."

North waved his hand at Jack, dismissing the thought. "Ah, I see him yesterday. He is alright. We are still on the speaking terms so things are okay between the two of us."

"For now anyways."

North couldn't help but laugh at Jack's comment. He lightly patted Jack on the back, causing Jack to take a step forward.

Jack let out a small chuckle at the sight of the large man belting out his laugh. "You may have a point there!" he added as he continued to laugh.

"North!" a familiar voice called out. North looked up towards the feminine voice, looking for his new guest. Whatever it was, North could tell in just the one word that Tooth shouted out that whatever she had to say was important. It was quick and almost impatient and sounded as if she had no time to waste.

"Tooth?" North called back out before seeing Jack run behind him, holding his staff close. North tried to turn around to see what Jack was up to, but the winter spirit kept behind him, as if using North for a hiding spot. "What are you-"

"SSHH! Pretend I'm not here!" Jack whispered as he stood behind North, the two of them now back-to-back as Tooth flew in through the window over the globe, looking around for any sign of North.

"Down here!" North called out.

Toothiana quickly flew down towards North, or more like zipped down, considering North didn't even have a second to blink before she was right in front of him, two of her companion tooth fairies accompanying her. "Oh, thank goodness you're here."

"Where else would I be?" North asked as he shrugged his shoulders, going along with whatever game it was that Jack was playing behind him.

"I don't know! With Bunny or Jack. Somewhere not here! That's not the point!"

"Alright! Alright! Calm your feathers, Tooth. Tell me, what is wrong."

The two small fairies kept close to their queen as she went on. "Have you heard anything from any of the others yet?"

"What do you mean?"

"News! Like, have they heard of Pitch doing anything? Has Sandy made any progress because I'm not sure if what I'm doing by itself is enough to do anything."

Jack cleared his throat, still not showing himself to Tooth as he talked in the best possible Russian accent/poorly executed North imitation he could muster. "Oh yes. Jack was just here earlier. He told me many good things. I sure am glad to have him as a guardian! Aren't you Toothy? I think he's doing such a swell job!"

It didn't take Tooth long whilst hearing Jack's forced accent to know that he was here. She flew around her friend to see him, one hand cupped around his mouth and snickering lightly to himself with closed eyes. "You're impossible."

"And handsome," Jack said as he straightened himself up. "Don't forget handsome."

North turned around just in time to see Tooth hug her friend tightly, leaving the surprised, and still letting out a few laughs, Jack to hug her back. "I do not sound like that," North said as-a-matter-of-fact-ly.

"Oh, whatever," Jack said as he and Tooth parted. "You of all people should know how to take a joke. They make jokes about how big you are every day this time of year."

"Well, I certainly would not use the word 'swell'."

"You got me there."

Tooth cleared her throat as she hovered beside the two of them, smirking as she looked between them. "Now, if you two would stop acting as if you're children, I have something to say."

North smiled as he rubbed his large hand over Jack's head, messing up his hair as he spoke. "Well, go on then."

Tooth cleared her throat once more before continuing. "As I was saying, I need to know how we're doing in going up against Pitch. One of my fairies was attacked earlier by one of his fearlings. She barely made it out with alive and almost lost the tooth."

Tooth's news was big enough to make both of the boys lose their smiles.

Jack looked to North once more, expecting him to offer some words of wisdom as he always had in the past. But North too was at a loss for words, not knowing what to say.

Said fairy on the other hand kept close to Tooth. When Tooth mentioned her she was more than okay to fly forward and let them know that it was she that had this traumatic experience happen to her, but was just was quick to fly back to Toothiana's side.

"She was the only one, you say?" North asked.

"As far as I know, yes."

Jack took a small step forward, looking to the tiny fairy. "Where?" Knowing it would be Tooth that would have to answer. He just wanted to let the fairy know that things were going to be alright, knowing how much the fairies looked up to Jack for much more than just having perfect teeth.

"Canada," Tooth answered. "It was just a regular tooth pick-up and coin delivery. Nothing out of the ordinary or special about this tooth. She said Pitch was just there and she was spotted so he sent his fearling after her so it could have some of its own fun."

Now Jack looked directly at the tooth fairy, smiling as he kneeled down so that he was almost eye-level with it as it fluttered next to Tooth's protective side.

"Well you know what I think?" he asked. "I don't think that's a very nice kind of fun, huh?"

The tiny fairy shook her head, flying closer to Jack as she clasped her hands together, but keeping her head down, almost embarrassed to appear so fragile in front of both Tooth and now Jack.

Jack's smile grew slightly wider as he reached into his hoodie pocket and took out the chocolate chip cookie he had stashed there earlier.

"Are you allowed to eat chocolate?" he asked as he waved the treat in front of her, inviting her to have a small bite.

"Why do you always have one of those cookies when you come here?" Tooth asked as she sighed and placed one hand on her hip.

Jack looked up to Tooth and turned his simple smile into a sly smirk as he stated, "because they're always offered and they're warm and ooey-gooey and delicious? Why?"

"Is ooey-gooey even a word?" North mumbled, thinking aloud.

"Because too many sweets will damage your teeth, mister!" Tooth retorted.

"Tooth, come on. It's. One. Cookie. It's not like I'm sucking lollipops all day." Jack turned back to the fairy as he took a small piece of the cookie off, getting one small bit of a chip right on the edge of the piece, and offered it to the fairy. "Come on. One bite isn't gonna kill ya."

The fairy paused for a moment before reaching out and accepting the small bit of the cookie. Jack placed the rest inside his hoodie as the fairy took a small bite and already looked happier than before. Soon she took another small bite, and then another until soon, the bit of cookie had been devoured. She brushed her hands together before flying towards Jack and hugging him, which really was just her extending her arms and placing them on his ice cold cheek.

Jack couldn't help but let out a small laugh as he brushed the back of the fairy, careful not to damage her wings. "You're welcome," he said as she flew back to Tooth, who didn't seem to mind that she accepted Jack's kind and generous offer.

"There," Jack said as he stood upright, stepping out from in-between Tooth and North. "So, what do we do about Pitch?"

"Nothing," North answered.

As much as Jack didn't want to hear that answer, he knew it was the only logical one. "I figured as much."

"It is true," North continued. "There is nothing we can do about this that we aren't already doing, my friend."

"I understand North, I really do, but this is just too far."

"You mean he's never gone after your fairies like this before?" Jack inquired.

Tooth looked to North as she answered. "Well ,yes, he has, but it's not as often as you might think. Most of the time my fairies say he just scares them away. He never tells his fearlings to chase after them like he did. Considering all that's going on right now, I think it might be best to acknowledge everything we know he's doing."

"Exactly what I told Jack, Toothy. But, this is an easy fix I said. We're making progress, and if we keep this up then we should be okay." North walked towards the control panel for the globe, looking at all the lights flickering in front of him as the globe slowly spun around.

"Wait, what you told Jack?" Tooth asked. She looked down to Jack, silently asking him to further explain.

Jack rubbed the back of his head as he twirled his staff nervously. "Huh? Oh yeah. Well, uhm, you see, the thing is, Jamie might have had a few nightmares."

"What!?" Tooth hovered in higher in the air as the shock from what Jack had just told her made her jump, clenching her hands into fists as she brought them closer to her chest. She flew closer to Jack, wanting him to explain everything to her as quickly as he could. "Wh-what happened?"

"He's fine! He's fine! It was just a couple nightmares. He says he hasn't actually seen Pitch though. Sophie hasn't had any though, but for now North and I agreed that we should just treat it as if Pitch is just trying to mess with me and Jamie and get inside both our heads, probably to distract us while he works on getting more kids to believe in him." Jack turned to look at North, who was saying nothing, but was still focused on the globe, arms crossed. It didn't even look as if he was looking at anything in particular and was just looking at the globe to look at it, perhaps lost in thought.

"So, it's nothing to be worried about then?" Tooth asked.

The winter spirit looked back at his friend, swinging his staff back and forth. "That's what we think."

It took the Tooth Fairy a second, but she let out a small sigh of relief knowing that one of her favorite believers might not be in as much trouble as she originally thought. She didn't think she could handle having Pitch go after Jamie and Sophie in some deranged revenge scheme. If he did he would be extremely foolish. She knew that the combined powers of all the Guardians would be enough to save Jamie.

"Well, thank goodness," she let out.

"Ah, Jack?" North called out.

The Guardian of Fun once more turned to look at his friend, slightly surprised by the fact that North still remembered that he had company. "Yeah?"

North took his eyes off of the globe and walked back towards his comrades, gesturing towards Jack. "If everything is alright with Jamie, don't you think you should go tell him that?" North gave Jack a simple shrug as he gave his opinion. "If I were him I would not like being left alone while thinking Pitch might be singling me out."

Jack blinked a couple of times in realization. He had left Jamie there right after he told him about the dreams. Jamie was a smart and brave person, but even he had to be nervous being left alone after thinking that Pitch was after him specifically. Even if Jack did leave him on the note that things would be alright, extra reassurance would more than likely be welcomed. Besides, he didn't really get the time to talk and have some quality hanging out time like they usually did since Jack left in such a hurry.

"Oh, right!" Jack floated into the air and turned to wave at Tooth and the fairies. "You be careful now, alright?" Jack said as he pointed down to the small fairy that he had consoled earlier. "And don't you worry about those fearlings. If I ever see one again I won't hesitate to freeze its ugly butt off!"

The tiny fairy giggled in delight of Jack's promise before waving back.

"Tell him I said 'hi'!" Tooth called out as she waved back, happy that Jack was as caring and kind towards her fairies as she was.

Jack laughed as he looked towards the open window, flying right into the cold and frosty air. "Don't worry! I will!"

"Be careful, Jack!" North called out as Jack left the workshop.

The Guardian of Fun flew with the wind as quickly as he could, clutching his staff tight as he made his way back to Burgess. The cold and harsh wind hitting his face had always been a familiar feeling for him. He barely needed to squint as he zipped through the air, knowing that by the time he reached Jamie, it would already be the next day and he would have to wait just a few more hours until he knew Jamie would be free.

There was no telling if Jamie would be home once Jack arrived, and searching the town, even if it was a small one, would take too long. Of course, even if he did arrive earlier than planned, he could always give the town a little snowfall. Living in Pennsylvania made the whole town used to the white flurries visiting them every year; only tiring of all the work that came along with it.

He smiled as he thought about the time he would be able to have with the Bennett kids. Of course, Sophie was usually asleep when he got there. No matter how hard Jack tried he never seemed to get there on time to see her unless he had to wake her up in order to do so, and Jack didn't have the heart to wake her up.

There were days though when he was able to see the both of them, but those were when he didn't travel too far from their town, usually going as far as the next state over, so that he would know when it was beginning to grow dark, and could see both of the Bennett children at the same time.

Jack sped up, eager to tell Jamie the news he was sure would calm him down, and finally be able to spend some time with his friend.

* * *

><p>As usual, as if it was becoming a nightly routine for Jamie, he sat on his bed, still dressed in his day clothes of a plain dark green colored t-shirt with blue jeans. The TV flickered as he watched commercials in between reruns of "Friends."<p>

He wasn't really paying that much attention as the ad for an upcoming movie came on the screen. He was too focused on the word document he had pulled up. He had made serious progress with his story, outlining several new chapters, connecting plot points, and even figuring out how he wanted to connect the ending and have it all make sense. But now, now his mind was at a stand-still.

He wasn't too angry however. He just thought he needed some time off from the story and rest his mind. But that didn't stop him from looking at his laptop, practically hypnotized by how the flashing black line kept blinking again and again at the start of a new paragraph, as if waiting for Jamie to write out another exciting and new creative idea.

Against his better judgment, he minimized the tab and looked at his browser, the page showing his local movie theater's show times for the upcoming weekend releases. Jamie couldn't wait to see all of his friends this weekend and be able to spend some time and just hang out. He got to see each of them every now and then, but the group hadn't hung out together in the longest while, and Jamie was excited to get his old gang back together.

Jamie closed his laptop slowly, thinking about how he would get through the night. It wasn't the thought of falling asleep that troubled him as much as the thought of trying to stay asleep was.

He didn't have a nightmare the night before after Jack had left. In fact he slept quite soundly. But that didn't make it any less troubling as he tried his best to fall asleep with the idea of Pitch giving him yet another nightmare looming over him.

It took a while for the teen to fall asleep that night, but once he did, he awoke the next morning feeling fully rested and better than before, almost forgetting the fear he had the night prior.

He looked up as his show had started back up, the episode already midway through. He didn't have much time to pay attention to his show however as a small tapping sound was heard from his right.

Looking over, he saw Jack's familiar smile peeking in from the other side. Jamie quickly reached over to grab the remote and mute his TV, right in the middle of a laugh track, as he signaled for Jack to come in. Jack wasted no time stepping inside, closing the window behind him as he set his staff against the wall, careful as to not let it send frost patterns all over Jamie's room.

"I didn't think you'd actually make it tonight," Jamie said as he tossed his remote back on his bed, making it bounce as it settled on his pillow.

Jack held out both open hands to his side as he replied, "what? Come on, you know me better than that."

"Yeah. I do. That's why I didn't think you'd be here."

"Don't I usually keep my promises when I say I'll be back a certain day?" Jack placed both hands inside his hoodie pocket as he leaned back against Jamie's wall and crossed his legs.

Jamie gave Jack a smug and questioning look, silently asking if Jack was being serious right now. "Honestly? You have your moments."

Jack went to say something witty in reply to what Jamie said, but his mind went blank. What he said was technically sometimes true, that he couldn't deny. Instead he simply shrugged his shoulders as he closed his eyes and smiled in defeat. "Hey, I guess you got me there, Bennett."

"Checkmate," Jamie snapped back, keeping his smug look as he changed his tone into one of seriousness and concern. He was eager to see what Jack had to say about what he told North. "Now, what did North have to say about everything?"

Jack, allowing his smile to lessen only slightly, not wanting Jamie to take things too seriously and possibly end up becoming more nervous than he should be, rolled his eyes as he took a small step closer towards Jamie and answered reassuringly.

"He says we're already doing everything that we can do. It's probably just Pitch trying to mess with us is all."

Jamie narrowed his eyes in confusion, not really understanding what Jack meant by all this.

True, it was possible that Pitch was doing had nothing to do with whatever grand scheme he might be planning, but if it did, then why start all of this now? "I-I'm not sure what you mean."

"It's like…well, North thinks it could be several things, you know?" Jack tried to clarify. "It could be just Pitch going after you now for simple revenge, maybe because he's just trying to get in our heads and distract us from something else he might be planning. Who knows? The point is all we can do is what we're already doing; mainly, Sandy giving them good dreams but the bottom line is still the same."

"Well, what if it's not Pitch though?" Jamie asked. "You know, what if it's nothing like I told you from the beginning?"

Jack removed his hands from his hoodie pocket as he began to count on his fingers. "Well one, it means that there's nothing for us to worry about at all so no harm no foul. Two, and hear me out on this, if you really believed that, then you wouldn't be all frazzled up about this as you are." Jack gestured towards his friend as he finished his statement, looking him over as his left index finger kept tapping his leg impatiently.

Jamie didn't even notice he was doing such a thing until Jack mentioned how he was behaving. He looked down to see his finger tapping his leg and stopped doing so almost immediately. He looked back up to Jack and licked his lips quickly before replying. "Well, ha, I mean can you really blame me for being nervous?"

"Well last I checked you kept telling me that you also thought that it could just be a simple nightmare, which I'm not doubting by the way. I mean, it is a good possibility. But you seemed dead-set that it might not be Pitch. Now all of a sudden you're acting as if you're scared to death that he might be coming after you."

Jamie sighed as raised his shoulders and rubbed the back of his head. Of course, this would be more difficult than he thought to explain to Jack. As he let his shoulders slowly sink back down, he looked to Jack and tried to explain as best as he could.

"It's not like that, Jack. I'm not scared to death he might be after me, alright? I'm not. All I'm trying to say is that, you know, I'd like to be sure is all. I've had some time to think this over and admittedly it made me a little worried that-"

"-by time do you mean specifically being alone in the dark when you're trying to go to sleep?" Jack interrupted.

The question hit Jamie like a load of bricks. Jack was spot on with his accusation. Maybe this wouldn't be that hard to explain. But Jack was right. Jamie did start to get nervous as the thought about the possibility that the nightmare was from Pitch. He still remembered lying in his bed, staring at his ceiling as he wondered if Pitch would be visiting him that night or not, and if he did; what kind of nightmare he would give him.

It didn't necessarily scare Jamie so much as unnerve him and make him wonder, which in turn started to allow the fear to settle in. Jamie tried his best to ignore it, and he did so quite well, telling himself over and over again that nothing would happen since he knew Jack and the rest of the Guardians would be by his side to help him in any way that they could.

"Yeah," he finally said, "yeah maybe I was."

"You didn't have another one last night, did you?" Jack took another small step closer to Jamie, his concern for him growing by the second. It was if the roles had now been reversed. Jamie was the nervous one and Jack was being the optimistic one trying to tell the other that everything would be okay in the end and that there was nothing to worry about.

"No. No, I didn't. In fact I actually, ha, I actually got a pretty good night's sleep last night." Jamie let out a small chuckle as he thought about the irony in that situation. All this time worrying he might have a nightmare, and the night he warns Jack about it, he doesn't have a nightmare. Maybe he scared Pitch off. Just the idea of it brought some comfort back to Jamie. "But what I'm saying is I had time to think about it and I got nervous is all. I'm not scared just, I don't know, anxious. And to hear North say that there's nothing we can do that you guys aren't already doing isn't really helping the best that it could but that doesn't mean I'm freaking out about it either."

Jack glanced underneath Jamie's bed, the idea of Pitch hiding under there and listening in on their conversation appearing in his mind as if out of nowhere.

He blinked as he tried to shake the idea out of his mind and looked back to Jamie. "So, do you still think that it's just a nightmare? Or are you starting to think it might be Pitch?"

"Like I said, Jack, I've had time to think about it." Jamie sat down at the edge of his bed, letting out a sigh as his head started to hang for a short moment. "I'm not nervous. Really, I'm not," he said as he looked back up to Jack. "I've just been…realizing that if it is Pitch, then that means bad news. I-It's weird Jack. I just don't know what to make out of all this."

Jack once again looked back to the bottom of Jack's bed. He didn't know exactly what Jamie was going through, having never to worry whenever he fell rarely fell asleep, but he could imagine that it wasn't pleasant. Having to wonder if the Boogieman, a foe Jamie had fought and defeated before, was an enemy with a possible and very likely grudge against you at that, must not have been an easy thing for someone to get over.

Jack was surprised at the fact that Jamie was handling this so well. But then again, Jamie was always the brave and courageous one. Jack hoped Pitch really was listening to them. He wanted him to hear what he was about to say. "You wanna know what I think?"

Jamie let out a small breath, almost like a quiet chuckle, as he lightly shook his head, knowing that whatever Jack was about to say would be an interesting thing to hear. "What?" he asked knowingly.

"I think you need to realize who we're up against here."

"Like I haven't done that already?" Jamie replied mockingly.

"What I mean is that we've taken care of him before and we can do it again. Heck, it was you that helped the most when it came to stopping him the last time around! He'd be an idiot to go after you. And besides, you know who he is. They're just bad dreams after all, it's not like he's really gonna come after you. Which by the way, I highly doubt he will because he knows exactly who he'd be up against."

"I just can't get my mind off of it is all," Jamie commented, circling his index and middle finger along his temple.

"Well no, I wouldn't expect you to. Wouldn't expect anyone to, really. But you know what, that's totally fine. Because you know better. You know he's just some guy that hides in the shadows. You've seen all the things we can do to stop him, and you know how we can beat him. I'm not saying you're overreacting, of course not. I'm just saying, don't worry about it. Pitch is nothing." Jack wasn't even sure if he should believe his own words. He was dangerously close to successfully beat all the Guardians and almost ridded them of all believers, all within a matter of days. Of course, now Jack had his own believers, and thankfully, no holiday or tradition Pitch could destroy unless he managed to melt all the snow Jack could deliver. As long as Jack had believers, he could still fight Pitch and keep the children believing in the Guardians, and use their belief to fight back.

"Just trust me on this Jamie," Jack finished, "we've got you covered. Nothing's gonna happen. I promise."

Jamie smiled as Jack tried his best to comfort him. Jack did have a point, quite a few actually. Jamie was overthinking this whole thing, and in fact that probably wasn't the best thing he could have done. If he kept dwelling on it, that nervousness he had could very well soon turn into fear, thus making Pitch win in the end.

There was no way Jamie would give Pitch that satisfaction.

"Thanks, Jack."

"Hey, don't mention it," Jack said with a wave of his hand as he began to sway on the balls of his feet. "It's what I do. All in a day's work."

"I thought your work was technically making it snow?"

"That too. But this is a bit of a side job. Consider it a work-related activity or hobby."

Jamie rolled his eyes as he stood up from his bed, stretching his arms behind him. "Yeah, well, I'll keep that in mind next time then."

"Good, now if you don't mind," Jack quickly leaned forward and jumped on Jamie's bed, careful not to land on his computer, arms hanging over the side before he rolled over and reached for the laptop. "Tell me how the story's coming along!"

He opened the laptop only to see it ask for a password. Of course, being friends with Jamie for so long, he already knew what it would be. Jack typed in the word "Guardians" and saw his screen slowly fade back to life.

He clicked on the document icon and saw several documents pull up, making him blink several times in confusion. "Oh wow. I'm guessing good?"

"Would you stop that?" Jamie asked, laughing as he carefully snatched his laptop away from Jack's hands. "It's going fine. I'm making progress. I don't see why you're so excited to read this thing. It's not exactly my best work."

Jack sat upright on Jamie's bed, scooting up so his legs could properly hang off of the edge instead of simply just letting half his calves and his feet dangle. "Dude, are you kidding me? It sounds great. All that mystical stuff just makes it sound so interesting and just, well, good! I can't wait to read it once it's finished."

"You do realize there are several other book series that have the same aspects as mine do right? Fantasy elements having something to do with modern day civilizations? Not that uncommon nowadays."

"Well yeah, but this one is yours, not theirs," Jack stated as if it was an obvious fact that Jamie should have realized by now. "I don't want to read theirs, I want to read yours."

Jamie rolled his eyes as he sat down beside his friend, minimizing the other documents so he could see the new chapter he had just started. "Well you're going to have to wait a while longer."

"Stuck again?"

"Not really stuck so much as… I don't know not feeling it. My muse is just," Jamie blew a raspberry as he waved his hand through the air, "kaput."

Jack nodded his head in understanding, letting out a small laugh as Jamie made his ridiculous sound. "So, give it time. You can't be creative every second of every day, otherwise this thing would be done by now. Even Sandy has his moments. The guy's been around for years. I'm sure at this point he doesn't have that many new ideas for dreams, you know."

"I know I know," Jamie replied. "I just have this weird urge to actually start writing more but when I look at this thing my mind just goes blank again." Jamie closed his laptop and held it tight as he fell back onto his bed, letting out a small whine as he bounced lightly on his mattress. "I hate waiting!"

Jack laughed once again as Jamie dramatically pouted in front of him. He reached out and patted Jamie's chest lightly as he jokingly let out a simple, "there, there."

Jamie laughed as he set his laptop aside on his bedside table by his lamp, leaning back up as he brushed Jack's hand aside. "Whatever man, I just got to give it a bit and I'm sure everything will be back to normal. Just got to be patient is all."

"Exactly." Jack looked towards the window, the glow of the moon entering through the glass as he patted the top of his legs and lightly swung them before asking, "Have we been patient long enough?"

Jamie hid his laughter as he shoved Jack's shoulder and stood up. "No you moron, we haven't try waiting another twenty-three hours and fifty-nine minutes before you ask me again."

Now it was Jack's turn to whine. "But that's no fuuuun. We need to do something fun, Jamie!" Jack mimicked Jamie's earlier action and fell back onto the mattress, his arms sprawled out as they hung over the edge. "I can't be bored, Jamie! I'm the Guardian of Fun! The Guardian of Fun can't be bored, that's like the first rule aside from 'make sure you have believers or else you die!' you know?"

Jack heard nothing from Jamie as he saw him kneel beside his TV and shuffle through the things he had stacked beside it. "Jamie. Jamie. Jamie. Jamie. Jamie. Don't you dare ignore me! Pay attention to me darn you!"

Jamie tried to control his laughter as he incoherently mumbled something under his breath, not even giving Jack the satisfaction by acknowledging anything he was saying as he continued to call out his name as if he were a five year old begging for his mother's attention.

Jack blew a small gust of freezing wind, letting some frost gather along with it as he sent it in Jamie's direction. He felt something brush up against his ankle, but rubbed it with his other foot to get rid of the itch and took no other notice of it. The small yet freezing gust of wind and frost landed perfectly right on the back of Jamie's neck, making him yelp in surprise, though he tried his best to keep as quiet as possible, and slapped the back of his neck and began to rub it as he looked back at Jack angrily.

"Oh good, you're still with the land of the living," Jack said excitedly as he sat upright again. "Now let's do something already!"

"What do you think I'm doing over here?!" Jamie moved out of the way to allow Jack to see him picking through his assortment of video games, having only three picked out. "I'm trying to figure out which one would actually be a challenge for the both of us."

"Why make it a challenge? Get one we're both great at and we can make it really interesting!"

"Great. Just go ahead and tell me one we're equally good at because last I checked you sucked at most of these." Jamie continued to looks through the small assortment that he had picked out as he and Jack continued their banter and bickering at one another.

"I'm getting the hang of it."

"Not really."

"What's that supposed to mean!?"

"It means you suck at most of these games, Jack. And don't try to deny it either because I know that you that you're as good as me in most of these. Heck, I beat you in Mario Kart, Jack. Mario Kart! That's like one of the easiest games I have!"

"Hey, that rainbow one almost made me throw my controller out the window! There is no way I am playing that one again! It ticked me off to no end and I have no idea how you could possibly see that as fun." Jack pouted as he folded his arms, adding a small 'humph' as he did so.

"The only thing I saw as 'fun' was you having a hissy fit as I beat you in the hardest track in the game!"

Again, Jack felt something itching at the back of his foot, this time raising his leg in order to scratch it. "Gee, I can tell you're such a wonderful friend," he commented monotone.

"You're the one that's sticking around here you know. You're free to go whenever you like."

"Be careful what you wish for, Bennett. You just might get it."

"Oh please, you're like a lost puppy. If anything happened to me you'd throw a hissy fit. I don't think you'd make it a month without coming back if we decided to stop being friends."

"Is that a challenge I hear, Jamie?"

The teen paused for a short moment as he thought it over, at first mockingly but then actually giving it a small moment of thought before answering, "Nah. I like having snow days. Gives me a reason to sleep in every now and then."

Jack scoffed at the idea of only being Jamie's friend so he could extort more snow out of him. "Well gee, nice to know I'm around for a reason."

"Glad to help."

"Would you forget about the video games, Jamie?!" Jack motioned his open hand towards the window as he continued. "Let's go outside! We haven't had a snowball fight in forever! Come on! For old time's sake, let's just go outside and have a free-for-all!"

Jamie looked back to see Jack motion towards the window and set his games back down on his hardwood flooring, standing up and brushing off whatever dust might have collected on his knees. "Jack, it's freezing out there!"

"Okay see, one, I'm Jack Frost. I don't care. Two, put on a jacket ya wuss!"

"Dude, we'd wake up the whole neighborhood, don't deny it. We'd get too loud even if we tried."

"See, here's the thing, they won't hear me. They'll hear you. So that's no problem for me. Now quit complaining and out on some shoes!" Jack even went so far as to start bouncing lightly on Jamie's bed, making it creak under his weight as he didn't even try to contain his excitement.

Jamie rolled his eyes as he sighed in defeat. He knew if he didn't say yes then Jack would just bug him about it until he did. It was one of the many ways he could get his way whenever he was around Jamie, and he knew it all too well. "Fine. Whatever, let's do this," Jamie said as he walked towards Jack to collect the shoes he had placed by his bedside when he had clumsily kicked them off when he returned home earlier. "And I don't think you're the one to be telling others to put on shoes," he commented as he put on his shoes, making sure they were tight enough so they wouldn't go flying off.

"Oh yeah, like I haven't heard anything like that before."

Jack stood up as Jamie put on his second shoe and once again felt something tickle the back of his foot. He raised his foot to scratch it, looking down and wondering what it was that was making it itch like this. Except this time, it didn't feel as if something brushed up against it like it had felt before, it felt as if something had just breathed on it. Jack didn't even want to look, afraid that me might be right. He held his arm out in front of Jamie as he slowly told Jamie, as if he wanted Jamie to hear every syllable he said,

"Jamie, I need you to stand back for me."

"What?" Jamie asked as he finished lacing his last shoe and straightened his back. "Why?"

"Just stand back for me, alright?" Jack said in a slightly louder and sterner tone.

"Okay, okay!" Jamie raised his hands as he did as Jack told him, startled and very worried as to what the sudden emotional change was all about.

He noticed Jack looking underneath his bed and already felt his heart increase. He knew better and tried to calm himself down, knowing this is exactly what Pitch wanted, if he really was under there. He hated how he was acting in this sudden change of events. He was doing the one thing he never wanted to do, show fear.

"Hand me my staff," Jack told him as he moved just slightly in front of Jamie.

Jamie politely obliged and handed Jack his staff, careful not to get any closer to the bed. He hated how Jack was treating this. Jamie wasn't a little kid anymore and felt Jack protecting him like this was a bit much. It was one thing to tell him to stand back, but to cover him and make it look as if Jamie was cowering behind him was something else entirely.

"Jack I swear this better not be one of your little pranks because, if it is, it isn't funny."

"This isn't a joke, Jamie. I felt something rub against me from under there."

Jamie paused for a moment as he tried to comprehend what Jack as telling him. Once again, it seemed as if Jack was overthinking things. "Uhm, are you sure it wasn't just a draft? Or maybe you're imagining things?"

"Only one way to find out!" Jack got down on his knees and bent over so he could see underneath the bed, seeing nothing but the other side of Jamie's room with absolutely nothing blocking the way.

"You see anything?" Jamie asked as he bent down lower and closer to Jack, curious as to what actually might be under there.

"I see a collection of magazines," Jack lied. "Anything you'd like to tell me?"

Jamie let out a small chuckle as he responded, "Yeah. I have a dark secret no one can ever know. And by the way, they're all anime chicks and it's full of that tentacle crap. It's kind of hot."

"Nice," Jack said with a nod. "I'm not really into Asian chicks though. I'm more of a cougar chaser myself."

"…Ew?" was all Jamie could say in response.

Joking aside, Jack really was curious as to if something really was under there. He knew he didn't imagine what he had felt earlier. Once would have been alright, twice would have been acceptable. But three times, and considering what had been going on recently, Jack wanted to be absolutely sure and take as little chances as possible. He shuffled his staff in his hand and slowly slid the crook under the bed, starting from the foot and making his way towards the head.

"Look Jack, seriously, if there's nothing under there then maybe we should just forge-"

A raspy yet loud scream interrupted Jamie as a fearling flew out form the shadow underneath Jamie's bed, making Jack jump back and bump into Jamie's leg, making him tumble back and almost fall down as well, but luckily catching himself just in time to see the fearling fly out from under the bed and hover right in front of Jamie just for a short moment before flying to the other side of the room and hiding in the corner, backing away as far as it could against the wall.

There was too much light for it to hide in the shadows, so all it could do for the time being was watch as Jack stood up, quickly standing in front of Jamie as he pointed the crook of his staff directly at it.

"Nothing under there, huh?" Jack rhetorically asked.

"Hey, it was a fifty-fifty chance. Could've happened to anyone." Jamie stared at the fearling as it hovered there, both hands with its long and pointy fingers on both of the walls that made the small corner it was hiding it, it's shadowy ghost-like tail swaying back and forth as its hollow eyes seemed to stare at him, waiting for him to make some kind of foolish move that would ultimately give him the upper hand.

"So, what's the plan here? Why are we wasting time having a stand-off?"

"Because I'm trying to figure out what this means," Jack answered, not taking his eyes off of the fearling. There was only one reason that it could have been there, and it wasn't a reason Jack wanted to say aloud in case Jamie didn't realize it.

Unfortunately, Jamie didn't fully understand just yet. "What it means is that this fearling is out in the open while it tried to do what fearling's do and give nightmares and we, but mostly you since you have the weapon here, should get rid of it while we still can. We have the upper-hand here in case you haven't realized."

Jack sucked in his lips as he went to look at Jamie, but quickly corrected himself and looked straight back at the fearling, knowing that if he took his eyes off of it even for only a second it would seize the opportunity to strike either of them.

"Jamie, these things are sent by Pitch. I'm not exactly sure if they go willy-nilly throughout the world, not without Pitch being close by."

Although Pitch's lair wasn't that far from the town, Jack still figured it was too far of a distance to go on its own without being told specifically by Pitch where to go.

"Okay, so? Meaning?" Jamie still hadn't connected the dots, and Jack really didn't want to have to tell him what he needed to know.

"Jamie," he said in the best and most comforting way he could possibly think of. "This means we were right. Pitch is after you. Those weren't just normal nightmares. Pitch wanted you to have them."

Jamie stood there in shock as the realization suddenly came to him. Jack was right, if this fearling came tonight, then what was to say Pitch didn't come earlier when he was having those other nightmares?

"S-so what? Does this mean that Pitch really is holding a grudge and is finally acting about it?"

"We don't know that for a fact. Besides even if he was, it's not like he knows we know." Jack moved his hand around the staff, getting ready to fire away at the fearling. "In fact, I'm pretty sure he might when he notices one of his little pets hasn't come home, don't you think?"

"Okay so, what do we do afterwards? Pitch could always send another one."

"Like I said, when he knows we know, and that by taking you he'd have all of us to face, right now it's not the best idea. He's losing believers, so he can't be that strong just yet."

"So, you think he was doing this just to mess with us?"

"I'm actually surprised he waited this long to do it to be honest. Pretty sure he's given you a nightmare before, but three in less than a week's time? He must really be enjoying this then."

"Yeah. That's great for him. I'm glad Pitch is so happy," Jamie replied sarcastically. "Can you freeze this thing already?"

"On it." Jack readied himself to shoot at the fearling, knowing it would be easy with it just floating there, the two of them standing at its only passage back to Pitch thanks to the moonlight and glow from the TV blocking it from every other entrance back to the lair, the small corner it was in not dark enough thanks to Jamie's bedside lamp setting some small light on the fearling. Jack wondered however if there was more than one fearling hiding under the bed. If there were, then it definitely complicated things. Jack needed to have Jamie keep an eye out. But then, stubbornly and out of force-of-habit that Jack didn't even think about, he blinked his eyes and looked back at Jamie for a short second to tell him, "keep on the lookout for any more fear-"

As if Jack had just pulled the trigger on a loaded gun, the fearling sprang out at the two of them. Hissing as it reached out ready to claw at Jack.

"Look out!" Jamie cried.

But luckily, Jack was just as quick as the fearling. As soon as the fearling was within reach, Jack swatted it as if it were a baseball and sent it flying and phasing right through the window.

The whole thing happened so quickly and spontaneously, Jamie had to blink and lightly shake his head a few times before realizing what had just happened, and by the time he did, jack was already opening the window and getting ready to jump out.

"What the heck are you doing!?" Jamie called out as Jack stood on his windowsill.

"Well I'm not just gonna stand here and let that thing get away am I?" Jack jumped out of the room and into the night sky, clutching his staff tight as he saw the fearling fly down the street and deeper into the neighborhood. "Stay there!" he told Jamie as he flew straight towards the fearling

"As if I have anything better to do!" Jamie called out as he leaned out to see Jack chase the fearling for as long as he could before shutting his window.

He looked back at the corner where the fearling was once cowering, wondering what would have happened had jack not found it. Of course the answer was simple; he would have just had a nightmare.

One question still remained on his mind for the moment however. If that fearling had been successful in its mission, how far would the dreams have gone? Would they be just as terrible as the other one had been, or would they get worse with each passing night until he had done something about it?

Jamie turned around to go sit on his bed, but stopped short as he looked down to see the bottom of his bed and began to wonder, what if there was something else hiding under there, just waiting for him to be asleep and vulnerable?

Jamie stepped back and went to peek under his bed just to be sure, but quickly stood upright, figuring that it wasn't the best idea just in case there was considering he didn't have anything to defend himself with save his own two fists. Instead he went over to his desk, opened a drawer, and pulled out the flashlight he kept in there in case of emergencies, which he figured, given the current situation, was definitely an emergency.

He flipped on the flashlight and very carefully and slowly got on his knees and placed the flashlight at the foot of the bed, letting the light illuminate the underside of his bed, allowing little darkness to let more fearlings enter form under there.

He stood up and placed his hands at his side as he thought if that would be of any use considering there were multiple spots for fearlings to enter.

He looked back towards the window as he rubbed his head, realizing how he was behaving, and thought aloud, "Jack you better hurry. I'm questioning my sanity over here."

* * *

><p>Jack wasted no time catching up to the fearling, who, no matter how hard he tried, was unable to get jack off of its tail. It wasn't long before Jack caught up to the fearling, flying right beside it as he smirked and said to it, "I think you're lost buddy. Your daddy lives that-a-way," Jack pointed with his thumb in the opposite direction as he spoke to the fearling, but not waiting for an answer before he sped up and flew right in front of the fearling.<p>

The ghost-like apparition stopped just short of flying right into Jack's chest, looking up at Jack with a shocked and worried expression before grinning and baring its claws and it let out a raspy moan. Jack on the other hand wasn't the least bit scared of the fearling and pointed his staff right at it, keeping his smile as he said, "Sorry pal, but I kept a promise to a friend of mine that I'd waste any fearling I saw for her. Sucks for you, doesn't it?"

The fearling slowly backed away as if to retreat and leave Jack be, keeping its foggy gray eyes focused on the winter spirit as it wiggled its own sharp fingers, eager to rip Jack to shreds. The fearling only got a couple feet away before it screamed and flew straight for Jack, who didn't even blink as he shot a cold blast of frost right at the fearling's face, making it burst into tiny particles as its scream faded into nothing. Jack turned his head and closed his eyes as the tiny bits of the fearling flew against him. '_Funny,_' he thought, '_I didn't think fearlings burst into sand like that_.' Disregarding the new discovery he had just made, Jack quickly jumped right back into the air and flew towards Jamie's house, jumping and flying from rooftop to rooftop to see how his friend was doing. It didn't take him long to reach the Bennett house, tapping on the window before letting himself in, knowing Jamie wouldn't have a problem.

He found the teen sitting on his bed, legs pulled close to him so they wouldn't be hanging over the edge, staring at the unmuted TV as it played through his show. "Not gonna lie, if I didn't know what just happened, I'd say you look creepy and possibly in need of help."

"I needed a distraction," Jamie said, not even looking at Jack as he entered the room.

Jack completely understood why Jamie would feel that way. It only made sense if he found out Pitch would be after him just as they had thought previously to have done something to take his mind off of it. Jack even thought that he might have done the same if he were in Jamie's shoes. "Well, it's no biggie, right?" he asked as he reached out and patted Jamie's back. "What did I tell ya earlier, huh? It's nothing, and you know that."

Jamie nodded in understanding as he reached for the remote. "Yeah," he said as he muted the TV, wanting as much light in the room as possible, "but that doesn't make it any less creepy you know?" Jamie managed to let out a small laugh as he spoke to Jack. "I mean, I know it'll be fine and all, like you said, no biggie. But…I don't know, is it weird that I'm still freaking out?" Jamie looked to Jack, expecting more words of wisdom for him to follow.

No matter how old he got, Jamie always found some way to confide in Jack and Jack wouldn't judge him no matter what and always said some words of wisdom along with his response. These kinds of talks always brought hope back to Jamie, knowing that he could be open with him like he was. Though it did seem out of character to Jamie for Jack to be this honest and sincere sometimes compared to how rambunctious he usually was, Jack was sure from the beginning to let Jamie know that he would always be there for him.

Even from the very first time they met, right after they first stopped Pitch, Jack made sure Jamie would always have hope and stay happy for as long as he could, treasuring every happy moment that came his way. Jack knew this just as well, feeling as though being the Guardian of Fun had more than just the rule of 'make sure they have fun'. Jack had to make sure that his believers knew that even if things were bad, they would always get better in the end. In a way, jack felt he might be helping Bunny by giving the children hope every now and then. Just like he wanted the kids to have as much fun as they could, Jack treasured every moment he could with a child whenever they were smiling just because of something that he had done.

Jack placed a calming hand on Jamie's shoulder as he told him, "No. No it isn't. But you know what? I think that fearling showed exactly what Pitch is like. He can be all big and tough and cower in the corner, but as soon as you fight back and make him think he can't win, he'll run. There's a difference between us and him. I bet he'd run as soon as things start to look like he can't win or has already lost, but us? We'd stay and fight for as long as we could."

"Jack the last time we fought him he only ran because he had lost. Sandy came back and children started believing again, remember?"

"You're point?" Jack continued. "You don't know if Pitch would have done anything if his night-mares hadn't attacked him like they did. He might have, he might not have, but we? We kept fighting even when you were the only believer left." Jack gave Jamie's shoulder a small squeeze as he finished, "Besides, if it were me and I just found out that Pitch watched me while I slept, I'd be pretty weirded out too."

Jamie couldn't help but chuckle lightly at Jack's little joke at Pitch's expense. He never ceased to surprise him whenever he needed some friendly advice or a simple 'cheer up' speech. Although he didn't want to say it, Jamie almost felt embarrassed that he was asking this of Jack. Here he was, this nineteen year old getting freaked out by the Boogieman and having to rely on his friend, the Guardian of Fun, to help cheer him up. It almost seemed too childish for him, and yet, he didn't really care. Jamie was just glad that Jack was there to help him and knew that Jack wouldn't think any less of him for being this vulnerable and weak, though Jack more than likely didn't see Jamie being weak in any way because of this.

"Gee, thanks. Now I'm creeped out for a multitude of reasons."

"You're absolutely welcome" Jack patted Jamie on the back a few more times before he walked back towards the window, pointing at Jamie as he told him, "Now finished getting dressed so I can kick your butt in that snowball fight."

"You serious? What if there's more out there? Are you sure it's safe?" Jamie asked, still getting up from his bed and grabbing his jacket and scarf anyways.

Jack held up his staff and leaned it towards Jamie, smirking as he bragged, "I don't think they'd be dumb enough to go after this."

"They've done it before, haven't they?"

"You're just trying to be a Negative Nancy tonight, aren't you?"

"Just pointing out the obvious." Jamie grabbed his gloves, which he rarely put on despite the fact he felt as if his fingers would freeze off every time he participated in a snowball fight, and headed for the door, looking back at Jack and telling him, "Be out there in a bit," before quietly leaving his room and walking down the hallway and down the stairs, trying his best not to make any noise that might wake up anyone inside the house.

He looked around once he had reached the downstairs, making sure there was no one in the living room that might see him leave then house this late at night. If he knew Sophie would keep it together, he might wake her up and invite her to have some fun with the two of them, but he knew she'd get too loud and probably end up waking up their mother and getting both of them in trouble. But then again, he technically didn't have to say that Jack came over, so no harm no foul.

He very slowly opened the back door and walked outside, gently closing the door before being startled as a snowball exploded on the wall right in front of him, making him almost shout in surprise. Jamie turned around to see Jack tossing a snowball in his hand, smiling as he shrugged his shoulders.

"The game starts once you reach the outside buddy. Right now, it's time for war!" Jack stood to the side, allowing Jamie to run out to his small backyard and said, "I'll give you a ten second head start to make any snowballs that you may need. Of course if I were you, I wouldn't worry about making the snowballs as much as I would focus on running."

Jamie laughed as he did the latter and headed for the gate, knowing there would be plenty more snow available for him to use out there instead of being confined to just his small backyard. The two of them spent an hour having a blast as they threw snowball after snowball at each other, having a world's worst snowman competition (Jack's idea), and even seeing how far Jamie could go barefoot in the snow, which actually was longer than jack had anticipated by lasting over 10 minutes before calling it quits and rushing back to his porch to brush off the snow and put his shoes back on.

All in all though, the two of them had a fun and very exciting time before Jamie went back inside, not being able to stand the cold any longer.

They spent the rest of their time in Jamie's room, Jack trying his best to finally beat Jamie on the rainbow level in Mario Kart.

* * *

><p>Hiccup blew out the candle that brightened his room as he sat on the edge of his wooden bed, Toothless already curled up in a ball as he soundly slept, not being stirred at all by Hiccup moving around his room.<p>

Hiccup hadn't told anyone about Jack yet, but how could he? It wasn't as if anyone would believe him. If anything he'd go right back to being the village weirdo that simply embarrassed his dad. He wondered when he would get to see Jack again, remembering how he had promised to see him the next day but never showed.

That was two days ago, and still he hadn't seen any sign of Jack. He believed Jack when he told him he would come back, but wondered what might happen if he never would come back.

He was absolutely certain that it wasn't a dream, even Toothless remembered having the winter spirit around. Hiccup stood up and very quietly, not wanting to wake his dad or Toothless, walked towards his window and looked outside, staring at the night sky for any sign of Jack. Of course even if Jack was there, it wasn't likely that he would see him.

Most of the light from the town was starting to go out, save a few torches here and there along the homes to light anyone's way should they be outside at this time of night, and the only thing illuminating the sky being the moon and the hundreds of stars that glistened as they glowed throughout the sky. A dragon flying in the sky would have been an easy thing for Hiccup to notice, but a skinny boy like Jack would have been much more difficult.

Hiccup rubbed his eyes as he leaned out of his window and blocked it with a small box that was just the right size so that it fit perfectly inside the small square he called a window so that no more cold air or any nighttime snow that might fall could get inside, and walked back to his bed got as comfortable as he could, taking the blanket and covering himself as he tried to fall asleep. He opened just one eye as he heard Toothless make a small growling noise in his sleep. He smiled as he closed his eye, wondering whatever it was he might be dreaming about.

Hiccup never had to worry about his dreams. He didn't pay that much attention to them unless they were something along the lines of him flying with Toothless, or somehow dreaming up an idea for a new invention he could use that would benefit the people in Berk. Sometimes he even dreamed he was flying on his own right beside Toothless, as if he had wings and a tail of his own, doing flips and tricks all throughout the sky as he and Toothless amazed anyone who might be watching. It wasn't that often that Hiccup found himself having a bad dream, so to him the only ones he didn't like were the ones where nothing really interesting seemed to happen.

Before he could wonder anymore about Toothless' dreams, Hiccup moved his arm under his head and tried to get more comfortable, almost effortlessly falling asleep quickly with ease and little to no trouble, save the parts whenever he heard Toothless call out in his own sleep.

* * *

><p><strong>See? What did I tell you? Boring stuff. Anywho, feel free to leave a comment or review and thanks again for reading!<strong>


	8. Chapter 8

**Well, this took longer to write than expected. My muse has just decided to pack up and leave apparently, plus now that I'm back at school I apparently need to have something called a social life. But since my bootcamp is almost over I can have more time to relax and getting stuff done, which also includes writing!**

**So yeah, sorry for the long wait. Enjoy!**

* * *

><p><strong>Chapter 8<strong>

Hiccup wasn't sure what woke him up first. His dad making noise downstairs as he got ready for his day, the possibility that his body just instinctively woke up around this time of day, or the fact that Toothless wouldn't stop nudging his side, eager to get Hiccup out of bed and ready for their morning flight. If he had to guess, it was probably the latter.

Hiccup rolled over onto his stomach as he pulled the sheets over his head. Despite being a morning person, Hiccup could live without having Toothless wake him every single day to remind him of their daily morning routine. He'd lived without it for 16 years or so, he could definitely do without it for much longer. "Not now Toothless," Hiccup groaned out as Toothless let out a small whine of protest. "Just," he paused for a moment to yawn, "just a few more minutes, okay? Or maybe an hour, whatever works for you. I don't care." Of course, Toothless was never the type of dragon to just go ahead and give up so easily. He lifted his two front paws and slammed them down on Hiccup's bed, making the small Viking's head bounce on top of his pillow. "Or not. You-you could not listen to me."

Hiccup begrudgingly sat up as he rubbed his eyes, yawning once more before looking over at his friend, who was now sitting at the foot of his bed in anticipation, barely keeping still as he eagerly awaited for his rider to get out of his wooden bed and get ready to go flying.

"You know I've said it once and I'll say it again bud," Hiccup began as he placed his feet on the floor, "there's really no need to wake me up this early to go flying. It's not like if we do the gods are just gonna destroy the sky or anything. I'm perfectly capable of waking up on my own." If Toothless could speak he would have such an argument to say to Hiccup. The boy hardly ever woke up when Toothless would want him to unless he 'helped' him, if Hiccup would even call it that. Hiccup stood up and stretched his arms before scratching the back of his head as he walked downstairs to see his dad fixing his vest and grabbing his helmet.

"Ah, good morning, son!" he called out as he saw his son and his dragon walk down the stairs.

"Morning, Dad." Hiccup stepped out Toothless' way so that they wouldn't bother with Stoick as he made sure everything was ready for when he left. Stoick was one of those people where, when it came to him fixing things or trying to get a job done, it would be best not to stand in his way or end up being trampled by not paying attention to what was in front of him. Thankfully, there was enough room beside the stairs for both Hiccup and Toothless to effectively be out of his way.

Hiccup couldn't help but note how busy his dad seemed this morning. It was if there was a dragon attack while he had slept and just now saw all the damage and chaos he had somehow slept through. "You, uh, you busy today?"

Stoick didn't answer but instead focused primarily on setting aside the small bowl he had his breakfast in. Hiccup rarely ate in his own home, most of the time he just ate in the Meade Hall, but Stoick decided to eat in the privacy of his own, much more quiet home every now and then where it would be a little more peaceful. Sometimes he would even get the chance to eat with Hiccup whenever the two of them got some time to spend with each other since both of them nowadays were leading very hectic lives. "Ahem, dad?" Hiccup called out again.

"Wassat?" Stoick mumbled as he looked back up towards his son. "Oh! Yes, I um, I have several important things to take care of today."

"Anything I can help with?" Hiccup was always sure to see if his dad needed his help with anything. It made him feel a little more important despite being the fact he was known throughout the village as Berk's Dragon Trainer. Plus, it felt good knowing that he could help make his dad's day just a little bit easier.

Stoick paused for a short moment as he looked at the wall on the other side of the room, mouth slightly open as he thought about Hiccup's question and wondered if there really was anything that he could help him with today. He quickly shook his head and answered, "Nope. I don't think so, not today anyways. I just need to help with the fishing boats and then oversee some maintenance plans to make sure there's no dangerous patches of ice anywhere. Nothing too big for your ol' man to handle."

"Oh, well, okay then. More time for me to help with the Academy then."

"You focus too much time on the Academy, you know."

"Not really, dad. We need to be ready in case Alvin or someone else attacks Berk."

"True. That's why we have warriors and other weapons like shields or swords or arrows. You needn't push yourself son. It's not as if the entire island is depending on you." Stoick placed his helmet on as he walked towards the door. "That's my job."

Hiccup couldn't help but laugh at his dad's joke. But it was true though. The town really did look up to his dad more than they looked up to him. That would change whenever Hiccup became chief of Berk, but thankfully that wouldn't happen for a long, long time; at least Hiccup hoped. "Yeah, I guess you're right."

Stoick stopped just in front of the door to look back at Hiccup and say, "Look, all I am saying is that you mustn't worry so much is all. I know I can be hard on ya at times, but you must learn to have some fun every now and then. I appreciate your help and all, but you focus on the Academy a little too much. You don't need to worry about taking care of the village until you become Chief, and that's not going to happen for a long time. Stop worrying about everything and let me handle some of the bigger issues here."

"Dad in case you've forgotten, I ride the _unholy offspring of lightening and death itself_. I think I can have a little fun." Hiccup spoke Toothless' incredibly long nickname with a hint of sarcasm, though to him it was just a force of habit to add that little bit in.

"You know what I mean." Stoick opened the door as he finished, "Why don't you take the day off, huh? I don't recall you having an official meeting today anyways, right?"

"Just something with me and Astrid is all," Hiccup answered with a small shrug of his shoulders.

"Good! Then I'm sure she wouldn't mind if you took the day and off and, I don't know, do whatever it is you kids do when you're not training your dragons. Invent something. Sketch new ideas. Do whatever makes you happy." Stoick pointed at Hiccup for emphasis, lightly shaking his finger but not making his tone a stern one. "Don't stress yourself out."

Hiccup reached back to pet Toothless' head as he stood beside the young Viking. "I won't, Dad."

"Good. Have a good day then, son." With that, Stoick closed the door and went off to do whatever work he had to get done.

Hiccup looked back to Toothless, who was still just as eager to start their flight, as he shook his head and shrugged his shoulders, holding out his hands as he said, "All I asked him was if he needed my help." Toothless tilted his head in confusion slightly, not sure what Hiccup meant. His dad did make sense. Hiccup almost always was busy trying to do something to help out with the Academy, his dad, or his friends. It would only make sense that his father would be concerned for his well-being. Hiccup sighed as he walked towards the door. "Ah, well. I guess he's right. But hey! Look on the bright side! More flying time for you and me, huh bud?"

Now that really got Toothless excited. The Night Fury practically forced Hiccup outside once he opened the door, allowing the two to admire the scenery of the snow-covered village. By now one would think Hiccup would be used to the sight of waking up during the winter months and seeing snow wherever he looked, but for some reason it meant more to him now than it had before. Probably because he recently met the guy that was responsible for it all. Hiccup scratched behind Toothless' ear as he asked him, "Alright bud, you ready?" As if he really needed to ask. He didn't even bother waiting for Toothless to give him some kind of response before he mounted Toothless and adjusted himself, making sure his artificial foot was secure in the small strap that controlled Toothless' tail fin.

"Okay Toothless, you know what to do." Finally having the room to do so, Toothless spread out his large and dark black spotted wings and flapped them as hard as he could as he jumped into the air, flying high into the cloudy and blue sky as the cold winter wind smacked against both of their faces. Neither of them minded however; it made the experience a little more enjoyable. Once the duo stabilized themselves, they were free to take in and enjoy the sights around them.

And enjoy them they did.

It wasn't as if they could help it either. The calm feel of the wind on their face once they slowed down, the beautiful view of the sun shining through the winter clouds, and not to mention the scenery that every time managed to take Hiccup's breath away. Toothless, being a dragon, was used to seeing this kind of scenery since he was born. But for Hiccup, it felt as if it was a blessing from the gods themselves. And as much as the snow used to get on his nerves sometimes, he did have to admit that seeing Berk's white rooftops and pathways and forests was a sight he could stare at all day.

Seeing the snow, however, only made Hiccup once again think back to Jack. Where was he? Why hadn't he come back? Would he ever come back? Hiccup didn't like to think such negative things, but he couldn't help it. Even if Jack was the bringer of snow and frost and everything else winter weather related, Hiccup couldn't help but wonder what it would be like if he didn't see Jack till next year. Perhaps, if that were the case, he might treasure their time together more than he did the last that they met.

But Jack said he would be back much sooner than that, didn't he? And besides, like he had just told himself, Jack was a busy person. There were lots of places besides the islands that Jack had to take care of. Despite the fact that three days ago, Jack had promised to see Hiccup the next day, he still knew that he had to see Jack again sooner or later. And to be honest, he would much prefer sooner than later.

Toothless let out a small little chirp of excitement and happiness as they lowered themselves, turning to the right and flying right over the center of Berk and then turning around and flying right over the ocean. "I don't know how long we should fly out here, bud. I gotta talk to Astrid, remember?"

"About what?!"

Hiccup turned his head to see Astrid flying behind him on Stormfly, catching up to them in a matter of seconds. "Hey! Didn't expect to see you out here so early."

Astrid waved one of her arms as she stated, "Well what can I say? I love a good morning flight as much as the next Viking."

"Sooo," Hiccup looked around to make sure that they were in fact the only two Vikings flying their dragons at the moment, seeing no dragons flying high up in the air or over Berk, "I'm guessing you're just referring to me then?" Hiccup slowed Toothless down gently enough that soon they came to a halt and, as Astrid mimicked him, both of them and their dragons were simply floating in mid-air over the freezing waters as they continued to greet one another.

"It looks that way," Astrid commented as she looked around. "I can't believe we're the only ones flying this early! The view's great today!"

"Fine. Then you can be the one to try to convince Snotlout to get out here and enjoy it with us."

"He'd only find some way to make a really bad joke about it. That is if Hookfang didn't singe his butt first."

Hiccup rolled his eyes as he laughed and looked out to Berk, wondering if anyone, even Fishlegs, might take this opportunity to see how Berk looked this morning from up above. "Yeah, Yeah I bet he would."

"So," Stormfly flew in front of Hiccup and Toothless, essentially blocking their view of Berk as Astrid folded her and gave her usual sly smirk that made her look as if she were some know-it-all and Hiccup was just someone she was waiting for the opportunity to show off her skills towards, "you ready for the race today?"

Crap. Hiccup had almost forgotten about it. It was the only reason he would have been going to the Academy that day. Although it was really a test to see if Stormfly was getting any faster, Astrid couldn't help but want to challenge Hiccup to yet another race between their dragons; and Hiccup could never resist the opportunity to remind Astrid that he had the fastest dragon known to man, so he gladly accepted her offer. Of course now he had to find some way around it. "Oh, yeah, our race."

"You forgot didn't you?" Astrid asked with a slight tilt of her head, keeping her small smile.

"No! No, of course not! It's just, well, my dad doesn't exactly want me doing anything for the Academy today."

"And since when did you always listen to your dad?"

Point taken. "Alright, I'll give you that," Hiccup commented with a small nod, Toothless' eyes never leaving Stormfly as if, if it were up to them, the race would have already started since the moment they crossed paths just a few moments ago.

"And besides, it's not anything for the Academy! It's just a simple, nice, clean, and brutal race that'll end up humiliating whoever loses." Astrid pounded her fist into her open hand for extra emphasis. As if she really needed to. Astrid was always known for being the tough one that loved a good fight every now and then. If she never got the chance, she could always thank Snotlout for giving her a very good reason to punch something; or in most cases, someone.

"Oh yes, I almost forgot. There's the demeaning aspect of the other getting to gloat in the losers face."

"Are you going to pass up this opportunity?"

"You wish!" Toothless turned around and flew for not even two seconds before turning back around and flying right over Astrid and Stormfly's head. The two dived back down and now reversed their previous roles, Toothless and Hiccup now being the ones blocking Astrid's view of the snow-covered Berk. "So, rules?"

"The usual."

"From where to where?"

Astrid moved to her left to get a good look over Berk, not wanting this race to last too long. Practically everywhere in Berk seemed to be busy, other Vikings hustling and bustling through their everyday early morning routine, and she would be willing bet that there were plenty of small children running about in the snow and having some fun while they still could. Everywhere seemed to be full of busy people that they would only get in the way of. Everywhere, that is, except the Academy. Hardly anyone went by there unless they were going to continue training their dragons, and there was no meeting today, so it was completely free as far as she knew of anyone that they would bother. Plus, it was a straight bee-line to the Academy, and right over the water too! There was no way this would annoy anyone.

"There!" Astrid shouted as she pointed towards the Academy.

Hiccup looked over to where she was pointing to see the Academy, empty of any Viking or dragon. A perfect finish line for their race. He looked back to Astrid and, with a nod of his head, positioned himself right beside her so that both of them were facing the Academy. "Sounds good to me." He bent down as if he were an animal ready to pounce on its unsuspecting prey, Astrid doing the same, and gently gave Toothless a few pats on his side. "Don't worry bud," he said aside to Toothless, "we've got this one in the bag."

Astrid, on the other hand, was doing the exact same thing to Stormfly. "Come on girl. I know you can beat them." Stormfly let out a small shrill of confidence as she readied herself as well. It was almost as if it were a ritual for both Viking and dragon to have one little bonding moment between the two of them before the start of any race, which would usually consist of a few gentle pats and a warm and caring little pre-game confidence booster.

"Care to do the honors, Hiccup?" Astrid called out as she readied herself, staring straight at the finish line in anticipation for Hiccup to begin the race.

"On your mark!"

Astrid bit her bottom lip in anticipation.

"Get set!"

Toothless shook his head as if loosening up while he still had the chance right before Hiccup would shout,

"GO!"

Not even a second later were both of the dragons flying as fast as they could go, neck and neck from the very beginning. The wind Hiccup felt when he and Toothless first took off felt nothing compared to the harsh blast that he felt when they both took off towards the Academy. But the urge to show Astrid who really had the faster dragon kept Hiccup from letting the harsh wind get in his way.

If their _usual rules_ didn't say anything against it, neither Hiccup nor Astrid would be against playing this game a little dirty and bump against one another. But of course they would rather not put their dragons in danger of hurting themselves by slamming against the other, so instead they simply bounced back and forth between being in the lead or coming in dead last. The race was already halfway done and still the two kept changing spots. Astrid even went so far as to fly overhead Hiccup and try to taunt him. "Forget it Hiccup! This time, Stormfly's just better than Toothless!"

"We'll see about that!" Then, as if Hiccup had just said some magic spell, he felt a gust of wind come from behind, giving Toothless an extra push in the race. Hiccup turned to see if maybe someone was following them, their dragon causing the sudden gust of wind by flapping their wings, but saw no one and quickly turned his mind back to the race. He smiled even wider now that he realized that that burst of wind gave them the right advantage to win the race, now three feet ahead of Astrid.

Of course Astrid would have been able to catch up to them had she been given enough time. But by the time that she did, the two had already crossed their 'finish line' and Hiccup was already beginning to land inside the Academy. The race itself went by fairly quickly, lasting for only around thirty seconds, but thanks to the adrenaline rush and the sheer fun of it all, it seemed to have lasted much longer for the two Vikings. But the race itself wasn't the best part for Hiccup. The best part was yet to come. He waited until Astrid landed inside the Academy before he hopped off of Toothless and strutted over to her, ready to gloat in her face; which he would feel no remorse for since she would do exactly the same had she been the winner.

"You were right, Astrid. That was quite a brutal race. So does this mean I get to, uh, laugh in the loser's humiliated face now or what?"

"You can, if you want to get a sore shoulder out of it." Astrid clenched her hand into a fist as she looked down at Hiccup, teasing him not out of being a sore loser, but because she knew Hiccup would laugh anyways so why not tease him a little?

"What?!" Hiccup threw out his arms in exasperation. Totally typical behavior of Astrid to want any excuse she could find in order to hit something. He pointed to her, shaking his finger lightly as he complained, "Come on, that is so not fair and you know it."

"Fine. You've got five seconds." Astrid jumped off of Stormfly, gently giving her a few pats on her side and a scratch on the side of her head before telling Hiccup, "Go ahead."

In a sing-song fashion, Hiccup, with fingers pointed towards the sky, bouncing them up and down one right after the other, and somewhat shaking his hips just a tad, began to taunt Astrid. "I won! I won! I w-w-w-w-won!" He was quick to set himself straight again, his hands essentially slapping his sides as his arms fell back down, effectively stopping his little dance.

Astrid folded her arms as she shook her head at Hiccup's little impromptu dance, not getting to upset at him since even she knew that if she had won the race she would probably do much worse. Hiccup was always the humble type so even when he got a chance to gloat, he wouldn't take it too far. "You done?" she replied, gesturing to him with one hand.

Hiccup waited just one short second before quickly returning back to his makeshift dance one last time before letting out another, "I won!" This time, he slowly let his arms fall back into place before nodding towards Astrid and saying, "Okay, now I'm done." Man did it feel good to be able to tease Astrid every now and then.

If Astrid had any sense she would have hit Hiccup right on his arm then and there. "You do realize that this is the only time I'm letting you get away with this, right?"

"Why do you think I'm taking my sweet time with it?" Toothless rolled his eyes as he looked over to Stormfly, who was shaking her head as she looked between Astrid and Hiccup, but squinted her eyes at Toothless. The two were just the same as their riders. They could be the closest of friends but were also the most competitive aside from Hookfang, but then again, Hookfang wasn't the type of dragon to get hooked on a competition. Most of the time he wouldn't really care, but boy if he thought he would win you could bet he would definitely try to show off as much as he could; probably even gloat afterwards if he did win. Much like his rider, except less irritating to the others.

Astrid nodded towards Toothless, smiling at him as she told him, "Nice flying, Toothless." Toothless smiled as he shook his head in glee, letting out a few coo's in thanks for Astrid's compliment. Stormfly slowly did the same, bobbing her head twice and letting out a small chirp in response. Astrid patted Stormfly once more as she looked behind her towards the exit. "Well, that was fun." She scratched the side of her arm as she looked back to Hiccup, "I haven't eaten yet. You?"

"Ah, no. No I haven't."

"You wanna go over to the Meade Hall?"

"You're going to the Meade Hall? What's wrong with the stuff you have at your place?"

"Meh, I like the Meade Hall better. It's bigger and more people are there. Besides, I don't like quiet places that much." Astrid shrugged her shoulders as if this was an obvious fact about her.

"Really?" Hiccup raised his brows, surprised that Astrid seemed so… sociable. "Never thought you'd be the type of person to like crowded places."

Astrid scoffed at Hiccup's little remark. "What's that supposed to mean?" She took a couple steps towards him, swinging her arms slowly. "Am I not a people person, Hiccup? Is that what you're saying?" she taunted.

"Uh, uh, well, n-not exactly what I was saying but I-uh-I just thought it was, you know, surprising a little that, well, you of all people were, um, okay with being surrounded by a bunch of loud and sometimes annoying adults?" Hiccup stuttered through almost every other word. What kind of question was he asking? Astrid had been around the really annoying Vikings before, but he could always see how much she wanted to hit the really obnoxious ones. He almost tripped over his own two feet as he took two steps away from Astrid. Toothless however did nothing but watch as Astrid's smile grew just a little wider as she got closer to Hiccup. "Come on, Astrid. You know I'm right; you've never liked it when they get rowdy in the Meade Hall. I was just making an observation!"

Astrid clenched her hand into a fist, a sight Hiccup couldn't help but notice. She started to raise it, but didn't even get it halfway into the air before she started to giggle, which quickly turned into laughter. Hiccup looked to Toothless to see if he even knew what was going on, but the dragon still was just enjoying the show, not making any movement towards the two Vikings.

Astrid lowered and unclenched her fist, shaking her head as her laughter died down, patting Hiccup's shoulder with her other hand. "Why Hiccup? Why are you so much fun?"

"It's a, uh, force of habit?"

Astrid rolled her eyes as she patted Hiccup's shoulder once more before letting it fall, placing both open hands on her hips. "Anyway, you're right. I don't like the annoying ones, but come on, I deal with Snotlout on a daily basis. I think I can handle a few crazy Vikings. But even you have to admit, you like getting out of your house whenever you can too, don't you?"

She did have a point. Hiccup did like to get out of the house whenever he could, and not just because it was crowded with him, his dad, and a dragon living there all under the same roof. "Ahem, yes, well, it does get pretty crowded," Hiccup answered as he scratched the back of his head. "But I mean, none of us are really there that long anyways. We've always got stuff to do." It was only then did Toothless walk over to Hiccup, who then proceeded to gently scratch the top of his pet's head. "It doesn't bother us, does it Toothless?" The Night Fury purred in agreement as he enjoyed the feeling of having his head scratched.

"Well, glad to see you two are on the same page." Astrid nodded behind her towards the exit and asked, "So, wanna grab a bite before all the good stuff is taken?"

"It's the Meade Hall," Hiccup said as he stopped scratching Toothless. "There is no "good stuff.""

"True. There's no real _touch_ to anything there, huh?"

"Astrid all the food here is tough and practically has no taste. Making it yourself just makes it a little more bearable." Toothless bumped his head gently against Hiccup, politely asking him to continue scratching. Hiccup let out a small chuckle as he did as his friend asked and said, "Besides, you guys have it lucky. You eat raw fish and nothing else." Both Stormfly and Toothless let out small chuckles at Hiccup's obvious statement.

"Whatever." Astrid pointed behind her with her thumb, asking Hiccup one last time before she left. "You coming or what?"

Hiccup shrugged his shoulders as he mulled it over. "Maybe, I dunno. Not really that hungry."

"Well if you need me, you know where I'll be for a little while." Astrid made a small salute to Hiccup with her index and middle finger before giving a small wave of her hand to Toothless. "C'mon girl, let's get some nice trout for ya, would you like that?" Stormfly chirped as she followed Astrid out of the Academy, Hiccup giving her a small wave in response.

Hiccup smiled as he saw the two walk off. It couldn't be disputed that he and Astrid didn't exactly start off as friends from the moment they met, but Astrid did admit once, after the incident with the Red Death, that she never did like the way he was treated. But what could she have done? Her dad was always pushing her to be a tough and hard Viking. He wouldn't exactly have approved of her having a "soft side." But after everything she saw with Hiccup, how he still tried to do what he thought was right even if everyone was against him, if everyone said no but he still said "yes," he couldn't help but let her "soft side" show.

Truth be told, she never saw it as being soft. Everyone else was free to speak her mind, so why shouldn't she? Although, she still kept her often rough and tough demeanor just so she could be sure that everyone would still know that she was not one to mess with. Hiccup always did like that about her. It was one of the main reasons he liked her as a friend; she was one of the few people on the island that seemed to make actual sense most of the time. Hiccup chuckled lightly to himself as he saw Astrid mount Stormfly as they left the Academy and headed for the Meade Hall.

"Well, she seemed nice," a familiar voice said from behind Hiccup, surprising him and making him give a small jump in response.

There stood Jack, one hand stuffed inside the pocket of his hoodie and the other holding onto his staff, rocking it back and forth as he smirked at Hiccup. Everything about him looked exactly the same; from his snow white hair to the frosty hoodie to his annoying show-off-y smirk. He laughed as he twirled his staff and pointed it towards the exit before lightly letting the end fall and just barely bounce on the hard stone ground. "She's quite the keeper, I'll give you that."

"Oh yeah," Hiccup remarked, a small yet obvious hint of sarcasm in his tone as he nodded behind him towards the exit. "She's definitely the most fun person on Berk."

"You know I'm technically on Berk now, and I take offense to that," Jack quickly replied with a little more sarcasm than Hiccup. Toothless was quick to walk, or in this case just jump excitedly a couple of times towards Jack, and licked his face, happy to see that Jack had returned. Jack called out as he closed his eye and tried to gently shove Toothless away. "Aw, come on! Stop, your breath smells awful!" Toothless took the hint and backed off of Jack, but still filled with enjoyment bounced his two front paws one right after the other in anticipation for Jack to do, well, something if not anything. "What the heck has Hiccup been feeding you?"

Hiccup reached out to pet Toothless' head as he gestured towards Jack with his other hand. "Careful bud. It's dangerous to lick an icicle, especially one that talks. Your tongue might get stuck."

"Excuse you but Toothless is an independent dragon. He can do whatever he wants, thank you very much."

"You want dragon breath filling your nostrils again?"

Jack paused for a short moment as his jaw snapped shut and looked back to Toothless with widened eyes. Toothless was full of eagerness for Jack to start playing with him, whether it be another chase or just playing fetch, Toothless didn't care. He just wanted the fun to start as soon as possible. "Point taken. Toothless, no lick." Jack pointed to his face as he continued, "See this? See this face? No licking of the face. Got it?"

Toothless only tilted his head in confusion, wondering what Jack could mean. He was, after all, just trying to tell him that he was excited that he was able to finally see him again. If anything he thought Jack would have liked the show of appreciation. Jack know however that Toothless only meant well and went to whisper to Toothless, blocking Hiccup's view of whatever Jack could possibly say. Although he wouldn't need to strain himself to find out whatever Jack said since he whispered it very loudly, intending for Hiccup to hear him when he said, "At least not when I say so."

"Oh gods." Hiccup pinched the bridge of his nose as he shook his head at Jack's little show. "Y-you're impossible, you know that?"

"You're too kind, really." Jack jumped into the air, laughing for a moment as he began floating around the two for just a moment before flying up top to the chain-linked rooftop of the Academy and asking, "So, that Astrid girl. She a close friend of yours?"

"Closest one I have." Toothless let out a loud yet playful growl at Hiccup's statement. "Oh, well, closest human friend anyways." The Night Fury let out another growl as he stepped closer to Hiccup, who continued petting the top of his head.

Jack laughed once more at the sight of them, seeing how close the two really were. Understandable of course considering what Hiccup had told him about their past the last time he visited them. "Aww, you two are so adorable."

Hiccup groaned in annoyance as Jack floated back down to stand on solid ground in front of the two, keeping that irritating smirk as usual. "You really are always like this, huh?"

Jack shrugged his shoulders. "Meh, comes and goes."

Hiccup rolled his eyes as he folded him arms, anxious to finally get the chance to talk to Jack again. "Okay, no, correct me if I'm wrong, but didn't you say the last time you were here that you would come back the next day."

"Yyyeeaaah, about that," Jack chuckled as he rubbed the back of his head. "I kinda forgot how long it was between here and where I was going, so by the time I would have gotten back I thought it would be too late. And then stuff came up the day after that sooo….yeah. I've been busy." Jack hoped Hiccup was the forgiving type.

Hiccup smiled and nodded his head in understanding. What kind of person would he be if he got mad at Jack just because he was busy? After all he had told him about who he was and the kind of job that he had, being busy seemed like an everyday thing. "Oh no! No, no, it's fine. Really. I just, thought you might've forgotten is all."

"What?!" Jack looked over to Toothless as if he were silently asking if Hiccup was being serious right now. "Me? Forget about all this? Come on Hiccup, you're my first believer here. I'm not gonna forget about all of this already, think a little!"

"Whatever!" Hiccup exclaimed as he held up both hands in defense. "I'm not going to start anything, and not just because I would win since I have the fire breathing dragon here." Toothless smiled and squinted his eyes at Jack, shaking his head just a tad as he gloated in front of him. "You're back now so, what are we gonna do?"

Jack looked around as he placed his free hand underneath his chin, thinking about all the things he and Hiccup could do. Race, pranking some unsuspecting Vikings going about their normal daily routines, messing around with some of the dragons, Jack couldn't seem to decide. There weren't that many options anyways for just the two of them. If Jack had more believers on Berk this might be easier. If he got a group of them together, a snowball fight wouldn't exactly be hard to get started. He looked up at the sky as he realized that he'd never seen all of Berk, just some of the village and the forest that surrounded it. Come to think of it, he never really got to see much of the village itself.

Every time he came by to bring the snow and frost and such, he never really got to stay for long. All he knew about the village itself were recognizable buildings and distinguishable homes placed here and there, while other buildings just looked like even bigger homes or little stands here and there that seemed to move, although the stands 'moving' could have just been explained by the fact that they kept getting burned to the ground during dragon attacks and had to relocate. This being the case, Jack could say that he really didn't know that much about Berk except all of the obvious things one would see just by looking at it.

Jack moved his hand from underneath his chin and waved it at Hiccup, thinking he had an at least decent idea for something the two of them could do. "What say you give me a little tour?"

Hiccup blinked a couple times in confusion. A tour? Why? Hadn't Jack been to Berk multiple times? He should know what was what by now. "A tour. You…you want a tour?"

"Unless the meaning of the word is different on Berk than it is the rest of the world, then yeah. A nice relaxing little tour sounds good."

"I thought you said you've been here before. What could I possibly show you that would even begin to interest you?"

Jack took a small step towards Hiccup, glancing at Toothless as he said, "Hiccup, I'm on an island infested with dragons. That's not something a lot of people can say. How many islands around here can say that they have a dragon problem and not, I don't know, mosquitos or snakes or, heck, even mice?"

Hiccup shrugged his shoulders as he gave the idea some thought. "Not many."

"Exactly. So I'm sure something here will capture my interest. Plus, I just bring the snow, dude. It's not like I know where the public restrooms are."

"Public what?"

"Don't worry about it. So!" Jack quickly tucked his staff under his arm, holding it against the side of his chest as he clasped his hands together and smiled at his friend. "Tour. Berk. See the sights! Smell the smells, no matter how unbearably disgusting they can be at times. No offense."

"None taken. Been living here my whole life and I'm still not used to it."

"Good!" Jack grabbed his staff and gently floated back into the air, flying towards the exit and waving his hand at Hiccup, gesturing for him to follow Jack. "Come on!"

For a moment, Hiccup did and said nothing as he watched Jack tell him to hurry up. This wasn't exactly the first thing he thought they would do once Jack returned; in fact it never even crossed his mind that this was even a possibility. Still, he headed for the exit, looking at Toothless and forcing a small smile. "You know for the "Guardian of Fun," I don't really think this guy knows what _fun_ really is."

Toothless chirped in response as he followed Hiccup, agreeing with him that this wasn't exactly what he had in mind. "Well, if he wants to know more about Berk then why not show him what we can?"

"Hey slow poke!" Jack called out, already outside the Academy. "Whenever you're ready!" He laughed as he shot towards the sky, waiting for Hiccup to start explaining to him what was what around the village.

Hiccup looked up at the sky once he left the Academy to see Jack loop-de-looping through the air, probably out of sheer boredom or the fact that he was as eager as a seven year old that had too many sweets. "Exactly how is a tour of the most boring and disgusting place I call home _fun_?" Hiccup shouted at Jack as he flew through the air.

"We make it fun, duh!" Jack quickly landed beside Hiccup, holding his staff behind his head with both arms as he walked towards the town. "Who knows? Maybe we'll see a rough argument or some kids in the middle of a snowball fight or some dragons doing….dragon…things."

"Wow, that's…specific," Hiccup remarked as he hopped on top of Toothless. "You know it'll be much faster if we flew."

"Oh. Well, alright then." Jack jumped into the air and waved towards Berk. "Lead the way."

It didn't take long for either of them to reach the edge of the village. Although the walk wouldn't really have taken that long, Hiccup was anxious to get this over with so he could actually do something he considered "fun." But hey, he should have known to be careful what he wished for. He wanted to see Jack again and, hey, he was seeing him. But he wouldn't complain. After all, showing Jack Berk couldn't be that bad. And who knew? Maybe what he had said earlier about something fun happening would be true. But Hiccup would have to look really close to see if he could find anything that he would consider _fun_ whereas Jack was just keen to see something happen that he could make fun out of.

The two landed near the docks, right where the stairs led up to the entrance to the village. Hiccup hopped off of Toothless and went to speak, looking around to see if there was anything remotely interesting he could show Jack. But then again, Jack just thought everything was just a bunch of old buildings, so there was literally nothing that Hiccup couldn't show him. "Okay, well for starters," he began as he pointed from building to building, "all of those are homes, same with those three over there. Uh, that's storage for building supplies. In fact everything over there is just storage so there's not really any-"

"Hey, Hiccup?" Jack interrupted as he turned his back towards the village and looked at Hiccup, not that it mattered since no one could see him. "Don't mean to be rude and all, but I think it might help for you to know that it kinda looks like you're talking to yourself."

"Myself?"

"You're the only one that can see me besides Toothless and all the other dragons, remember?"

Hiccup looked around and saw how many Vikings were walking through the village. Thankfully he saw none that were noticing him, but Jack did have a point. He couldn't risk having something else for everyone to make fun of him of. "Oh," was all he could say as he tried to think of some way for him to talk to Jack without looking like he had just lost his mind to every single Viking on Berk.

As if he could read his mind, or the fact that he was somehow smarter than Hiccup, Toothless nudged his head against Hiccup and let out a happy little trill, almost immediately letting Hiccup know what he was thinking. "Oh yeah, good idea bud!"

"I swear sometimes it's like you speak his language." Jack looked between the two of them, wondering if Hiccup, after all this time with dragons, had actually been able to understand everything they meant and vice-versa. It wasn't something Jack realized he shouldn't be too surprised about. People were the same way with dogs weren't they? And besides, North was somehow able to understand everything the yeti's were saying when half the time Jack still wasn't able to distinguish between something intelligence coming out of their mouths versus a garbled mess. "Care to tell me what this good idea is?"

"Oh, yeah. It's, ha, it's actually pretty simple. I'll just talk to Toothless."

"Wha?"

Hiccup sighed before explaining. "Okay, look, you make sure to stand by Toothless, so if I talk, it'll just look like I'm talking to him."

Jack was taken back a little at the idea. It was good! He might have never thought of it! "So, you're telling me that the dragon came up with that idea and somehow telepathically told you said idea?"

"He just gave me the idea Jack. It's not like he came up with it himself." Hiccup walked over to the other side of Toothless so that the Night Fury was now right in-between the two teens. "I mean we don't speak each other's language. Half the time I'm just guessing, as I'm pretty sure he does too."

Jack nodded in understanding. "Alright, makes sense." He looked down at Toothless and grinned as he squatted down next to the dragon and began to gently pet his side. "You know, tomorrow, they the sky is gonna turn a dark purple," he whispered loudly. Toothless only smiled, letting his tongue hang out of his mouth as he panted in excitement seeing that Jack was speaking to him. He went to go lick his face, but remembered how Hiccup reacted last time and instead his head bounced back and forth towards Jack until he finally bumped it gently against Jack's head. Jack laughed as he scratched behind Toothless' ear and stood upright. "Oh yeah, definitely makes sense."

Hiccup rolled his eyes as he walked further into the village. "Okay, well," Hiccup softened his tone just a tad and was sure to occasionally look at Toothless just in case anyone looked over at him. Although if push came to shove he could always say that he was thinking aloud. Maybe then he wouldn't get too many weird looks. "That over there is where I work with Gobber."

"Who?"

"Gobber. He's, uh, the town blacksmith. He's got an artificial hand and foot, long braided blond mustache, a little on the chubby side, metal tooth, smells like he hasn't washed himself in weeks." Hiccup paused for a short moment before continuing, "Actually, scratch that, he barely washes himself. Sometimes we literally have to force him."

"You're kidding me."

"You have no idea how badly I wish I was."

"And, you worked with a blacksmith? As his, like, apprentice?" Jack was actually surprised to see that someone as scrawny as Hiccup was able to work in such a place.

"Yeah?" Hiccup glanced over to the workshop to see that it was virtually empty, save for a few swords and assorted weapons hanging from the walls and lying on the tables. "I thought I told you this already? You know, earlier the other day?"

"Did you?" Jack asked. He tried to remember if Hiccup ever told him about working in the workshop. He might have mentioned it, but Jack must not have been paying enough attention to remember. "I'm sorry man, if you did it must've slipped my mind."

"Well, I mean, it's alright. I might not have told you. But, look, there's not that much to it." Hiccup nodded towards the small shack he was just talking about. Truth be told, he couldn't even remember if he told Jack about working with Gobber or not. He mainly focused on telling him about training Toothless and everything that followed after that. "There's actually two of them. That one's for the small things like everyday materials and small swords and such. There's a bigger one right over there," Hiccup pointed in the other direction, "that's much bigger than this one. It actually has a separate room for me to work in if I ever need to invent something."

"What kind of stuff do you invent?" Jack asked curiously.

"Ah, whatever comes to mind usually. Some weapons, oh, I made this metal shield once that turned into a crossbow!"

"Really?" Now that sounded really interesting. "I've gotta see that sometime!"

"I'll show it to you whenever I get the chance!" Hiccup was actually flattered that Jack seemed to take such an interest in his work. Of course, everyone in Berk usually liked his new inventions, once they started working properly of course. But Jack's interest seemed so sudden, and he only just told him about the shield. The only people to take this much interest before were Gobber, his dad, Fishlegs, and Astrid.

"Well, uh, let's see what else is there? Oh, there's the Meade Hall where the doors are in the mountain just over there. It's just a place where the town gathers for meetings and such, but it's also where we all go eat."

"You guys all eat together?"

"In a way." Hiccup pointed to one of the storage buildings as he explained, "There's no schedule or anything, we just go in there and sit wherever and sometimes people show up and before you know it we've got a group. But, we take food home every now and then cause, let's face it, I'm pretty sure even Vikings get tired of being around other Vikings."

Jack laughed at Hiccup's little joke, knowing that in one way or another it had to be true. "I bet they do. I know I couldn't last long around these guys."

"Yeah, the way we handle things on Berk compared to the other tribes isn't exactly the best. But, thankfully, we're not the worst. Besides, you get used to some aspects of life on Berk."

"And the others?"

"Hey Hiccup!" a voice called out from behind the two that was unfamiliar to Jack. He turned around to see two Vikings, around Hiccup's age by the looks of it, a boy and a girl, dressed in normal Viking attire but their heads covered by helmets with two large horns sticking out of the side.

"The others," Hiccup repeated with a sigh, recognizing the voice all too well, "you learn to deal with them." He turned around to see Ruffnut and Tuffnut, running full speed towards him. Knowing those two, listening to whatever they had to say probably wasn't going to be the best use of his time. "What's up guys?"

"Hey dude," spoke Tuffnut, panting as he tried to catch his breath. "Glad we finally caught ya. I thought we'd never find you!"

"I told you we should have just looked from above!" nagged his sister, Ruffnut. "It would have been so much easier!"

"Yeah, well, we found him my way! Besides, yours would have taken, like, forever or something."

"How would you know? You never listen to my ideas."

"That's not true! I listened to you that one time you told me to jump off of Belch and onto that rooftop! I almost broke my leg!"

"Nuh-uh! You said you wanted to do it and I told you, you should! That wasn't my idea, it was yours."

Tuffnut chuckled as he remembered the event, realizing that Ruffnut was right. "Oh ho-ho, yeah. You're right. Okay but what about when you said we should eat those-"

"Guys!" Hiccup shouted, interrupting the twins' little spat and causing them to freeze and look at Hiccup with confused eyes. "Did you have something to tell me or what because I'm kinda in the middle of something here." Hiccup instinctively went to point his thumb at Jack, but held it by his side since, if he did, he would have just been pointing at an empty wall. He almost forgot that Jack was invisible to them.

"Uuuhhh, oh yeah! Right!" exclaimed Tuffnut. "Okay so, Ruff thinks that being burned alive is the worst kind of way to die."

"It IS!" Ruffnut complained. "Hello? Fire singing all of your flesh? A slow and painful way to go? Heck yes it's the worst way!"

Hiccup was beginning to feel awkward and uncomfortable in more ways than one.

"UGH! You couldn't be any wronger! Or…more...wrong? Uh…no, no wronger is right. You couldn't be any wronger!" Tuffnut shouted. "The worst way to die is to have all your limbs ripped off and then slowly bleed to death! You can put out a fire but you can't put your own arms back on if they've been ripped off!"

"These two must be fun at parties," Jack commented as he walked over to the twins, looking them over as he placed both hands behind his back, holding onto his staff with one hand while the other grabbed his wrist. He even began to make faces at the two, sticking his tongue out, pretending to punch them but just barely missing their face, knowing full well that they couldn't see him. But Hiccup, on the other hand, could see him plain as day. He didn't want to miss the opportunity to make a friend laugh every now and then.

But Hiccup wasn't planning on being fooled so easily and effortlessly kept a straight face as the twin carried on with their small debate. Although a straight face probably wasn't the best way to describe it as Hiccup couldn't help but to sigh and bury his face in his hand, listening to Ruff and Tuff carry on arguing at each other.

"Yeah, but you can still live if you lose your limbs! They can just fix you up if you're taken care of soon enough."

"How? You have four big bleeding stubs! How can they fix that in time?!"

Ruffnut groaned at her brother's idiocy, at least that's how she saw it anyway. "Alright you got me there, but with fire it would be more painful! Once your limbs are ripped off it's done! In fact if it's done quick enough you might not feel anything!"

"How would you know, huh?" Tuffnut retorted. "Have you ever had your arms ripped off?"

"No. But have you ever been set on fire?"

"Yeah. And so have you. Twice!"

"…oh yeah, ha ha. That Nadder was a tricky one. Good times man."

"Guys," Hiccup finally interjected, still flawlessly being able to keep his composure while Jack made a fool of himself. "Is there something you needed me for or-"

"Just a second Hiccup," Tuffnut interrupted. "But if you're set on fire you can just put yourself out. Stop drop and roll, remember?"

"Yeah, but being set on fire is more likely than having your arms ripped off. Who would want to rip your arms off anyway?"

"How would you get set on fire?"

"By a dragon! Duh!"

Jack stood in the middle of the two and looked back and forth at each sibling as they continued their spat. "Oh yeah, real fun at parties," he said before walking away, moving out of Hiccup's line of sight and letting him have virtually no distractions whilst the Thorston twins had their debate.

"So maybe a dragon ends up eating my limbs! Huh? Did you ever think of that?"

"I did. And it's stupid."

"Nuh-uh! You're stupid!"

"No you!"

"You!"

"You!"

"You!"

"You!"

"GUYS!" Hiccup shouted, causing everyone, including Jack, to jump in surprise. He had had enough of this silly argument and would be more than happy to do whatever he could to end it as soon as possible. "Can you please just tell me what you needed me for?"

"Isn't it obvious?" asked Ruffnut.

Hiccup shook his head. "With you two, nothing ever is."

"Wow," Tuffnut thought aloud, speaking to his sister, "he's thicker than I thought." He turned back to Hiccup as he continued, "We need you to tell us who you think is right."

A short silence fell between them, Hiccup not being able to find any word to express how he really felt at the moment. "Excuse me?" he rhetorically asked.

"Wow. He is thick," Ruffnut commented. "Okay, I think that a fire is the worst way to die, and Tuff thinks that-"

"Oh gods, please, don't go into all that again. I understand everything. Trust me, it's hard for me not to understand at this point."

The twins looked to one another before shrugging their shoulders. "Alright, so, who do you think is right?" Ruffnut asked.

Hiccup didn't know why, but he actually stopped to think about it. Jack did too; although it wasn't like of he came to a decision it would matter. But if he had to pick, he would have said that fire would have been the worst way, though he wasn't sure if living for over 300 years as an ice spirit had anything to do with him coming to that conclusion.

Hiccup knew that he needed to coma to an actual decision otherwise there was no guarantee the twins would ever leave him alone about this. Even then, if he did choose one, what's to say the other Thorston wouldn't nag him about it for who knows how long? Hiccup quickly glanced over to Jack, seeing if he could offer any kind of help as he held his head down and scratched the back of his head so the twins wouldn't notice him staring at what would appear to be nothing.

Jack, however, shrugged his shoulders and said, "Fire I guess. Just pick one."

That didn't help Hiccup at all. He inhaled slowly as he thought about what he was about to say, hoping it would be a good enough answer. "I guess being set on fire and then having your limbs torn off would be a painful way to go. As long as the fire is put out before your limbs are, you know, ripped off."

Another brief pause occurred between the friends as the twins stared at Hiccup as if he was speaking in another language. But then, almost too quick to even make sense, the two smiled and nodded their heads in agreement. "Alright, I can get behind that." Tuffnut answered.

"Yeah," Ruffnut commented, "that really does sound painful."

"We should try it sometime."

"On who? I'm not about to have my arms and legs ripped off."

"Darn. Guess we'll have to find somebody else then!" Tuffnut laughed at his little joke, but not for long as Ruffnut punched his shoulder as recompense. "Oh come on!" Tuffnut groaned as he rubbed his arm. "That was funny! Wasn't it?" he looked to Hiccup for some kind of back up.

Hiccup only raised his hands in defense, not wanting to get in the middle of another argument between the twins. "Uh, I wouldn't know. You're humor isn't exactly my type." Hiccup quickly looked to Toothless, then Jack, as he remembered his obligation to show Jack around Berk. "Uh, listen, if there's anything else you guys need I've got something to do."

"Uuuhhh," Tuffnut's mouth hung open as his sister stood there and tried to think. "Oh! Yeah! When's the next Academy meeting?"

"Not for a while guys," Hiccup answered, breathing a small sigh of relief knowing that at least this question wasn't something idiotic or stupid like they usually are. "Even then it's just a showing of whatever new skill you've taught your dragon. And please, for Odin's sake, make it something actually somewhat useful this time."

Ruffnut stepped forward, holding out her arms and letting them fall to her side in confusion. "What're you talking about?"

"Yeah," spoke Tuffnut, "I thought out last trick was pretty good! It was one of our best." The twins fist-bumped each other, smirking as they remembered their last show for everyone at the Academy.

"No, you're trick was just having Barf and Belch put gas everywhere and try hide in it until you tried to ignite it and almost blew up the entire Academy," Hiccup stated in his as-a-matter-of-fact voice.

Jack turned to Hiccup, almost ready to start laughing at what he was hearing. These two definitely seemed like interesting people, much more than most of the other Viking's he had seen on Berk. "You've got to be kidding me, how are these two even alive?" Still, Hiccup said nothing. "You're a hard guy to break. Impressive."

"Okay, yeah, but you have to admit that could come in handy some time." Tuffnut explained, hoping to get some kind of leniency from Berk's Dragon Trainer.

Hiccup only pinched the bridge of his nose as he silently begged the gods for assistance in dealing with Tuffnut and his sister. "Okay, please explain to me how that idea could possibly work without us hurting ourselves?"

"Oh. Without hurting ourselves?" The twins looked to each other to see if they had any more ideas given the new conditions they were just given; though Jack, who still wasn't quite used to how these two's brain's worked, would wonder why on Earth they didn't even consider that in the first place. The twins shrugged their shoulders and looked back to Hiccup. "Yeah, we got nothing."

Hiccup still had to give the two credit. At least they tried and succeeded in their stunt, which was more than he could say for Snotlout and Hookfang. "Well then, think of something. You know what I-I think I've got something for you two to work on. You can team up with me and Toothless, how 'bout that?"

Once more, the twins looked at each other for just a short moment before Ruffnut held up a hand and told Hiccup, "Give us a sec," and turned her back on Hiccup, Tuffnut doing the same, and whispered to her brother about whether or not they should accept Hiccup's offer.

Jack seized the opportunity to stand in front of Hiccup, arms folded, smirking as he shook his head. "Tsk tsk Hiccup. Gotta say I don't know how you do it. Putting up with these two? Every day?" Hiccup gave a slight nod, answering Jack silently. "Wow. They seem like quite the handful," Jack commented as he walked out of Hiccup's way and over to Toothless.

"Oh trust me, you have no idea," Hiccup responded softly.

The twins, not hearing Hiccup's side comment to Jack, turned back to look at Hiccup, both smiling and crossing their arms. "Deal," said Tuffnut. "But on one condition."

"And what on Earth could that possibly be?"

"Something's gotta blow up," answered Ruffnut. Both of the twins seemed to look so proud of themselves that they came to a decision. It was if they practically knew that Hiccup couldn't refuse their offer as if they weren't asking for much. Truth be told, Hiccup realized, they really weren't. Combining Toothless with Barf and Belch was sure to create something that would appease the twins' pyromaniac behavior.

Hiccup nodded in agreement as he gave in, "Alright. Alright yes, fine, something will blow up. Not like that's going to be hard to accomplish anyways."

"Awh sweet!" both the twins exclaimed as they high-fived each other. Their smiles said it all as their eagerness and excitement grew for whenever the next Academy meeting would be, which was a strange thought for both of them considering most of the time they didn't look forward to any of the Academy meetings. To them they were just a bunch of talking and practicing old routines; and even then they wouldn't work out because Snotlout lost control of Hookfang or Meatlug wasn't fast enough or Tuffnut and Ruffnut got into another argument…again.

"Okay, so" began Tuffnut as he and his sister started to walk away, "We'll see you around then?"

"Wait! Hold on, don't you guys wanna arrange when we're supposed to meet?" asked Hiccup.

Ruffnut waved back at Hiccup as she and her brother began to leave. "Nah. Whenever's good for you is good for us. Just find us whenever you're free and we'll practice with you."

"Yeah," added Tuffnut. "In fact, we'll start practicing now."

Hiccup squinted his eyes in confusion, and also a bit of shock as to how ridiculous these two could be. They somehow still, after months of really knowing each other and being somewhat friends, managed to surprise Hiccup every now and then. "But you don't even know what we're doing!"

Tuffnut rolled his eyes before answering, "So we'll think of something and then you think of something and then we'll combine our ideas! Simple!" To him, that idea made complete and total sense. To Hiccup, on the other hand, it was only more fuel to the fire that was beginning to give him a headache.

Hiccup waved the twins goodbye, despite the fact that they couldn't see him. In a way it was almost a relief to see them go. There were times, however, when he could handle them without any problems whatsoever. This wasn't one of those times. "Yeah, okay. You do that and I'll see you…whenever." He groaned as he looked back to Jack, who was ready to start bursting out laughing if he didn't know that it would only irritate Hiccup even further.

"So," Jack breathed out, stifling his laughter, "they seem…interesting. Not exactly seem like the sharpest bunch though."

"Tell me about it." Toothless walked over to Hiccup and tilted his head as he gave Hiccup a small smile, wondering if there was anything he could do to cheer his friend up. "Don't get me wrong they have their good days."

Jack looked back to where the twins were walking just in time to see the run around a corner, shouting at each other over what trick they could teach their dragon next. "And I'm guessing this wasn't one of those days?"

"Hey," Hiccup said with an optimistic smile. "It's still early. There's plenty of time." Hiccup rubbed the top of Toothless' head as he heaved a big sigh, calming himself down and feeling the relief of his head's small throbbing beginning to disappear. "Besides, they're not the worst people you could have met."

"You mean I could have run into the big, strong, and rough type of Viking?"

"No, no. I mean there are people even more stupid, believe it or not."

"Wait, what?" Jack did a quick one-two look at where the twins had just been and back to Hiccup. "You're serious? They get dumber?"

"I just said you could believe it or not, Jack." He began walking further into the village as he added, "But, for future note, I would go ahead and believe it. Might explain some of the weird things you see around here."

Jack walked after Hiccup and Toothless, looking around to see if there was anything else Hiccup could show him that really piqued his interest. "I saw a guy wearing a bucket for a hat on my way over here. Does that count?"

Hiccup snickered at that question, wondering what it must have been like to go to a town full of Vikings just to see a grown man wearing a bucket on his head. "I, uh, I don't know about that guy. He's maybe a little below those two. But, still, he has his moments."

"I guess every dumb person has their moments sooner or later though, right?"

"Yeah, well, some more than others I'm afraid to admit."

This time, it was Jack's turn to laugh as he began to look around Berk, hoping to come across anything else that might have some kind of interesting story to go along with it. "Well what else is there to do around here?"

Hiccup looked around and flopped his hands to his side. "That's pretty much it. At least, around here anyways. There's not much around the rest of the town except some pens, shacks, shops, and some homes. There's the Academy, but you've already seen that so…yeah. I think that's it."

"Seriously?" Jack looked around in disbelief. Sure there wouldn't be any electronics in Berk, but there had to be something else. "What do you guys do for fun around here?"

"Well, I guess that depends." Hiccup continued walking around the center of the village, simply walking just to walk. "I mean, most of the grown-ups here don't really do that much that I myself would consider fun. They're usually working most of the time anyways and don't have any downtime until later in the day. Me, I just do whatever I can to occupy my time."

Jack only stared blankly at Hiccup in reply, as if he had a hard time processing what Hiccup had just told him.

"What?" asked Hiccup.

"That sounds really, really, boring."

"Well that's just what I do anyways. I mean I'm sure there are plenty of other things people do around here."

Jack looked around him, specifically looking at the ground and how much snow had been collected around the village in either small piles that cleared some of the pathways or the areas where footprints had left the snow to a bumpy mess from all the traffic, mostly the children running around and enjoying it while they still could. "Do you not just ever play in the snow?"

For a moment, the question seemed to surprise Hiccup. He went to go answer with a _yes_, but paused as he realized that he hadn't yet actually had some fun in the snow. Sure he went sledding and every now and then he would join in on a snowball fight, but nothing had happened recently. In fact he hadn't done anything fun in the snow since Jack showed up. "Sometimes," Hiccup admitted.

Jack shook his head in disbelief. "Okay, you need help."

"Oh I'm sorry, did I insult your precious snow?"

"Dude, snow is, like, the best thing you could have fun in! You can have snowball fights, my personal favorite by the way, build snowmen, make snow angels, go sledding, you could even go skating if the ice is solid enough!" Jack couldn't help but get excited, hoping that he would encourage Hiccup to actually play in the snow.

But all Hiccup could say was, "What the heck is a "snow angel?""

"You've got to be kidding me." Jack said monotone. "You really don't have fun in the snow?"

"I said "sometimes", not _never_, Jack. Get your hearing checked," said Hiccup.

"Well how often is "sometimes" then?"

"Why does it matter? You asked what I do for fun and I told you! There are plenty of people that actually enjoy the snow. The ice, not so much, but the snow doesn't really bother that many people!"

Jack looked around to see if Hiccup might be right, but saw no one, not even one small child, playing in the snow. Even when there were small make-shift forts just waiting for them, he didn't hear one single happy shout from any young Viking. But then, as if someone heard his inner cry for help, he saw a small group of five children, each of them around the age of ten, come casually strolling in front of the Meade Hall.

Jack began to smile as his mind began to formulate a plan some would call devious, but to Jack, it was just another fun idea that had worked time and time again. And he was certain that it would work once more. "Well in that case, I might as well make sure this snow is put to good use." He began to fly towards the group of young Vikings as he said, "Be right back. Enjoy the show."

Hiccup folded his arms as he watched Jack fly over to the children, knowing that whatever Jack was about to do had to be something he would want to see.

As Jack began to float over the group of kids, he twirled his staff in his hand and shot two blasts of frost from the tip, one on each rather large pile of snow someone had collected at the sides of the steps leading up to the Hall. Then, Jack quickly bent down, or to be more precise, somersaulted through the air and tapped his finger on the child in the very back of the group's nose, making blue, shimmering lights appear around her eyes and made her begin to giggle for what looked like no apparent reason.

As the rest of her friends turned around to see what was making her laugh, Jack seized the opportunity and swooped down and grabbed a small handful of snow. Packed it tightly together, and threw it at the shoulder of one of the boys standing in the middle of the group. He stumbled forward and grabbed his shoulder as blue sparkles began to twinkle around his eyes. Hiccup was startled to say the least. What the heck was that sparkling stuff?

The boy turned to look at his friends behind him, who look just as surprised as he was. "Alright, which one of you dead meats was it? Tronx?"

The other boy, apparently named Tronx, held his hands up in defense. "Hey, it wasn't me man! I swear it!"

Taking the opportunity while she still had it, the girl grabbed a small handful of snow and tossed it at the boy, not even bothering to properly form it into a ball. When the boy turned around to playfully glare at her, she only held her index finger to her lips and tried to give the best innocent face she could give. "Oops. My hand slipped."

"You are so dead."

"It's three against two! We'll see about that! Valha! Kamillia! Let's go!" All three of the girls shrieked as they ran away from the two boys, who were already preparing their arsenal. Both of them already had a snowball ready to throw at the girls as they hid behind the piles of snow in front of the pillars by the side of the stairs. A classic boys versus girls fight; second to a free-for-all, these were Jack's favorite type of snowball fights. The battle between male and females for the right to brag about which is better than the other, despite the fact that a snowball fight really didn't have any way of proving that fact.

Snowball after snowball flew through the air, although most of them were missing their targets. If Jack didn't have another obligation, he more than likely would have stayed to find out the outcome of this match. It seemed as though the boys were more strategic, but the girls had more ammo with their extra teammate and had no strategy except throw snowballs at the boys. A method that, in Jack's mind, was actually helping them win!

Jack slowly flew back over to Hiccup, who was still surprised to see the mayhem that Jack had just caused. "So, now that that's taken care of, what's next?" he asked as he landed next to his friend and his dragon.

"Uh, explaining. Yeah, explaining might work." Hiccup quickly answered.

"Explaining?" Jack exclaimed as he turned to look back at the kids enjoying their game, unsure as to what Hiccup could possibly mean. "What needs explaining?"

"When you touched that kid's nose, and when you hit that one with the snowball, what was all of," Hiccup made his fingers dance around his eyes, twiddling them around as he tried to have them represent the shimmering lights he saw around the kids, "that?"

"Oh, that stuff?" Jack rhetorically asked. "Oh that's just what happens when I…well…it's part of my powers."

"Really? I had no idea," Hiccup replied.

"Look," Jack began, ignoring Hiccup's sarcastic remark as he began to explain, "it's, uh, it's kinda like this. I sometimes do this thing to snowballs or to little snowflakes that whenever they touch someone they become, well, happier. It makes it easier for them to have fun, you know?"

Hiccup looked at the children as they had their fun, shouting and hollering at each other as they tossed snowballs back and forth relentlessly. "Make sense," he stated. "But what about that girl? You didn't use any snowflakes or snowballs. You just tapped her nose." Hiccup demonstrated on his own nose what he had seen Jack do.

"That works too. I've just, you know, gotten better at using my powers is all." Jack looked at Hiccup and smirked as he added, "I mean, come on, I've had over three hundred years to practice, remember?"

"That is true," Hiccup admitted. "You've got me there."

"You ever get in a real snowball fight, Hiccup?" Jack asked curiously.

Hiccup thought about it for a short moment as he shrugged his shoulders. "Eh, I think so. They never really last as long as they used to like the one these kids are having. My hands always got too cold so I was usually one of the first to stop."

"Do gloves not exist here?"

"Not for winter, they don't. And we don't really need them that badly. As long as we don't go digging our hands in the snow and end up getting frostbite we're fine."

"Makes sense," Jack said with a slight tilt of his head. "Although," he began as he placed one hand inside the pocket on his hoodie, "the snowball isn't always the best weapon to fight with in a snowball fight."

Hiccup raised an eyebrow in confusion. Not fighting a snowball fight with a snowball seemed to be breaking the one rule of a snowball fight. "How so?"

"Really, in my opinion, the main thing you have to do is cover your opponent with snow, correct?" He began walking in front of Hiccup, keeping his smile as he spoke but making sure to keep his eyes fixed on Hiccup's.

Hiccup, not completely oblivious to what Jack was up to but still unsure about where he was going with this, went along with Jack's statement. "I guess so?"

"Good." Jack turned his head to look right at Hiccup as he spoke, "So if I were to do this," Jack quickly kicked some snow off of the ground and swiped his staff through the air, causing a small gust of wind to blow right toward Hiccup, making the small flurry of snow blow right in his face. Hiccup tried to block the snow with his arm, but it proved to be ineffective as his face felt the tiny snowflakes sting his skin. ", it wouldn't be that bad then, would it?"

Hiccup tried not to laugh, but felt himself beginning to laugh at what Jack had just done. He realized that he really should have seen that coming as he wiped whatever melted snow he could get off of his face. "No. No I guess not." Hiccup looked around to make sure nobody was watching as he asked, "But you do realize that that gives me full reason to try to hit you back, don't you?" Hiccup didn't even try to hesitate when he bent down and grabbed a small handful of snow.

"Yes but do you realize that no one can beat me in a snowball fight?"

"You say that, but that doesn't mean one can't hit you."

"Try it you skinny Viking and see what happens."

"If you insist." Hiccup still didn't hesitate and threw the snowball right at Jack, hitting him in the middle of his chest.

Despite the fact that he braced himself, Jack still was forced back at the impact. He wiped the snow off of his hoodie nonchalantly as he smiled at Hiccup. "Nice. Didn't think you had it in you."

"Don't underestimate me, Jack. It's one of the worst things a person can do here."

"I'll remember that next time." Jack bent down and grabbed another handful of snow, setting his staff on the ground and forming the snow into an almost perfectly shaped snowball. "But that doesn't mean I can't think I could beat you," he threatened, keeping his devious and playful smirk.

Toothless stepped in front of Hiccup and playfully growled at Jack, leaning his heads closer towards the winter spirit. Jack's eyes widened as he tossed the snowball in his hand. "Okay, see, that's not fair. You're got a fire-breathing dragon on your side."

"Yeah, and you control all snow and frost there is. Who's really outmatched here?"

Jack let the snowball drop to the ground and wiped his hands together as he chuckled and said, "Good point."

"Besides," Hiccup said as Jack grabbed his staff, "it's not like we'd get anywhere. Fire and ice? All we'd get is just hot, muggy steam."

"Yet another good point," Jack remarked as he pointed a finger at Hiccup. "Who knew you were so intuitive?"

"Sure, that's one thing to call it." Hiccup went to gently pat the side of Toothless, letting him know it was alright to go ahead and ease off of Jack since their fun was over. Even if he had started a fight with Jack, doing it in the center of Berk where everyone would see probably wasn't the best idea since none of them would see Jack. It would have been a disaster for two reasons: one, everyone would think Hiccup was playing and talking to himself, and two, how would he explain the snowballs hitting and exploding against thin air? That definitely wasn't something he would forward to explaining since no one would believe him and he'd be known as the village idiot.

"_Hey, forget it idiot_," he told himself, "_They'd never look at you the same way again. Village crazy would be more like it_." Hiccup sighed as he looked around, trying to think of anything else the two of them might do. If Jack was feeling that competitive, maybe a race would actually be the best thing they could do.

"So," Jack said, interrupting Hiccup's train of thought, "what exactly do you do for fun? You know, when you're not busy with the Academy or whatnot"

"Honestly," Hiccup said as he kept petting Toothless, "most of the time I just fly around on Toothless. That is, when he's up for it anyways."

"Do you go anywhere specific?"

"Not all the time. Usually we just fly around, try new tricks, enjoy the quiet every once in a while." Hiccup thought back to everything he had done that he considered to be _fun_. Truth be told, the work he did in his workshop was actually kind of fun whenever he was working on something he thought was really cool. "I guess working in my workshop is fun every now and then, as long as there's no big demand for any new weapons and I actually have time to work on some things I want to work on."

Jack nodded in understanding. "Alright, so you got the Academy, you're awesome dragon, and your workshop. That's it?"

"I mean I read every now and then but yeah, basically."

"Oh, you're a reader?"

"Does that surprise you?"

"No, no not really." Jack kicked up some snow as he asked, "What kind of stuff do you read?"

Hiccup licked his lips as he tried to narrow it all down. "Uh, basically just some old legends and stuff like that."

"Really?"

"Oh yeah." Hiccup laughed as he remembered a faint memory. "I remember my dad once told me when I was little I was obsessed with stories about goblins and trolls and things like that. Years later, ha ha, years later I still haven't really changed."

"I don't know about that." Jack nodded towards Hiccup's metal leg as he said, "I think that thing there and the fact you're riding a dragon might be a slight change don't you think so?"

Hiccup laughed as he nodded. "Yeah, these are unexpected, I will admit."

Jack looked up to the sky, admiring the view for a short moment before looking back at Toothless and asking, speaking directly to Toothless, "So, do you like to fly anywhere particular, or do you just like to fly like you're rider?"

Toothless shook his head as he purred in response, perking his ears up as Jack talked to him. "He really likes the cove," Hiccup answered for him, "don't ya bud?" Toothless chirped in agreement at the mention of the cove.

"The what?"

"Oh, it's just this really neat place in the woods." Hiccup pointed to his left towards the woods, just over the rooftops of the building in his way. "Just a few minutes flight that way."

"Really?" Jack asked, intrigued by the idea that something fun was just a few minutes flight away.

"Yeah, it's kind of important to both of us. It's where we first met." Toothless bumped his head against Hiccup, practically begging to go to the cove now that Hiccup had brought it up. Hiccup laughed as he scratched behind Toothless' ears. "Yeah, you like it there, don't ya bud?"

"Well then why don't we go there?" Jack asked as he slowly floated into the air.

"What?"

"You heard me. Let's go to this cove!" Jack flew around to the other side of Hiccup and Toothless and added, "That is, if it's alright you."

"Oh, uh, no! No it's fine if we go. I don't think Toothless would mind!" Toothless was now panting with excitement, ready to get himself in the air and fly straight for what was now possibly his favorite spot on Berk. Hiccup climbed on top of Toothless, making sure his foot was nice and secure as he looked at Jack and nodded at him. "Just follow me, it shouldn't take us long to get there."

"Lead the way." Jack stretched out his arm towards where Hiccup had just pointed as he flew higher into the sky and waited for Hiccup and toothless to take off. It didn't take long for the two to get airborne. At first all they did was hover before Toothless flew in a beeline for the forest. Jack was quick to make sure he didn't fall behind and soon caught up to the two, flying right beside them as he laughed and enjoyed himself.

He knew he wouldn't regret coming back to Berk. He felt it in his gut.

Today was going to be a good day.

* * *

><p><strong>By now I should hope you guys know the drill. Reviewscomments are always appreciated as well as wanted because i absolutely love seeing the responses to each chapter and seeing every time someone favorites or follows this story! Hope you enjoyed and I can't wait to post the next chapter!**


	9. Chapter 9

**My muse has been practically gone lately, so excuse the sucky-ness of this chapter...and the next five or so...or all of them. **

**Anyways, one day I decided to write a fic. I posted eight chapters so far, and then this happened.**

* * *

><p><strong>Chapter 9<strong>

The flight didn't take that long. There should be more to say on this matter, but in reality, there isn't. Neither of the boys said anything as they flew towards the Cove and only one thing was running through their minds. For Hiccup it was the chance to show his favorite place to Jack. Only three people had been there and that was him, Toothless, and Astrid. It wasn't like Hiccup didn't like showing it to anyone, it just never came up. To everyone in Berk, the Cove really wouldn't seem to be that much. But to Hiccup, it meant everything. But at the same time, it wasn't really a secret getaway spot for him and his dragon either. No one really knew about it and he had no problem keeping it that way. He was certain, nonetheless, that Jack would love it.

Jack, however, was thinking something different. Whatever this 'Cove' place was, it sounded interesting from the get-go. Jack knew nothing of this place or what it may look like, having never heard of it. Or at least, if he had seen it before, he'd never referred to it as the Cove. Even if it was his idea from the beginning to go see the Cove, Jack still felt just a little honored that Hiccup was so eager to go and show Jack this place that meant quite a lot to Hiccup.

As they began to land, Jack was surprised at what he saw, mainly because he was wondering how he had never come across this place before! Of the spacious area that Hiccup was landing on, more than half of it was a body of water. The entire space was basically a large hole in the ground. Large roots form a tree right next to the edge of the top of the Cove covered one spot of the rocky walls, small vines and large bushes were scattered throughout the edges of the Cove as well as the edge of the large pond. Grass peeked out from the snow that still somehow managed to keep some of its natural green color, a few spots already beginning to show signs of dying. Large rocks were scattered throughout the Cove, a few small trees were placed along the edges of the stone wall which seemed to almost complete the place, making it look as if it were a home away from home. Jack could see why Toothless would like to come here; it looked like a great place to relax.

Hiccup and Toothless landed just before Jack did, landing right beside the pond as Hiccup carefully stepped off of Toothless. Jack landed softly on a patch of snow, still mesmerized by the beauty of the Cove, looking around and admiring the sights around him. His mouth formed a silent 'wow' as he looked around to see the stone walls had formed small patches of frost.

"This place is…it's pretty cool. I have to admit," Jack confessed.

Hiccup couldn't help but chuckle lightly as he ran his hand along Toothless' head, making the Night Fury purr in happiness and contentment. "You seem surprised."

"I wouldn't say surprised," Jack explained, "just amazed." Jack looked over to the pond, which hadn't yet been frozen over, and twirled his staff in his hand as he walked towards it. "I can't believe I've never been to this place before."

"I thought you've been to Berk plenty of times. How could you not have seen this place?"

"I don't go all over Berk, Hiccup. The weather is perfectly capable of making things cold all on its own." Jack knelt down beside the edge of the pond, being sure to stay clear of Toothless' swinging tail. "I just speed up the process is all."

Hiccup turned to face Jack, smiling as he took a step towards him and folding his arms. "Maybe you should relax more. Fly around. See the sights. You know, stop giving people frostbite and runny noses."

Jack rolled his eyes and turned to look at Hiccup, smirking and raising a brow as he stood up and let his staff rest on his shoulder. "You know I do so much more than that. What about ice patches and snow flurries? So much responsibility Hiccup, you wouldn't understand."

"Whatever floats your boat."

Jack blinked in surprise. "Wow. You guys actually say that."

Hiccup didn't know what to make of that. Confused, he asked, "Why wouldn't we?"

"Oh, well, I just thought it was something that only…well you know I didn't think that you guys would actually…," Jack sighed before slumping his tense shoulders and saying, "I'm just gonna be quiet now."

Hiccup nodded as he sucked in his lips, unsure of what to do in this awkward moment. Well, awkward for Jack anyways. "Mmm, you should apply that philosophy more often."

"Shut up," Jack chuckled out as swung his staff back and forth, looking around the Cove one more time, wanting to take in as many details as he could, no matter how minute they may be. Jack couldn't believe that in all the times he had been to Berk and flown over its forests, he'd never come across something like this. He was practically ashamed of himself. "So how'd you two find this place?"

Hiccup reached down into the water, not minding how insanely cold it was, and picked a small rock, fumbling it around in his fingers. "Remember when I told you how Toothless crashed because he wasn't able to fly?"

"Uh-huh," Jack nodded in understanding, remembering how Hiccup told him about how he had managed to train Toothless

"Well," Hiccup said as he threw his arms out as wide as they could go, "this is where he crashed. He wasn't able to fly out of here so he was just kinda trapped, you know?"

"No kidding?" Jack looked over to Toothless, who was busy looking in the pond for any signs of a fish he could grab for a light snack. "I bet you didn't like it here at first, did ya?" Toothless quickly glanced up to Jack, ears perked up as he licked the corner of his lips. "Thought not."

A small laugh escaped Hiccup as he reached out to gently pat the dragon's back. "Yeah, he didn't take too kindly to me at first either."

"Gee, I wonder why."

"Hey, I tried my best to be nice to him. It took a lot of effort to get him to tolerate me. And I'm pretty sure the same thing could be said for me trying to get used to his snappy and do-whatever-I-want attitude." Toothless squinted his eyes as he looked at Hiccup, as if he was the one who was the worst to handle. Hiccup soon saw Toothless seemingly judging him and shot him a stern look in response. "Don't look at me like that! You think it was easy trying to get that saddle on you?"

Toothless rolled his eyes and mimicked Hiccup, pretending to talk and letting out a few small growls and chirps. Although Hiccup was his best friend, he was a little difficult to deal with every now and then. The worst would be whenever he wanted to fly yet Hiccup refused.

"Probably not." Jack held his staff behind his head, both arms holding it against the back of his neck as he began to walk around the Cove, staying fairly close to Hiccup so he could still hear him. "So, what do you guys do down here?"

Hiccup shrugged as he placed his hands on his hips and looked around the Cove, remembering the last time he and Toothless came here. "Not much really. I come here because it's another quiet place to think. He likes it because I think he enjoys the quiet." Hiccup glanced back over to Toothless, who was already beginning to run around the Cove, making large paw-prints throughout the snow. "But, to be honest, I think it brings back some good memories for him."

"You think so?" Jack asked curiously.

"Yeah. I mean, he remembers stuff too, so why not remember the place we first met?"

"Awww," Jack said as he made his bottom lip quiver and gave Hiccup his best puppy dog expression. "That's so adorable. You two are such cuties."

"Oh ha ha. You really are the funniest person on Berk," said Hiccup mockingly.

Jack lost the fake expression as he moved his staff from the back of his neck and pointed it at Hiccup. "You know if you're going to be like that then maybe I should come back some other time."

Hiccup's face became a simple and bland blank expression as he folded his arms and replied monotone, "Oh no. However will I survive?"

"You speak with a monotone way too much, you know that?"

"Call it a defense mechanism." Hiccup smirked at Jack before turning his attention back to Toothless. Despite the fact that Jack really did seem to want to annoy Hiccup just to get a laugh or two out of him, it actually felt comforting to know that Jack was just as sarcastic as he could be. He swore half the time his dad didn't know the difference between Hiccup saying something sarcastic and him saying something brutally honest.

Hiccup's smirk turned into a full smile as he saw Toothless scratch at the snow as if he were digging something out from under the white and fluffy substance. He laughed as he remembered all the times Toothless would dig at something underneath the dirt just for the heck of it. Once or twice he actually did find something, although Hiccup wasn't entirely sure if that was by accident or not since whenever Toothless did start digging, the end result was just another hole in the ground. Hiccup felt a small breeze hit the back of his head and assumed that Jack had begun to float about. He never could stand still for too long, could he?

Then, after watching Toothless' tail drag around behind him and make a small path in the snow, Hiccup got an idea. He and Toothless hadn't done this in a long while, which actually surprised him considering the fact that Toothless used to love playing this little game. He looked back to find Jack still hovering in the same spot he was standing in before, looking around the Cove once again.

"Hey, you wanna see this cool trick Toothless can do?"

Jack swiftly looked back at Hiccup, interested to see whatever this trick might be. "Trick? Sure!" Jack slammed his staff on the ground, making it stand upright as he crouched on the top of the crook, balancing himself as if it were nothing. "What kind of trick?"

"Well, I wouldn't really call it a 'trick'," Hiccup said as he turned towards Toothless, "more of a little game we like to play every now and then." He cupped his hands around his lips and called out, "Toothless!" and began patting his knees. Toothless curiously began walking over to Hiccup as the Viking kicked through the snow, looking for something that might be hidden. Soon enough, just as Toothless approached him, Hiccup found what he was looking for. He picked up a small stick and walked over to a clear patch of snow and began drawing, dragging the stick through the snow and making a small picture.

At first, Jack was curious as to what this little game of theirs was, but couldn't help but to be sidetracked by one tiny little detail. It didn't make sense for Hiccup to look for a stick when, if asked, Jack would have politely let Hiccup use his staff. But it didn't matter; it wasn't like it was important whatever stick he used to draw in the snow. What Jack cared about most at this point was what Hiccup was drawing in the snow. He reached down and grabbed his staff before jumping off of it and flying into the air, making a small flurry of snowflakes jump in the air with him.

He hovered a few feet above Hiccup and saw that he was drawing a small Viking helmet, complete with horns and bolts that held it together. "So, what now? Do you point at it and he tells you what it is or something?"

Hiccup looked at Jack, confused as to where he even got that idea from. "Um, no?" He looked to Toothless and shrugged, tossing the idea away. That would have been a cool trick after all; that was, of course, if Toothless could actually speak. Instead, he began looking around for large branch he knew must be around somewhere.

Jack placed his free hand inside his hoodie and looked around the Cove as well, curious for whatever it was Hiccup was looking for. "Watcha lookin' for?" he asked.

Hiccup turned around and began walking towards two large rocks, scratching the top of his head as he so carefully treaded across the snow, trying not to trip on anything that might have been buried underneath the small and fragile icy crystals. "Oh, a uh, a really big stick for Toothless."

"A stick?"

"Yeah. I think the last time we were here it was over here somewhere." Hiccup was trying to make sense of this; there wasn't that much snow on the ground so the branch couldn't have been buried completely. Perhaps he was looking by the wrong rock? That was all he could remember anyways, the fact that the stick was left by one of the large stones. Or maybe he was mistaken and it wasn't by any of the rocks at all?

Jack pointed to his right, towards the edge of the cove. "You mean kinda like that one?"

Hiccup turned to look at Jack, then over to where he was pointing, right next to the edge of the Cove just beside the edge of the large roots. Large, much thinner branches, poked out from underneath the layer of snow. All but a few of the leaves had fallen off, leaving most of the branch bare. Hiccup smiled as he pointed towards it. "Hey! Yeah, that's the one," he exclaimed as he began walking towards it.

"Does it matter?" Jack questioned as his eyes followed Hiccup.

"What? Using that stick?"

"Yeah. Why so particular?"

Hiccup shrugged as he glanced to Toothless. "I don't know. It's just the one we use. It comes down to a little point instead of just a flat bottom." He reached the stick just as he finished speaking and turned to face Toothless as he continued, "You'll see what I mean." Hiccup motioned towards the large branch, and Toothless, who had carefully been watching Hiccup in anticipation to find what Toothless would consider a large toy for him to play with, carefully walked around Hiccup's small doodle of the Viking helmet, making sure to leave a big open space so that he wouldn't leave any footprints.

"There ya go buddy. Show Jack what you can do!" Toothless quickly grabbed the branch in his mouth and picked it up so that neither ends of the stick were touching the ground. He walked, or more like wobbled as he tried to balance the stick in his closed jaws, to more open part of the cove and placed the more pointy end of the stick in the ground and began walking around, snarling as he breathed and tried with as much precision as he could to mimic what Hiccup had just drawn.

Jack didn't know what to make of this. Well, of course, when he saw what Toothless had begun doing with the branch, he knew what this little trick of theirs was. But the sight of it was a bit of a surprise. He really should stop underestimating the dragons on Berk and what they and the Vikings could accomplish, no matter how small the trick or task might be.

Jack made his way over to where Toothless was working, making sure that he would be giving him more than enough room to complete his work. He looked over to Hiccup, who had his arms folded and was smiling as he kept his eyes fixed on the Night Fury. If Jack didn't know any better, he would have said that Hiccup was looking sort of smug, as if he was glad that Toothless was able to show off like this to Jack. But Hiccup let out a small giggle of delight as Toothless began dotting through the helmet, trying his best to make the bolts and bobbing his head up and down, his ears flapping along with the motions of his head. Jack had to admit, it was quite the funny sight in a way.

When Hiccup laughed, Jack knew that Hiccup wasn't really being smug about this ordeal, he was really just enjoying himself and having fun with his friend. This was, after all, a group effort by the two of them. He did say that they had done this before, so really this was just another game that Hiccup and Toothless had played before, and Hiccup was only having a fun time and was more than likely glad that he could show this to Jack. In any case, who wouldn't want to show off a neat little trick like this to someone who hadn't seen it before?

Toothless stopped moving about and looked at his interpretation of Hiccup's drawing. He nodded his head as he backed away and set the large branch down. He looked to Hiccup and gave him a small smile as he waited for whatever praise he was sure to come from Hiccup after he saw his drawing in the snow.

Hiccup moved closer towards the drawing nodding as he gave Toothless a smile. "Looks good bud! Nice work!" Toothless purred in response as he leaned in and licked Hiccup's face, showing his gratitude for Hiccup's kind words. Hiccup cried out as he playfully shoved Toothless' head away, wiping away any slobber he could once toothless back off.

Jack laughed as he jumped into the air and hovered above the drawing, trying to get a better look at how the whole thing looked. Aside from the footprints that Toothless had left, it looked like a decent helmet. The horns were a bit lopsided and uneven, the edges of the helmet were squiggly, and the bolts were placed in the most random of places. Jack wasn't going to judge it too harshly though, Toothless was a dragon after all and was amazed at the fact that he at least knew what he was doing when he began drawing in the snow.

"How's it look from up there?" Hiccup called out, one hand cupped around his mouth.

"It looks great!" Jack replied. "Much better than anything I would have done, that's for sure!" He flew over the drawing and landed beside Hiccup, who had already begun rubbing his hand along Toothless' side slowly. "That's a pretty neat trick he's got there."

"Yeah," Hiccup said as he gave Toothless a few pats before letting his hand fall to his side, "he's pretty talented."

"I'd say." Jack glanced back to Toothless' drawing as he asked, "How'd you find out about that little trick?"

"Oh, by accident, actually. I was drawing him in the dirt one day and he went ahead and drew me…poorly I might add, but still, it was the thought that counted. He didn't even really like me back then so it was kind of a shocker to me when he drew me." Hiccup remembered almost every single detail about that day. Had he have the capability to go back in time and tell his younger self what would happen, he'd think he was going to grow up insane and delusional.

Jack nodded in agreement. "Yeah, I can see how that would surprise you." He sighed as he looked over to the stone wall to his right. A small smirk began to form as he looked back to Hiccup and excitingly shook his pointer finger at him. He gave a few small jumps, or more like hops, as he moved towards the wall and said, "You know what? I got something even better than that."

"Oooof course you do," Hiccup exclaimed with a roll of his eyes.

Jack laughed quietly as he shook his head and jumped through the air the get closer to the wall. "Just shut up and watch," he said as he placed his staff against the wall and cracked his knuckles.

"Alright bossy pants, no need to be rude about it."

Jack huffed as he rolled his eyes too before taking his hand and placing it on the stone wall, frost seeming to pour out of his hand and onto the wall. It spread out from Jack's hand into large and uneven circle. Jack moved his hand away from the wall and rubbed his finger before dragging it along the rough wall. Jack pressed hard with his finger, not minding that the wall was very harsh on his finger, but then again, it didn't take much pressure for the frost to disappear underneath the pressure of his finger dragging along the wall.

Hiccup stepped closer, curious as to what Jack was drawing. He blinked in astonishment as he saw Jack draw the beginnings of a dragon, as if he were looking at it from the side. All Jack had at this point was the top of the head, the top of the body, and was already beginning to draw the wings, doing the little curves and small points at the end of its wing. Jack swiftly looked over as covered his drawing with his other hand, blocking it from Hiccup's point of view.

"No peeking!"

"What?"

"No. Peeking. It ruins the fun."

"Ugh. Whatever," Hiccup groaned as he backed away, throwing his arms out and letting them slap against the side of his legs in a show of defeat.

Jack was careful to try to get every detail right. He drew the wings covering the side of the dragon, so he didn't have to worry about making sure his torso was the right size. He was sure to give the dragon four paws and a long tail. He drew the rest of the head, then small dots for the eyes and nose with a small line for the mouth, then went on to finish the tail, mainly the small design at the end of it. Of course it didn't look perfectly accurate, but he hoped Hiccup would get the idea anyways.

When Jack was done, he clapped his hands together and rubbed them violently against each other. "Okay. Now, watch this," he called out to Hiccup, who was patiently waiting to see whatever it was Jack was so eager to show him.

Jack placed both open hands just an inch from the wall and concentrated as hard as he could. It had been a while since he had done this trick last, but he still knew exactly what he had to do. Soon, he felt the drawing slowly seem to peel off of the wall.

First the head, then the wings, the paws, and finally its long tail. The icy dragon flew above Jack's head, flapping its large wings and it screeched and began to hover in mid-air. Hiccup was amazed to say the least. He didn't know what to say. He stepped closer to the dragon and saw that its tail was remarkably like Toothless'! Almost instantly he made the connection that Jack had actually drawn a small version of Toothless on the wall and had used his powers to bring it to life! Even the small skull on its tail looked exactly the same!

"How'd you do that?" he asked.

Jack shrugged as he folded his arms. "I don't know really. It's just one of the many things I can do. Of course it took a long time for me to get that trick, but I'd say in the end it was worth it, don't you?"

Hiccup laughed as the dragon flew down and flew slowly around his head, the flapping of its wings giving off a slight breeze that made Hiccup's bangs move. The dragon, when fully extended, was about a foot long and moved with such precision through the air that it seemed as if the dragon, despite the fact it was newborn, had had months or practice to learn how to fly.

"How'd you get his tail to work?" Hiccup asked, pointing at the dragon as it flew back to Jack.

Jack ducked his head down just a tad as the dragon flew right past him, holding back a small giggle as the dragon let out another high-pitched screech. "What do you mean?"

"Well, Toothless' tail is artificial, remember? How's that one flying without a rider?"

Jack looked to the dragon as it flew circles in the air, having some fun while it still could. "I dunno. I didn't draw any other part of whatever Toothless has attached to him. I just drew a tail with a little skull on it is all." Jack shook his head as he thought aloud just loud enough for Hiccup to hear, "Everybody's a critic."

"I'm not criticizing it! I was just curious about…ah forget it." Hiccup waved his hand at Jack, knowing no matter what he said wouldn't make any difference and that Jack would just try to find another reason to poke at Hiccup and get some kind of reaction out of him.

Jack laughed as he gave Hiccup's back a gentle pat. "Hey, don't sweat it, I'm only joking. Besides, my art skills aren't exactly that good anyway."

"Whatever." Hiccup looked back to Toothless and went to call out to him to see if he was watching this, but was surprised to see that the dragon was already paying attention to the icy dragon. In fact, his eyes were fixed on the miniature Night Fury and absolutely nothing else. His eyes squinted slightly as the dragon flew closer towards him. A small growl escaped him, his teeth already beginning to show. "Toothless?" Hiccup said calmly, too little too late. As soon as he spoke, Toothless fired a small blast at the dragon, making it explode in the air, tiny bits of frost and small snowflakes beginning to rain down overhead.

Hiccup groaned when he saw that the dragon was no more. "Awh, Toothless!" he complained. "Why'd you have to go and do that bud? It was totally fine!"

Jack couldn't help but to start laughing at what Toothless had just done. He found it both funny and slightly adorable that the dragon would use the smaller one as target practice. "Oh man," Jack said as he covered his mouth with one free hand. "That was amazing."

Hiccup looked back to Jack, scratching the back of his head. "You think so?"

"Yeah! C'mon, that was kinda funny!"

"But he practically obliterated that thing."

"Which is why it's funny Hiccup!"

Hiccup shook his head as he looked back to Toothless, being sure to give him a warm smile to let him know that he wasn't in any real trouble. Not like Toothless would care anyways. Given the chance, he would probably have done the same thing again, not caring what Hiccup had said. He didn't mind if the smaller dragon hung around Hiccup and Jack, but if it got close to him, well then the only thing it was good for would be target practice.

"Besides," Jack continued, "it's not like that was a onetime thing you know."

"What do you mean?" asked Hiccup as he looked back to Jack, who was already placing both open hands on the wall and dragging them along its tough and scratchy surface as he walked a few steps to his right. Now, even more frost had spread along the wall, giving Jack more than enough room to make another dragon.

"I mean I can always make more," Jack explained as he shook his arms out as he got ready to make as many dragons as he could. He turned around and placed his finger on the wall, but stood there for a few seconds and did nothing. He turned on his heels, his eyes squinted and his mouth clamped shut as he was lost in thought.

Soon, both hands started to point directly at Hiccup as he gave the young Viking a small smile and said, "Do you wanna help me?"

Hiccup looked to the frost covered part of the wall and then back to Jack, a quick one-two look, before asking a simple, "What?"

"You heard me. Come on! Just make some simple doodles with me! It'll get done faster after all!"

Hiccup took two steps towards the wall before stopping, holding up both hands in humility. "Uh, well, you know I don't think my drawings would be any good, Jack. You know? Yours obviously work well so, uh, why don't you just try one big one, huh?"

Jack gave Hiccup and bland expression, one that showed that he was judging Hiccup in such a way that he couldn't even keep it to himself. Not a single brow was raised as Jack slowly blinked his eyes. "Are you serious? Are you really being serious right now?" Hiccup didn't know what to say. It wasn't as if he was afraid of what might happen, he just didn't think that his drawings would be good enough. He didn't know how this worked! Were there some kind of requirements for these things?

"Oh just get over here you big baby and start making some dragons!" Jack said loudly.

Hiccup knew he wasn't going to win this. He collected himself and walked over to the wall. How bad could this really be? He'd drawn dragons plenty of times before, so this shouldn't be too hard.

He made his way to the wall, jack even holding out one hand and calling to him to take 'one more step' as if he were a little kid or maybe even a small pet. Hiccup rolled his eyes as he stood in front of the wall and asked, "So, what do I do? Just draw, I guess?"

"Yeah, but uh, make sure enough of the frost is gone otherwise it gets kinda hard for me." Jack twiddled his fingers together as he looked as his practically blank canvas. "But other than that just draw whatever comes to mind." He paused for a short moment before leaning in closer to Hiccup. "As long as said drawing is of a dragon. We, uh, kinda don't wanna miss the point of what we're doing here."

"Weren't you ever told not to tell the artist what to draw?" Hiccup inquired as he began drawing his dragon, starting with the top of the body and making his way down to the tail.

"I've been told a lot of things, Hiccup," Jack said with a smile. "I've been told to 'put on some shoes, Jack', 'don't create a blizzard during a national holiday, Jack', 'make sure you don't bring too much snow, Jack', 'put down that sharp object, Jack', I've heard them all."

Hiccup glared over to Jack, hiding his laugh as he shook his head lightly. He turned back to his own work just as Jack said, "Don't worry. They found his finger." Hiccup closed his eyes, really having nothing to say to Jack, but instead turned his head and gave him an expression that seemed to say that he was far from done with Jack's little jokes.

Jack smirked as looked back to his work, sighing out a small laugh as he said, "I'm just kidding." He began to work on his own dragon, letting the silence sit between them for just a short moment before uttering, "It was his thumb."

Hiccup paid that remark no mind as he continued working on his own dragon. A simple one; a Gronckle. It was easy to do with its small wings and circular body. The head was the most difficult part, but he tried to not worry about it too much. It didn't have to be perfectly detailed in the end anyways. After a short while, and half of their canvas already covered (or in this case gotten rid of), he was surprised by how faster Jack was at drawing the dragons than he had anticipated. He had the same amount of dragons done as Hiccup did. Whenever one of them finished, the other was only a few strokes behind. Hiccup had only six dragons done when he realized that Jack was doing the same dragon over and over again.

Jack was only drawing Toothless. He had told Hiccup to draw any kind of dragon, yet there he stood drawing only one particular Night Fury over and over again.

Hiccup didn't think that much of it. What did it matter what kind of dragon he drew? Here Hiccup was with two Gronckle's, a poorly done in his opinion Deadly Nadder, and three Terrible Terror's. The thought of drawing Toothless hadn't even crossed his mind!

He looked back to Toothless, who was paying them no mind as he sat idly by himself, just looking around the Cove almost as if he were expecting something to happen at any second. Hiccup moved his attention back to his work, having enough room for one more dragon. He decided, despite the fact that there were already seven Night Fury's, to go ahead and draw one more. He started with the body, added the wings and little nubs for paws, then the tail, complete with skull symbol on his artificial wing, and then finally added the head.

He took a step back, looking at his creations and giving a slight nod of approval, so small no one might have even noticed it. He looked at Jack, who was doing the exact same thing and taking a small step back to look at everything. He even glanced at Hiccup's drawings, puckering his lips as he nodded, thinking that all of them would work. Hiccup realized as Jack had looked over at his drawings, did he ever look at him drawing like he had Jack? Was this the first time he saw what dragons Hiccup had drawn? Obviously he thought they were good anyways, not saying or looking as if any of them wouldn't work.

"Okay," Jack said as Hiccup breathed on his finger, trying to warm it up after having to force it against cold and frost-covered stone for a short while. "I think these will work just fine." Jack glanced back to Toothless, smiling a toothy smile as he looked forward to the fun that they were about to have. He stepped in the middle of their canvas and said, "Alright, here we go," as he shook his arms before reaching out, hands open towards the wall.

It took a little bit more time that the last, but Jack was able to get all of the dragons off of the wall. Although he had seen it before, Hiccup couldn't help but smile at the sight of the dragons beginning to fly around, not uttering a single screech or roar as they flew through the air. Jack was the same way, regardless of the fact that he had done this many times before.

"Alright, here goes nothing." Jack turned around and hovered in the air, waving his hand and silently telling the dragons to follow him. They quietly snuck up behind Toothless, who still had no idea as to what it was about to happen. Jack quietly told the dragons to stop by holding up an open hand and began to count down from three. Once he was done, he pointed straight at Toothless and said in a normal tone, "Go get 'em!"

Just like that, in almost the blink of an eye, half of the dragons began circling around Toothless' head, although that was probably because half of them were actual miniaturized Night Fury's. The rest of the dragons were close behind and began toying with the real dragon not a few seconds later.

When the first dragons appeared, Toothless blinked in confusion, wondering what the heck was going on. But once he realized what these mysterious things were, and saw how many of them there were, he nearly sprang into action, biting at any dragon that dared come close to his jaws. The poor dragon missed every single time.

Both of the boys laughed loudly at the sight of the Night Fury biting wildly at the dragons zipping right past his head. Though they didn't tell each other, they were actually surprised that Toothless hadn't yet tried to blast any of them away like he had the last time. It was only made better when Toothless looked at the two, knowing that they were somehow both responsible for this. His eyes squinted at the two of them as he huffed in disapproval.

"Oh come on, they're not that bad are they?" Jack asked, Hiccup still trying to calm himself down, but to no avail.

Toothless answered by looking up at a small Gronckle that Hiccup had made and fired a small blast at it, as if here merely spitting at it. Of course, he hit his target with ease, the dragon disintegrating into small icy particles. Then, one right after the other, the dragon began firing at the rest, jumping around and having an enjoyable time as he fired and snapped at any dragon that was in his range.

In only a minute, Toothless had managed to make half of the dragons disappear. Both Jack and Hiccup couldn't stop laughing the entire time. The Nadder that Hiccup drew flew right over Toothless' head, causing him to stand up on his hind paws and try to bite it, but ended up landing on his back instead. Jack about lost it as he saw the dragon roll over and shake his head as he tried to stand back up. The rest of the dragons took almost just as long to finish off, the very last dragon being another Night Fury. Toothless fired a small blast at the dragon, virtually hitting it effortlessly. And just like that, the source of all of their fun was gone.

As the boys stood there laughing, yet another idea came to Jack's mind. "Wait here," Jack told Hiccup, who was already taking in a deep breath and successfully calming himself down. Jack quickly flew behind Toothless when he wasn't looking, having been facing in the opposite direction of the two when he fired at the last dragon. Toothless turned just in time for Jack to get out of his line of sight, Toothless smiling at Hiccup now that all of the pesky and annoying pests were taken care of.

Hiccup gave his friend a thumbs up as Jack gently lowered himself, reached out with his staff, and tapped Toothless' shoulder, being extremely careful not to let any frost accumulate where his staff made contact with the dragon's skin. He quickly moved away before Toothless looked over to see what had touched him.

Hiccup rolled his eyes and dragged an open hand down his face, groaning at what was the oldest trick in the book, and yet Toothless was falling for it! And even then, it was actually kind of funny. At least the secondhand embarrassment he was feeling was anyways. Was Jack always like this? Did he always have to make things a joke, or was he doing this simply because he didn't want their fun to end and was willing to use any mean necessary to keep the fun going? Either way, Hiccup stifled his laughter as he shook his head, watching as Jack repeated the trick and tapped Toothless' other shoulder.

Jack tried his best to hide his snickering, not wanting to give away his position and end his trick, wanting to see how long it would play out. But Toothless was smart, and guessed right away where that boy with the white hair went and who was tapping his shoulder. When Jack tapped him with his staff once more, Toothless did a quick look to where he had been touch, but looked right back to where he knew Jack would be hiding.

Sure enough, the Guardian was hovering there, smiling at the dragon as if he had done nothing wrong. With a small nod of his head, Jack spoke, "Hey, how's it goin'?"

Toothless was obviously not amused.

Toothless opened his mouth just wide enough so that Jack would be able to see a purple glow beginning to form in the back of his throat, warning him of an upcoming plasma blast if he didn't get out of the way. Jack happily obliged, holding up both hands as he backed away, landing by the side of the pond.

"Alright. Alright. I'm done," Jack said with a hint of laughter. "Really, I'm done, okay?"

Although Toothless believed him, that didn't mean that _he _was done with _Jack_. Toothless didn't fire his plasma blast, but instead sent another small spitball of fire right at Jack, landing right beside his feet and melting the snow instantly.

Jack quickly and almost instinctively jumped back, hovering over the pond as he let out a "Whoa!" of surprise. "Alright, fine. I guess I deserve that. Are we even now?" he asked the dragon. Toothless chuckled at Jack, making Jack believe that yes, they were on okay terms. For the time being anyways.

Hiccup, during all of this, was very entertained. The banter Jack and Toothless had been quite the show, he almost didn't want to speak up or say anything so that it would continue. But instead, he made his way over to Toothless, calling out to him as he smiled. "Good job, Toothless," he complimented as he gave the Night Fury's side a gentle pat.

"Don't tell him that!" Jack shouted as he continued to hover above the water. "That'll just make him think it's okay to keep doing it!"

"Oh, is it not?" Hiccup asked as Toothless bumped his head against Hiccup, asking him to be petted again.

Jack sighed as he hung his head and shook it, pretending to be disappointed with Hiccup's answer. As he looked up, he began to look around the Cove again, this time lost in thought. What could the two of them do now? It hadn't yet hit him how little there was for the two for them to do on Berk. Of course they could always revert back to snowball fights and things of that nature, but those would get old pretty quick. Jack ran through every possible thing that they could do to make sure neither of them got bored.

Another race? Nah, not fun enough. Snowman contest? Probably wouldn't last long, there's not a whole lot of snow in the Cove. Did Vikings have any kind of games they would play? Heck, even Hide-and-Seek might suffice if Jack really thought that there was no option left. As he looked down and continued to think, he smiled at the obvious option that was literally right under his nose.

Jack looked up to Hiccup, who was still occupying his time by scratching Toothless' belly, a pastime Toothless definitely enjoyed, as he took his staff in both his hands. "Hey Hiccup!"

Hiccup didn't even look back to Jack when he heard him call out his name. "Yeah?"

"You ever been ice skating before?"

Hiccup paused and stopped scratching Toothless for a short moment as he thought about what Jack just asked him. "I don't think so? Actually, no wait, I think I have, but that was a long while ago." He looked back to Jack as he said, "Why do you ask?"

"Just wondering." Jack quickly tapped his staff on the top of the water, almost instantly freezing the top of the pond. The ice quickly began to stretch out, freezing the entire top of the pond. Hiccup could see the ice thickening as the ice covered the entirety of the pond. Soon afterwards, after tucking his staff under his arm, Jack stepped lightly onto the frozen water, the frost glistening under his feet as he froze even more of the pond, making sure that it was secure and stable enough for Hiccup to stand on it.

Hiccup watched in amazement as Jack walked towards him, holding out his arms as he looked at what he had just done to the pond, silently boasting about what a good job he had just done. "Wow," was all Hiccup could say.

Jack laughed as he began skating backwards effortlessly, stopping in the middle of the pond. "Well come on ya slow poke!"

Hiccup did have to admit, it did look like fun. Even Toothless seemed to be interested in the frozen pond, stepping right next to the edge and tapping it with his paw. That must have been as far as his curiosity took him since he took a few steps back after having only tapped the ice a few times with his paw. Hiccup took one step towards the pond before stopping by the edge and realizing why this was a bad idea. He looked down at his artificial leg, lifting it up and giving it a small shake, as if doing so might actually help. He sighed in defeat, knowing that this would just end badly.

"You know," Jack said as he pushed himself closer to Hiccup, "I may not be a genius, but I'm pretty sure skating isn't that hard once you get the hang of it." Jack was ready to show Hiccup how to skate if he forgot. He had done it plenty of times before anyways; the only difference would be that every other time he had done it, it was with much younger children instead of a teenaged Viking.

"That's not it, Jack." Hiccup tried to explain. Looking down at his metal foot and lifting it up. "It's, just uh…"

Jack looked down and saw what Hiccup was talking about, his smile slowly starting to fade. Now he understood the problem. "You haven't skated with that thing on before, huh?"

"Does slipping on every patch of ice that this thing touches count?"

Jack couldn't help but feel just a tiny bit responsible for that, laughing as he rubbed the back of his head and offering Hiccup an apologetic smile. "Heh, yeah uh, sorry about that."

Hiccup didn't say anything, feeling as though it was his fault their fun was put on hold. But Jack had other plans. Jack reached out with an open hand and nodded towards the pond. "Come on," he spoke.

"Wait, what?"

"You heard me. Come on, I'll help."

Hiccup didn't know how to react. On one hand he thought it was nice that Jack was offering to help, but on the other and much more important hand, there was no telling how awkward it would feel. He looked at Jack's outreached hand with a slightly open jaw, not knowing what to say except, "You're kidding, right?"

Jack's hand fell to his side. "What the heck is that supposed to mean?"

"Look, Jack, I can't skate. Not like this. It's fine, we'll find something else to do." Hiccup took a small step back from the pond, holding up both hands in calm protest as he tried to assure Jack that there had to be something else they could do to pass the time.

But Jack wasn't going to have any of it. Not if he had any say in it. "Oh come on you big baby!" Jack reached out and grabbed Hiccup's hand, pulling him onto the ice.

Hiccup cried out as he stepped onto the frozen pond, afraid his feet, particularly his fake one, might slip out from underneath him at any given moment. "JACK! What're you-"

"Would you relax?" Jack asked loudly, grabbing both of Hiccup's shoulders. "Look, it's easy," he began to explain over Hiccup's tense breathing. Hiccup wasn't really scared of falling so much as he was worried that by doing so, he would only make a fool of himself. He didn't see this ending well. "I'll help you get started, okay? It's really just knowing how to balance yourself, right?"

"Easy for you to say." Hiccup exclaimed, not angry at Jack but still very annoyed at what he was doing. There was no use trying to resist either, Jack would just force him right back onto the ice if he actually managed to escape his grasp. "You're not the one with the metal foot."

"You got me there," Jack admitted, "but you gotta trust me on this, okay?"

A small sigh escaped Hiccup, the nervous pounding of his heart echoing through his ears. He knew that if he kept protesting, Jack would quite possibly try something sneaky like shove him right onto the ice. In fact, screw that being a possibility. That was likely to be what would actually happen if Hiccup persisted. He held up a hand as he wiggled his shoulders, setting himself free as Jack politely released him.

As he looked to the ice, right away he knew that this is where he would get his next head injury. He took in a deep breath as he stepped onto the ice with his normal foot. So far so good, but now came for the more difficult task, doing the same with his metal foot. In the past Hiccup was able to step onto ice with his artificial leg and not slip and fall, but that was only if he was being extra careful. All he had to do, he told himself, was to apply that same amount of caution to this situation. Easier said than done.

Slowly, he took his metal foot off the ground and began moving it towards the ice. Jack said nothing as he waited until Hiccup's foot made contact with the ice, a small 'tap' seeming to echo throughout the almost silent Cove. His forearms reached out by his sides just in case his friend did fall.

Hiccup breathed a sigh of relief as he gave Jack a small smile, letting him know that he was okay. Jack was quick to offer a more enthusiastic smile in return, assuring Hiccup that everything was going to be okay. Jack felt the urge to reach a hand out just in case Hiccup felt that he might need it, in fact his hand even twitched at the idea, already beginning to move out for him, but he quickly decided against the idea, knowing that Hiccup would ask for help if he needed it. He had to at least give Hiccup the chance to prove himself after all.

"Well, at least now we know you can stand," Jack commented optimistically.

Hiccup normally would have had some kind of snappy remark to say back to Jack, but with everything that was running through his mind at this point, all he could say was a breathy, "Yeah."

"Okay," Jack continued as he clapped his hands, "now all you have to do is put one foot in front of the other."

"That's walking, not skating."

"Yeah, well, baby steps Hiccup. Baby steps."

Hiccup looked up and around the pond, looking for any kind of destination he could try to skate to, preferably one that was close by. He settled on a spot where the pond met the edge of the grass, almost a straight beeline from where he was standing. His movements were slow as he moved his good foot first, gliding it along the ice. He moved his metal foot next, his mind racing with prayers to the Gods that he wouldn't slip. He heard Jack saying something, but couldn't make out what, his mind focused on so many other things.

He began to move his normal foot, then the metal one, back and forth until he was almost halfway there. He was surprised that he had actually made it this far. Of course Jack was beside him the entire time, arms placed both in front and behind him in case he began to stumble. Even Jack was amazed to see that Hiccup had come this far. Although, he did suspect that once Hiccup reached the edge, he would quickly step off of the ice and not want to set foot on it again.

Hiccup took another step with his metal foot, beginning to move just a little bit faster than before on the ice. A small twinge of happiness escaped through Hiccup in the form of a quick chuckle, a simple "Ha ha!" as he began to move even faster. Jack smiled when he heard his friend laugh, glad to hear that Hiccup was at least having some fun. It brought him even more joy to remember that Hiccup was only doing this because he asked, or more like told, him to. Maybe this was a good idea after all.

As if fate had read Jack's mind and decided to prove him wrong, Hiccup's artificial leg caught on a small bump in the ice, only a few more steps from the edge as he began to stumble and slip on the frozen pond. Jack was quick to move both hands onto Hiccup's chest and back, securing him before his legs even had a chance to fall out from underneath him.

"Whoa!" Jack exclaimed as he caught him.

The startled Hiccup said nothing as he tried to regain his footing. "Thanks," he finally managed to breath out, his heartbeat already beginning to pick up speed once again. Thor Almighty he could already feel his cheeks begin to blush.

"You okay?" Jack asked, hoping his friend was alright.

"Huh? Oh, oh yeah, I'm fine."

"You sure?"

"Yes, I'm fine," Hiccup repeated as he slowly and calmly taking Jack's arm and moving it off of his chest, the arm on his back doing the same as both of Jack's arms moved away from Hiccup. Jack was still more than ready to catch Hiccup should he fall again.

Shivers ran down Hiccup's spine as the cold from Jack still hadn't yet left him, feeling as though the pressure his hands made on his thin shirt left a lasting cold scar. He had forgotten how cold Jack really was, although his name being Jack Frost, that probably wasn't one of the first things Hiccup would have thought he would have forgotten.

"I can do this," Hiccup thought aloud, although Jack would have thought that Hiccup was talking to him, but said nothing as he waited for Hiccup to continue moving across the ice. Hiccup carefully moved across the ice, gliding one foot in front of the other, just as fast as he was when he stumbled, not wanting it to feel like he was starting all over just because he had one little mishap.

Once he reached his destination, he sighed in relief, both happy and proud that he had done this with only one little slip. "Well, that was easier than expected."

"See?" Jack actually felt proud for both Hiccup and himself. "You wanna go again?" he asked.

"Oh, uh, I-I don't know, Jack. I mean that was nice, yeah, but going back and forth it's just…it's not really worth it. You can though! By all means," Hiccup motioned towards the pond, wanting to not keep Jack from having any fun himself, "go on, skate if you want to."

"By myself? With you just standing there on the sidelines and watching me?" Jack shook his head in disapproval. "Uh-uh. Not gonna happen."

Hiccup groaned as he looked back to Toothless, who still sat where he last left him, but was looking at Hiccup with his big green eyes, waiting to see if he would come back over. "Well," he began as he looked to Jack, "you have any better ideas."

"Actually, yes. I do." Jack scooted a little bit away from Hiccup and grabbed the crook of his staff, pointing the end to Hiccup. "Grab on."

"I'm sorry?"

"You heard me. Hold onto this and I'll help you skate around."

Hiccup look at the staff, to the pond, then to the staff again. "Are you serious?"

"Why else would I be pointing this thing at you?" Jack gave the staff a small shake as he waited for Hiccup to grab it. "It's not gonna hurt you, if that's what you're wondering. And I'm pretty sure you won't break it either."

Hiccup tried to find the best reason for him to have to not do what Jack was asking him to do, but only one reason kept coming to his mind. It would just feel too weird. Having Jack help him around like that would just make the whole thing awkward. But then again, it wasn't like anyone was watching except Toothless, and who would he tell? Hiccup licked his lips, something he soon realized he shouldn't have done as the wind started to blow and quickly wiped his lips before reaching out and grabbing Jack's staff.

It felt cold to the touch and, honestly, Hiccup expected his entire hand to turn to ice at any second. But as he looked up and saw that Jack was still holding the staff, he realized that Jack was probably doing something to make sure that Hiccup wouldn't freeze, still not knowing the full extent of his powers.

"See? This thing doesn't freeze anything that touches it, you're fine!" Jack explained.

Okay, so, maybe Jack wasn't really doing anything and Hiccup wasn't in any danger of being frozen. He gave Jack a small nod and felt himself being gently pulled onto the ice. He almost lost his footing as Jack picked up speed, already beginning to go much faster than Hiccup was when he was skating.

A couple 'woo-hoo's' came from Jack as he led Hiccup around the pond, making sure not to go _too_ fast so that Hiccup could still hold onto the staff. He looked back to hiccup so see him with his eyes slightly closed shut and both hands clasped around the staff. "Calm down, would ya? Open your eyes!"

"They are open!"

"Well open them more! You're not gonna fall!"

"I know that!"

"Uh-huh. Then why are you grabbing this thing for dear life, huh?"

Hiccup groaned, knowing that there was no way he was going to get Jack to leave things well enough alone. He opened his eyes and slowly removed one hand form the staff just as Jack began to curve around the edge of the pond, effectively making Hiccup swing out from the staff, his other arm outstretched as they moved around the pond.

Realizing that he was perfectly fine holding onto the staff with one hand, Hiccup laughed as he skated behind Jack, both of his feet almost effortlessly gliding along the ice underneath him. He even casually waved to Toothless, letting him know that he was alright after the dragon let out a small roar as they passed him. This was actually a whole lot easier than what Hiccup was doing. He realized that it would have taken him forever to get this fast with his leg, if it was even possible. The two of them circled the pond a few times, neither of them saying anything other than the occasional laugh, 'yeah', 'woo-hoo', and things of that nature. Jack didn't need to look back at Hiccup to know that he was having a good time.

Breaking the swing of things, Jack turned to skate for the middle of the pond, swirling around in any direction that he saw fit, Hiccup swinging behind him like the limp tail of a Monstrous Nightmare. Hiccup didn't know how Jack could do all of this barefoot, but realized that after doing so for over three hundred years, and being of course the embodiment of winter, he was far more than likely used to having cold feet.

Jack managed to slow down a bit once they reached the middle of the pond and finally turned his head to look back at Hiccup, who, as he expected, was smiling as wide as he could. The Viking wasn't even paying attention to Jack as he looked around the Cove, watching as the moss and vine-covered walls looked blurred as they flew past him.

"Told ya you would have fun!" Jack shouted.

Hiccup nodded, still not looking to Jack. "And you were right. I actually am! This is amazing!"

Hiccup hated to have to do this, but he knew that his metal leg probably wouldn't be able to stand gliding along the ice much longer. He could already feel the bottom of his boot beginning to freeze! "Hey Jack!" he called out, "I don't think my leg can take much more of this!"

"What do you mean?"

"I mean I don't want to mess up this thing and go without a leg. It's not made to do this, you know?"

Jack's smile didn't even fade as he realized that their fun was ending. He nodded as he turned to go back to where Toothless was waiting for them. "Alright, if you think it's best," he said as he moved towards the edge of the pond. Jack looked back to Hiccup, glad that he actually had the guts to try this when he knew that it wasn't exactly the best idea. "So what else do you think we could-"

Jack was cut off by Hiccup's shout of alarm as his metal foot began slipping from underneath him. He reached to grab the staff with his other hand, hoping to balance himself. The second he did, his other foot began doing the same, both of his feet now dancing wildly underneath him as he tried to get his footing back. "Whoa!"

But Jack was quick. He swiftly pulled on his staff, pulling Hiccup closer to him. With one hand still holding onto his staff, Jack reached out and pulled Hiccup to his side, effectually saving Hiccup once again from falling flat on his face. Hiccup's breathing wasn't calm, but it certainly wasn't ecstatic. It was fast, to be put in the simplest of terms. But he was quickly able to slow it down and calm himself. He looked to Jack, who was looking just slightly down at Hiccup to see if he was okay. His blue eyes seemed brighter for some reason. Another thing that crossed Hiccup's mind was the realization that Jack wasn't really that much taller than him, almost being at the same eye-level as Hiccup was.

"You okay there?"

"Yeah. I'm cool," Hiccup answered as he realized something else; something he wondered why he didn't notice before. Perhaps out of pure instinct, when he had slammed into Jack, making both of them slide back upon impact, he had let go of the staff and wrapped one arm around Jack's side, the other arm hanging limp at his side. As for the staff, it was in Jack's hand, safe and sound. His other hand was paced around the top of Hiccup's waist, just underneath his chest.

Hiccup's eyes widened as he realized the situation that he was in. "Well," he uttered in a softer tone, "thanks for that."

"Don't mention it," Jack answered as he gave Hiccup's back a calm pat before sliding back a few inches and holding up the staff, ready to give Hiccup a slow and steady ride back to land.

Hiccup grabbed the staff with one hand and made his way back to the edge of the pond with Jack, glad that that too-close-for-comfort moment was over just as quickly as it started.

"You know you're a lucky guy, Hiccup."

"How so?"

As they reached the edge of the pond, Jack looked at Hiccup and gave him a sly smile, "Most people don't usually get that close to me until the third date."

Hiccup stared at Jack with a blank expression. Was he serious? Was he actually being serious right now? All past experiences with Jack made Hiccup come to the conclusion that yes, yes he was. "Oh whatever, Jack. You should know for future reference that I'm _not_ that easy. You have to get me a drink first." Hiccup calmly stepped back onto land, where Toothless was eagerly waiting to see if Hiccup was alright.

"But all the signs were there Hiccup!" Jack said with a hint of sarcasm. "I thought our relationship was ready for the side-hug!"

"I'm sorry Jack but you're moving way too fast for me! Next thing you'll want us to…to…have a friendly hug goodbye!"

Jack over-dramatically smacked an open hand over his heart. "Are you saying you _don't_ want that to happen?! But Hiccup, I thought we were moving at a reasonable pace! What you're asking me to do is just too much, Hiccup. Too much!"

"I'm sorry Jack," Hiccup said in a melodramatic tone, "but that's the way I feel about this friendship, and if you don't like it, then you're going to need another Viking to believe in you!" All past embarrassment of getting squeezed against Jack's side, a person that made him once again shiver with the sudden physical contact of being squished against his side, fly away as if it were nothing. And really, it was. Hiccup realized that had it not been for the fact that he really didn't know Jack for that long, it would have meant nothing. He had been hugged by Astrid, Fishlegs, even Snotlout on one occasion. Even his dad went so far as to pick him up and shake him a bit whenever he was really happy when he hugged his son. What exactly was he fretting over again? He took in the fact that he just needed to calm down; he was worrying over nothing after all. He was willing to bet that Jack was thinking about it anyways.

Jack, on the other hand, couldn't stop himself from laughing at the idiotic things he and Hiccup were saying to each other. "But – ahahaha! But, Hiccup! I…I…oh screw it! I'm done. I'm just done with this; it's too ridiculous, even for me!"

"I didn't even know such a limit existed," Hiccup commented.

"There's a lot you don't know about me, Hiccup," Jack stated as he calmed himself down, "For example, I'm really the prince of a far off kingdom of snow people. Every time a child makes their first snowman, I get a new subject! It's actually pretty cool."

"Oh really?" Hiccup asked, not buying the obvious fake fact. "Well did you know that I can actually breath fire?"

Jack pointed his thumb towards Toothless and inquired, "So why do you keep him?"

"I enjoy the company," Hiccup answered with a shrug. Toothless, overhearing Hiccup's last statement, gave him a small grunt of disapproval, despite knowing that Hiccup was only teasing.

Jack pouted at Toothless, his bottom lip quivering before he spoke. "Awh, is Toothless not happy?" he spoke as if he were speaking to a young infant. ""Does Toothless wanna go skating too! Huh? Would that cheer him up?" Toothless rolled his eyes and turned away from Jack, walking around in a small circle whilst firing at the ground in order to warm it up before lying down and trying to get whatever rest he could.

"Don't take it personal," said Hiccup. "He'd probably be worse than me on the ice anyways."

Jack nodded in false understanding. "_Riiight_," he said, "because you were just fantastic out there, weren't you?"

Hiccup should have seen this coming really. Jack making some kind of remark about how he had nearly fallen on the ice was bound to happen sooner or later, wasn't it? "I did better than expected."

"True, but the dragon could still do so much better than you."

"He doesn't have a metal prosthetic for a foot now does he?"

"You know sooner or later you won't be able to use that thing as an excuse." Jack folded his arms. "You better appreciate it while you still can."

"Well when the time comes, I'll let you know when this thing stops being a reasonable excuse for not wanting to go skating." Hiccup lifted his foot off of the ground and moved it towards Jack. "But until then, we listen to the foot. And the foot says, no skating."

"Your foot is stupid."

"_Your_ foot is…frozen."

Jack rolled his eyes as he jumped up onto the crook of his staff after making sure it was able to stand upright, bending his knees in order to balance himself. "Wow. Great comeback."

"Shut up," Hiccup snapped, not really wanting to hear any more of Jack's banter. He'd had more than enough for one day, though he doubted that it was far from over. Not wanting to wake Toothless with anything too loud or obnoxious, Hiccup suggested that they simply talked for a little bit in order to pass the time. Internally, Jack was against it at first, but he went along with Hiccup's plan, knowing that it was probably best not to wake a sleeping dragon.

When they realized there wasn't that much for them to talk about, already knowing plenty about each other and such, Jack suggested they have a simple snowman building contest. It was an idea Jack was against at first, but realized that since they were obviously going to be there for a while, that he might as well. Besides, it had been a long while since he had actually built a snowman, so it might actually be fun. And it was. Jack went with the classic three-ball snowman, using rocks for the eyes, nose, and buttons while drawing the smile with his finger.

When he turned to look at Hiccup's, one of the rules being they weren't allowed to look at the other's snowman until they were done, he was shocked to see that Hiccup hasn't done a snowman at all, but instead had done a sleeping Night Fury, his model being the sleeping dragon that was right in front of him. He had almost every single detail too, from the lines in his wings to the scales on his head. There was no way Jack could argue that Hiccup was the obvious winner in that competition.

Once they were done demolishing each other's creations, Jack's idea, Hiccup grabbed a handful of snow and tossed it at Jack, the soft flurry landing right on his cheek. When Jack was done lecturing Hiccup about what a terrible job he was at making snowballs, he made his next move and threw an actual snowball at Hiccup after showing him 'how it's really done'. In retrospect, Hiccup realized, he really should have seen that coming.

The snowball fight would have lasted longer too, had Hiccup not looked up at the sky and realized that they had been outside for quite a long time. It wasn't dark, but he was still surprised that it was already past noon. He hadn't even eaten yet, had he?

"Man, we've been out longer than I thought," he thought aloud as he looked up at the now cloudy sky.

"Really?" Jack asked. "Did you not mean to stay outside for long? You have somewhere to be?"

"No, no. It's just," Hiccup looked at Jack, comprehending an idea he had almost forgotten entirely, "times flies when you're having fun, huh?"

"I told you, I'm the Guardian of Fun. I've known this for a long, long while," Jack answered in a way that one would think he said it following the phrase, 'as a matter of fact', with that same cocky attitude that made it seem like he knew everything there was to know about fun. But really, he kind of did.

"So, any other bright ideas for what we could do?"

"Nope," Jack answered honestly, his mind coming up with no ideas whatsoever. "You?"

"Well I usually go back to my part of the workshop and work on stuff, or even practice some tricks with Toothless."

Jack looked towards the frozen pond, biting his bottom lip before uttering, "Soooo, I'm guessing your answer is 'no'?"

"Sure does look that way."

Jack groaned as he held his staff behind his head and began slowly pacing around, kicking up any and all snow that was in his way. Maybe they could go sledding? Jack knew for a fact that there were some awesome hills and mountains for them to go sledding on. To make it fair, however, he'd have to find some kind of sled that could compete with Hiccup and Toothless.

Toothless, on the other hand, was just waking up from his nap, his eyes blinking open as his pupils dilated and looked around for Hiccup. He purred as he stood up and shook himself as he tried to wake up. Hiccup was happy to see that his friend was awake, draping an arm around Toothless' neck and giving him a quick 'noogie' that Toothless didn't really seem to mind.

"I mean," Hiccup began, "we could always go back to my place, but I don't really see what we could do there except, I don't know, talk." Removing his arm from Toothless, Hiccup breathed on both of his hands and rubbed them together, trying to warm them up. "And I'd really like a warm place to sit down for a little bit."

Jack removed the staff from his shoulders, swinging it around a bit before saying, "Alright, let's do it."

"Go back to my place?"

"Why not? I mean if you need to warm up, you need to warm up. Don't let me keep you out here if you're freezing to death." Jack looked at Toothless, who was curiously looking at Hiccup to see what he would do next. "Of course you can just breathe fire, so I'm pretty sure you're more comfortable being out here for so long, huh?"

Toothless looked at Jack and blinked before his ears perked up as Jack spoke to him, licking the side of his lip as he stood there on all four paws. "You'd be right," Hiccup answered for Toothless. "Dragons are able to keep themselves warm in cold weather. They have their limits, of course, but they can survive for a good while."

"Hm, I thought so."

Hiccup moved to hop on top of Toothless, gently patting his side before hopping onto his saddle and making sure his artificial leg was nice and secure. "So, you really don't mind if I head back home for a little bit?"

"No problem!" Jack flew into the air, flying right past Hiccup and Toothless, his staff pointing towards their way out, in the direction he thought was the way back to Berk. "Besides, this'll give me a chance to see whatever secrets you might be hiding underneath your bed."

Hiccup rolled his eyes as Toothless flapped his wings and began to take off, slowly at first and only just making himself slowly fly higher and higher towards the sky. "Not sure what kind of 'secrets' you'll find under there."

"Well then let's go find out." Jack smirked as he turned to face back towards Berk. "Race?"

"Again?"

"Why not?"

"Jack, you don't even know where my house is." Toothless flew right beside Jack, hovering while Hiccup and Jack continued to debate on whether or not the race was a good idea. Toothless, if he was able to voice his opinion, wasn't really in the mood for a race. But in case there was to be a race anyways, he was more than determined to leave Jack in the dust.

"Then let's not race to your place. Just to Berk."

"How about this? You follow me to my house, and then, here's where this gets interesting, we don't race." Hiccup had a fake smile that practically screamed 'I don't care' plastered across his face. "Huh? Sound good?" Even though he was certain that he could beat Jack in a race, Hiccup felt that he had had enough time spent outside in the cold, so flying as fast as he could through the cold winter air wouldn't exactly help him get any warmer.

Jack sighed as he shook his head. "Fine. But this better not be silent like the last trip was. I don't care if you tell terrible jokes or rant about how riding Toothless gives you a wedgie, alright?"

Toothless began moving forward at a fast pace, momentarily leaving Jack behind for a brief second, quickly catching up to the pair as he let out a short laugh. "I'll make sure to do just that!" Hiccup shouted as they took off, casually glancing over to Jack when he had caught up to him. "So a warrior, a blacksmith, and a goat, walk into a pub on a Friday."

* * *

><p><strong>Well, that was that! Sorry this chapter is a little slow and boring. Reviewscomments are always welcome and appreciated!**


	10. Chapter 10

**Well this is getting posted sooner than expected. I hope this is a new thing because I'd rather not keep you guys waiting for too long for each chapter. But the reviews and follows/favorites I get make me realize that people actually like this thing (which still surprises me by the way) and gives me a little boost to get it done sooner. **

**Well since I'm sure none of you guys really care about any of that 'blah blah thank you so much' stuff, I'll just cut to the chase and say a quickl apology for how short this chapter may seem. Hope you like it!**

* * *

><p><strong>Chapter 10<strong>

Slowly opening the door, Hiccup looked around the small room for any signs of his dad. A small fire still burning meant that he was here earlier, but the fact there was no helmet on the table meant he had to be out somewhere. Having only two floors in their home, the top belonging only to Hiccup, the young Viking knew his dad wasn't home. Of course he could be upstairs, but there was no reason for him to be up there and, quite frankly, his dad hardly ever went upstairs when Hiccup wasn't home. The only other sign that his dad might have been home was the bowl and spoon left on the table.

Weird. He usually ate with the rest of his friends in the Meade Hall in the mornings. Maybe today really was busy for the Chief of Berk.

Leaving the door open, Hiccup stepped inside, Toothless following close behind him and enjoying the warmth that came from the fire, quickly walking over to it and soaking in as much heat as he could. "Alright," Hiccup called out, "it's all clear."

Jack impatiently walked in, looking around as he playfully bumped Hiccup with his elbow. "Hey, genius, it doesn't matter if the coast is clear. I'm invisible to everyone, remember?" Jack was actually a little surprised by how little there was in Hiccup's home. Being the Hooligan Chief and all, he expected something a little bit more fancy, or at least more furniture. It looked just about the same as all the other homes on the outside, and unless everyone else on the island was dirt poor, he was willing to bet they looked pretty similar to Hiccup's place as well.

"Yeah, well, I didn't want to come in here and start talking to you if my dad was sitting there now would I? He'd think I was crazy!"

"Like you're already not?" Jack spun around and tried to see as much as he could. Although it was smaller than he expected, it was a simple home and was still actually a little nicer than he had assumed. He would have thought there was bear skin rugs and mounted heads on the walls, an assortment of weapons lying around by the fireplace, anything at all like he had seen in the media.

Hiccup said nothing as he walked over to the fireplace and reached out, trying to warm his hands. "Toothless, give me a hand here?" The Night Fury responded by spitting out a small plasma blast into the fire, the flames immediately rising and growing bigger, even reaching outside the fireplace for just a short moment as it seemed to explode. Thankfully, since Toothless had done something like this plenty of times before, there was no real damage or danger. "Thanks."

Jack jumped onto the table and sat down at the edge facing the fire, keeping one leg up on the table and letting the other dangle, swinging it back and forth lightly. "Oh, so you do use him for stuff other than flying around and fighting other dragons. He's good with household emergencies too," Jack commented, giving the back of Hiccup's shoulder a small punch.

Rubbing his shoulder, Hiccup rolled his eyes and looked back at Jack, giving him a questioning look as if he had just asked the weirdest thing Hiccup could have ever imagined. "This is gonna be a physical friendship, isn't it?"

"That depends."

"On what?" Hiccup asked as he turned to look back at the fire and sat down. Toothless moved away from the fire just enough that he could lie down and not get in Hiccup's way.

"If you tell bad jokes, if you're being way too sarcastic, if you don't like noogies because you're just going to have to accept the fact that they will happen, things like that. Nothing too big for you to handle."

Hiccup leaned against his hand, leaning closer to the fire as he replied, "Oh joy. Just what I needed. An abusive relationship. Thank the Gods!" Hiccup felt a small bump against his back and let out a small grunt. He looked back to see Jack moving his foot back onto the table, smirking at him as if he had done nothing wrong even though he knew that Hiccup knew he did.

"What did I say about being too sarcastic?"

"Thaaat you're going to suck it up and deal with it?" Hiccup turned to look back at the dancing fire, not caring whatever hit might come next from Jack. Strange enough, Jack did nothing. In fact Hiccup already found it a little peculiar that Jack was sitting this close to a fire.

"You know if it gets too warm in here you can go outside if you want. I won't mind," Hiccup politely explained to Jack, not wanting his friend to get uncomfortable.

"Hm?" Jack said as he placed his staff on his lap, letting both legs hang over the side of the table. "Oh no, I won't get too warm. Trust me I've been beside much bigger fires, this is nothing."

"Did you start said fires or was this just a coincidence?"

"What you don't know won't kill you Hiccup," Jack snapped back.

Hiccup stood up from the floor and sat down at the table, draping his arms along the tabletop, careful not to let one of them hit Jack's leg. "So, you won't melt if it gets too hot or anything?"

Jack shook his head. "Nope. Not really. I mean I get warm like anyone else, but it's not like I'm going to melt like a snowman or anything."

"Yeah, that does sound like it would be pretty horrific." Hiccup paused for a short moment as he shuffled in his seat before adding, "Not to mention something I'd like to see. Make sure I'm there to see it if it ever happens."

"Oh yeah. Definitely. You can tell everyone my tragic story once I've passed. You're such a good friend."

"And don't you forget it."

Jack laughed quietly as he looked around the home again. It wasn't much, that was obviously apparent to anyone from the more modern world, but Jack could see how Hiccup could call this home. "So, where's your room?"

"My room?"

"Yeah," Jack said as he scooted down from off of the table and began to walk around, "you know, that place where you sleep and keep all of your things?"

Hiccup seriously didn't know if Jack was ever able to stop having his own little sarcastic remarks to everything he said. Apparently not. "I know what a room is, stupid," Hiccup said as he looked back at Jack and began pointing towards the stairs leading to his room. "It's up there."

Jack looked to where Hiccup was pointing and looked up the stairs to see the second floor. Not seeing another bed anywhere around, he asked, "So, you and your dad share a bedroom or something?" It wasn't something Jack would have expected, again, but hey, Hiccup lived how he pleased.

"What? Ew! No! My dad sleeps there!" Hiccup pointed at the large chair that sat by the other side of the room, farther away from the fire and right beside the stairs.

"You're dad sleeps in a chair?" Jack asked curiously.

"Yeah," Hiccup began to explain as he stood up and moved closer towards Jack, already warm enough that he at least stopped getting small shivers every now and then. "He thought it would be nice to let me have all the extra space. He's hardly home anyways, so it's not like he needs it." Hiccup folded his arms as he sighed and looked up towards his room, trying to remember what his dad says it was like in his home before he was born, or even when he was just a baby. "He used to share that room with my mom, but once I got older, he decided to let me have it."

Jack's bottom lip poked out in thought as he slowly nodded his head in understanding. "Hmm. That's pretty cool of him."

"Well it's not like he could change his mind now if he wanted to," Hiccup added with a small shrug of his shoulders. "Toothless doesn't like sleeping in his own little shed, so he just stays up there with me most of the time."

"And you're dad's totally okay with that?"

"Well I don't think he'd like Toothless taking up most of the room downstairs. I mean, would you?"

Hearing Hiccup say his name, Toothless' head perched up and looked over to Hiccup, wondering what Hiccup was saying about him. He stood up, slowly and giving his head a small shake but still careful not to hit anything, remembering every time he would accidentally knock something over Hiccup would always give him some kind of upset or angry remark about how careful he needed to be when he was inside. Toothless made his way over to Hiccup, trying to satisfy his curiosity and see what else Hiccup might say about him. He always did like it whenever Hiccup made Toothless seem as if he were the most important, and overall best, dragon on Berk, even though even Toothless would have admitted that there were many dragons on Berk that were just as powerful as he.

"Can't say that I would," Jack answered as Toothless made his way over towards the two. Jack looked back up towards Hiccups room and slowly began floating off of the ground, hovering just a foot in the air as he asked, "Care to give me a tour?"

"A tour? Of what, my room?"

"Yeah!" Jack said enthusiastically. "I wanna see where the great inventor Hiccup Haddock does some of his work!"

"Seriously?" It was obvious in his tone that he really didn't care what Jack did at this point, knowing that if he wanted to do something, he would probably pester Hiccup until he caved. Hiccup looked down at Toothless before he rolled his eyes. He had nothing against showing Jack his room if he really wanted to see it; he had had company in his room before so there was really no difference. It was only the fact that Jack seemed so keen to actually see his room as if he was going to find some kind of treasure or wondrous secrets in there that Jack absolutely had to know.

With a small shake of his head, Hiccup gave in and said, "Sure, why not, go ahead," waving his hand at Jack.

But instead, Jack didn't move.

Alternatively, Jack slowly began to float back down to the ground, never actually touching the floor but still moving away from Hiccup's room. "You know," he spoke with a 'to tell the truth' type of tone, "if you don't want me to go check it out, just say so." Jack may be ignorant at times, but he was still able to read the signs if he thought they were present. And so far, the signs seemed to suggest that Hiccup wasn't really with Jack looking at his room.

"What? No, wha-I just said you could!" Hiccup retorted, surprised that Jack may not really be as blunt as he had thought.

"Well yeah but you made it look like-"

"Oh Odin's ghost," Hiccup mumbled to himself, "would you just go already? I've got nothing up there to hide…that I know of." Toothless snorted, almost like a small chuckle, as Hiccup tried to remember if there was anything upstairs that he wouldn't particularly like Jack to see. Hiccup shot a look at his friend, smirking as he spoke to Jack whilst still looking at Toothless, "Oh, and uh, feel free to freeze the giant slab of rock over there in the corner. I'm sure the unholy offspring of lightning and death wouldn't mind."

Toothless' eyes squinted, almost as if he were speaking to Hiccup and saying, 'You so did not'. The Night Fury looked to Jack, keeping his eyes still squinted, silently warning Jack that it would be wise to not do what Hiccup had just told him to do.

The Guardian was having none of it, sticking his tongue out at the dragon. "Try to stop me. I got your rider behind me on this one." Jack began floating towards Hiccup's room, pausing for a moment as he waited for Hiccup to start walking up the steps leading to his room. Toothless followed closely behind, being a little more careful when walking up the steps. He never really was comfortable when climbing up or down the stairs, he would much rather have preferred it if there was some spot where he could just jump up there instead. He even tried to do that once, but it ended with him falling on his back right beside Stoick when he was sitting in his chair, and that was the end of any further attempts from Toothless to leave the stairs to the people with two legs instead of four.

Carefully landing on the cold wooden floor, Jack saw that Hiccup's room was actually much bigger than he had anticipated. He expected a bed with a desk or something and room for Toothless. Instead, while there was no actual desk, there was a giant slab of rock lying in the corner, and a mess of papers and small books scattered next to his bed. That is, if jack could even call it a bed. It was just a few pieces of wood put together with a blanket and a pillow. Honestly, how could that be comfortable for Hiccup? Or anyone on Berk for that matter?

Hiccup soon joined Jack in his room, adjusting his vest as he walked in front of Jack and spread his arms out wide, even giving his shoulder a very small shrug as he did so. "Well, here it is," he said as his arms fell back to his side, slapping the side of his legs. "Now let's see, for the actual tour." Hiccup turned around and pretended to think, rubbing his chin with his thumb and index finger for a moment before falsely explaining, "Okay, so, over there is where I had my first kiss, uhm, over there is where I killed that guy, in there is where I saw the ghost of my great-great-grandfather, aaaaand this spot right here actually," he pointed down towards his own feet, "is where I was supposedly conceived."

"Supposedly?"

"I don't trust my dad on the details that much, but he swears to Loki this is where it happened."

Jack honestly didn't know if Hiccup was even joking at this point. "Wow. I should feel so honored to have been welcomed into this prestigious room. Especially if I were you, knowing that this is where that magical moment took place."

"I try not to think about it. But my dad was a little…on edge after having a few drinks with his friends so I don't even know if he remembers telling me."

"How can you be okay with the fact your dad even told you that?"

"I'm not," Hiccup answered truthfully.

Jack swung his staff lightly in his hand, brushing up against his side, as he began to walk leisurely around the room. Out of everything in the room he thought might give the two of them some kind of entertainment, the only thing his eyes kept getting fixated on were the small piles of papers Hiccup had placed around the room.

He obviously wasn't the tidiest of Vikings, but then again, were any Vikings really that deadest on being perfectly clean one hundred percent of the time? "So, what the heck do you do up here? You got a whole floor to yourself and you just, what, read?"

"You make it sound as if that's a bad thing," Hiccup said as Toothless made his way over to his rock, walking around in a circle on top of it as he breathed fire and warmed it up till it was comfortable enough for him to lie back down. He kept his eyes barely open though as he watched the two interact with each other, not yet too tired to fall asleep.

Jack picked up one of the sheets of paper he saw lying in a small pile at the foot of Hiccup's bed and began to try to make sense of what it read, but all it looked like was a random bunch of lines jumbled up together. There was no way he was going to be able to read it. "Not really," he said as he looked down at the rest of the papers. "So, what's all of this?"

"Just stuff I added to our book of dragon knowledge," Hiccup explained as he made his way over to Jack to see which page he was looking at. It turned out to just be a simple page listing off new facts about what happens if a dragon has their tummy rubbed, this page specifying about Thunderdrum's and moving onto Zippleback's. "Oh yeah, this is just basic stuff I was adding. These pages are actually pretty old. I'm just trying to reorganize them is all."

Jack flipped the page over to see a small picture of a Terrible Terror lying on its back, its tongue sticking out of the side of its mouth. "So, is that all you do here? All the fun happens outside and this is just, like, another workshop for you?" Jack asked as he handed the page back to Hiccup.

Taking the page and kneeling down to place it back with the others, Hiccup responded with, "Uh, well basically yeah, I guess. I mean," he stood back up and folded his arms as he continued, "I do other things to. I make new designs, relax a little bit, read, working on the Book of Dragons, pretty much sleep and do some extra work if I can."

"So, nothing too recreational then?"

"It's recreational to me. I mean, it's kinda my job, but it's fun, you know?" Hiccup walked over to his bed and grabbed a small pile of papers and shuffled them together, straightening them as much as he could before neatly setting them back down on the small table next to his bed where he kept other discarded papers and an unlit candle. "It's just, I like doing it, so I don't really see it as that much of a job." Hiccup rarely saw what he did as a job unless practically everyone on Berk was bombarding him with question after question, or if Berk was in danger because something new was going on with the dragons, or even a new type of dragon, that somehow put Berk in trouble.

Jack noticed Hiccup starting to form a small smirk as he turned back around and added, "Besides, it does give me an opportunity to practice some of my art a little bit so, there's that added bonus."

"Wait, art?" Jack asked, surprised at this little bit of information. "So you _do _draw a little bit!"

Uh-oh. Great, now Jack would want to see the things Hiccup had drawn before. "Why the surprise?" he asked, trying to change the subject. He had shown others his art before, but they weren't really actual pieces of art in his mind. They were just little sketches and doodles that he had done for the Book or for inventions and such.

His dad and Astrid were the only ones to see actual pieces of artwork that he had done, and it was the same one too. It was only a picture that took Hiccup a total of six days to complete since he wasn't able to set aside a lot of time to devote to the picture in the first place. The art itself was just a simple picture of Toothless flying through the sky by himself, no rider necessary since he didn't have his artificial tail, his underbelly showing as he flew right overhead the artist and was beginning to turn, showing off the side of his grinning face.

"Because," Jack answered, "you were so nervous back in the cove about your drawings not being any good, and here you are telling me that you actually draw as a hobby?"

"Uh…" Hiccup was at a loss of words for a short moment, trying to think of a better way to describe his artistic abilities as more of a hobby. "It's actually just something I do to relax and take my mind off of things, you know? I take my work home with me is all."

Jack stared blankly at Hiccup for a couple seconds before quickly snapping back in reply, "So a hobby?"

"Odin's Beard Jack, that's not it. It's just… sometimes I have to add things to the book, I need to blueprint out designs and stuff, so sometimes I just draw…things. It's not that special, really."

"So do you show any of them to anyone?"

"Well, yeah, every now and then, maybe. I mean half the stuff I do goes into the Book of Dragons. It's nothing, they're just small sketches or doodles every now and then. But not any of the actual works I try to do. I don't do those that often, or at least attempt to anyways." Desperate to give his fingers something to do, Hiccup knelt down and picked up more papers and began shuffling them, tidying up in the hopes that Jack would leave the conversation be. Hiccup wasn't exactly nervous or flustered or embarrassed that Jack had found out, he just didn't want him to see any of his works just yet was all.

Even if Astrid and his dad had seen that one piece of artwork, even Fishlegs and the twins and even Snotlout had seen some of his doodles and sketches. Jack on the other hand had seen almost nothing, and Hiccup was never one to just go ahead and let someone see any of his artwork when he was actually trying. Small sketches like the things he had done for the Book or for other inventions he was planning, sure; but when he actually tried to put extra details and such in them, uh uh. Not gonna happen.

Hiccup thought that if Jack wanted to see some of his sketches then Hiccup would have no problem with that, but if he wanted to see some of the actual works that he had done, then things might get a little bit more complicated. He stood up and placed the papers on top of the other ones he had previously placed on the small table and turned back to Jack, rubbing his hands together as he nervously, and unknowingly, but his bottom lip.

"So, do you have, like, a little book you practice in or something?"

"My sketchbook, yeah."

Jack placed his free hand inside his hoodie as he awkwardly looked at the floor, swaying back and forth on the balls of his feet as he wondered whether or not it would be okay for Hiccup to see what he had drawn. Of course, there was only one way to really find out. "Mmmmind if I take a look?" he politely asked.

Well, he couldn't say he didn't see this coming. "Well, now that you mention it," Hiccup said as he turned back around and looked through the papers he had just neatly organized, flipping through them in search of a particular page. "I just drew a couple things the other day. Maybe, if you want, you can give me your thoughts on them."

Jack was flattered in a way. He hadn't really known Hiccup for that long but already he was trusting his opinion on some of his artwork. Jack didn't exactly know that much about artists and their work, but what he did know was that if someone was comfortable enough to show you their artwork, then it was about as close to a privilege as you could get. "Great!"

"Ah, here we go," Hiccup said as he pulled out not one, but two pages for Jack to look at. "These might go in the book later. I just have to add a few more facts that about these dragons." Hiccup handed the two pages over to Jack, one dedicated to Gronckle's and the next starting with the Nadder's. For some reason, the Book said nothing about wing-spans, and Hiccup thought that it might as well be time that such vital information was stored.

"Awesome," Jack said as he took the pages from Hiccup. The pages already had the pictures drawn on them, and a few bullet point facts written down. The Gronckle's looked amazing. The one at the top, facing the reader, had its mouth open, showing off its razor-sharp teeth, and its wings spread out with a small measurement at the top. As for the picture at the bottom, it was as if Jack was looking at the top of the dragon. The dragon had its wings still spread out, but this time there was a measurement for the width of the wings as well as the length.

Jack flipped the page over to see the beginnings of another Gronckle wing, this time the top half of the page being used for just the Gronckle's wing, showing off as much as Hiccup could about the dragon's wing. He looked at the second and last page, seeing almost the same thing being done for the Deadly Nadder. The dragon was facing the reader, but its mouth this time was closed, and the measurement was already there. The drawing on the bottom of the page however hadn't yet been completed with Hiccup still needing to draw the rest of the Nadder's wing.

Jack was impressed. He really didn't know what to expect from Hiccup, having only seen him too simple doodles back in the Cove. All of the drawings that Hiccup had done were definitely something that Jack thought had to have taken a lot of time, patience, and effort for Hiccup to accomplish, and it showed greatly.

"These are really good," Jack said as he placed the two papers together and handed them back to Hiccup.

"You think so?"

"Oh yeah, totally," Jack remarked. "I liked the little details you added to the wings and having the Gronckle's mouth open and things like that." One last time, before Hiccup grabbed the pages, Jack lifted them up and took one more look at the Gronckle he was talking about, admiring the fact that Hiccup didn't need to draw the dragon with its mouth open, but he did so anyways, more than likely simply because he just could.

Handing the papers back to Hiccup, Jack couldn't help but be curious how Hiccup drew the rest of the dragons. Judging by what he had seen in these two pages, probably just as close to the original as he could get.

Hiccup kindly took the papers back from Jack and gave a simple, "Thanks," as he placed them with the rest of the pages. "I just find it a little fun to draw them in different poses, you know?" Hiccup said as he looked back at Jack.

"You're talking to the wrong guy, Hiccup." Jack sat down at the edge of Hiccup's bed, still holding onto his staff. "I'm not really all that into art. That stuff you saw me do earlier? That's about as good as it gets."

"So you can create intricate snowflake patterns and what not, but you can't draw past the basic dragon?" Hiccup asked as he leaned against his wall, arms crossed as he mockingly questioned his friend.

"Oh. Oh so what, now you're the big-shot artist who can draw anything, anywhere, at any time?" Jack gestured towards Jack as he called out Hiccup's boastfulness.

Hiccup shook his head lightly as he remarked, "No. I'm just saying that after three hundred years of figuring out tricks to do with frozen water, you can create all these creative crystals, but you make it seem as if you can't draw anything except the basic shapes."

"Yeah, well…" Jack tried to think of a way to out-do Hiccup, but a good idea he was sure would have him win this little debate of theirs came to him in a flash. "My drawings come alive, so HAH! In your face, Haddock!" Jack carefully leaned back and laid down on Hiccup's wooden bed, his legs still hanging off of the side as he placed his staff down beside him and tucked his arms underneath his head for support.

Hiccup had to admit, Jack had him there. "Alright, you got me. That I can't do."

"Ha!" Jack exclaimed. He began to almost mock Hiccup manner, "I'm better than you are, I'm better than you are."

Hiccup, knowing that there was real no debate going on here since Jack did have magical powers after all, let Jack's little 'mockery', if he could even call them that, slide right off of his shoulder. "Yeah, yeah. Whatever," he said as he heard the door downstairs creak open. Both he and Jack grew silent as they heard the door shut, Toothless even perking his head up at the sound of someone entering their home. Of course, both he and Hiccup knew who it more than likely was.

"Hiccup?" they heard Stoick call out.

Jack leaned up off of the bed, curious as to what might happen next.

"Yeah, dad. I'm home," Hiccup said as he made his way to the stairs to look downstairs, seeing his dad place his helmet on the table and warm himself up by the fire. "You're back already?"

"Aye. Turns out things went faster than expected." Stoick said as he nodded his head towards Hiccup, giving him a silent 'hello' as he sat down and reached towards the open flames, spreading his hands out and letting them sit there for a moment or two before bringing them closer and rubbing them together. "Pretty much everything was done quicker than I thought they would be."

"Really? Well, that's good to hear."

Stoick said nothing but nodded in agreement at what his son had said, still looking at the fire. For a couple seconds, the two said nothing, which was almost common and to be expected by both of them when they first started talking to each other about how their days went. Of course, thankfully, such short and awkward moments didn't really last that long.

It was then that Stoick stood up and adjusted his vest as he turned to Hiccup and asked, "Who were you talkin' to up there?"

Oh crap. "Uh," Hiccup looked back as he tried to think of some answer that might not leave his dad thinking he had someone else in his room. He was wallowed to have friends over, by all means, but if he said someone was up there and no one came down, what would he say next? The answer was such an obvious one Hiccup felt like falling down the stairs in embarrassment. "J-just Toothless, dad."

"Did you pick up your room like I asked?"

Once more, Hiccup looked back to his room, Jack's eyes growing a little wider fearing that his friend might get in trouble. To make it even more awkward, it would happen right in front of him too. "Pretty much, yeah. I kinda did." Hiccup looked back to his dad, who was already making his way to the stairs.

"Really?" he asked. "Mind if I take a look then?"

"Uh, I-I guess." Hiccup said as he took a few steps back and waited for his dad to make his way up the stairs and into his room. He silently told Jack to shush, placing his index finger in front of his mouth, his eyes wide in anxiousness.

"What does it matter?" Jack asked loudly before shouting, "HE CAN'T SEE OR HEAR ME HICCUP!"

Hiccup flattened his hand and pretended to slice it through his neck, telling Jack to knock it off. Although, he did have a point, and it was one that Hiccup could never seem to remember nonetheless. As his dad stepped into his room, Hiccup remembered that when his dad left earlier that morning, he hadn't actually told him to fix his room. Had he?

"Did you even tell me to clean this mess up by any chance? Because I don't remember you telling me to."

"Did I not?" Stoick asked as he looked around the room, giving a small nod and a wave of his hand to Toothless as he looked for any signs of mess. "I thought I did. Huh."

Hiccup shrugged, not knowing what to say now since his dad was already in his room and beginning to inspect anything. "Well, it's clean enough now anyways, right?"

Stoick placed his hands on his hips as he looked at his son and motioned around the room with one hand. "So you did all of this without me having to tell you to do so?"

"You act as if this is the first time this has happened," Hiccup stated, practically asking his father if he was having a bit of memory-loss. "Look, dad, I'm not a kid anymore. I know when to clean up my messes every now and then. Besides, I don't think Vikings are really supposed to be the cleanest of people, are they?"

"And how would you know?"

"I've been inside the Meade Hall after dinner time, dad. I've seen enough to know that most Vikings don't really care for this remarkable thing called hygiene." Hiccup's dad was sort of a neat freak. True, he was messy like all other Vikings were half of the time, but he would be dammed if he let his house become a pig sty.

"Well, everything seems to be in order here," Stoick said as he stood there and gestured towards Hiccup. "So, how was your day, son?"

"My day?" repeated Hiccup.

"HA!" exclaimed Jack. "Well this is certainly going to be interesting, don't you think?" The Winter Spirit stood up and began slowly pacing around Hiccup, keeping his staff held behind his back with both hand and making his way over to Stoick, dramatically extending his legs as he walked.

Stoick crossed his arms as he explained, "Yes, your day. I told you to take a break from the Academy today and go out and have some fun, remember?"

"Well, first I raced with Astrid, really me and Toothless just flew around for the most part." From his peripheral vision, Hiccup could see Jack slowly but surely walk behind Stoick, a wide smile beginning to grow mischievously.

"So you didn't do anything with the rest of your friends today then?"

"I talked to Fishlegs for a little bit. Said he figured out some new combination he could do with the rocks he was feeding Meatlug." Hiccup was actually surprising himself with how well and fast he was coming up with these fibs. "But yeah, besides that, it was pretty much just me and Toothless all day."

Nodding in understanding, Stoick replied with a simple, "I see," before Hiccup saw two pale fingers appear behind Stoick's head, twitching as they stood upright. "And what did you and Toothless do?"

Hiccup didn't know what to be more concerned with. The fact that Jack was really doing these kind of tricks, or that his dad was taking an interest to how his day was. Of course, since his dad had been making more and more attempts to become closer with his son, this was to be expected of him every now and then.

"Oh, you know, just flew around for a little bit, hung around the Cove and just relaxed is all."

"Damn," he heard Jack say as his fingers ducked behind Stoick's head. "And here I was hoping you were gonna say you two just 'chilled'."

Jack glanced over to Toothless, who was smiling at the spirit, but was squinting his eyes as he seemed to judge him for the childish act he was doing, but then again, Jack couldn't have cared less. Making a quick measurement with his staff and realizing one trick he wanted to attempt wouldn't be possible since the staff was way too tall and he'd go right over the chief's head, Jack instead then jumped and poked his head out from behind Stoick and over his shoulder, pulling the corners of his mouth and sticking his tongue out at Hiccup as he made himself cross-eyed before landing back down on the hard wooden floor.

Yep. Hiccup should definitely be more concerned for Jack's sanity at this point.

"Well," Stoick responded, glad that Hiccup finally had a day all to himself again and not one that was full of stress over the Berserkers or the Outcasts, "at least you had some fun then, right?"

"Choose your answer carefully, Hiccup. You never know who's listening." Jack called out.

Not showing any reaction to what Jack had just said, Hiccup nodded and answered his dad, "Oh yeah. We had a good time, didn't we Toothless?" The Night Fury grunted in response, giving off a toothless smile and showing that he agreed with Hiccup. As Hiccup looked back to his dad, he saw Jack's head pop out from his dad's chest, a radiant glow surrounding his head as he phased through him. Biting his tongue, Hiccup still showed no reaction.

"And that is correct!" he said as if he were hosting a game show, "You're a smart boy, Hiccup. Keep up the good work!" Just as quick as it had appeared, Jack's head retreated back behind Stoick, who had absolutely no idea as to what was happening behind him or what his son was really seeing.

Hiccup hoped that Jack would end this little game of his shortly, he didn't know what else jack was capable of doing. What in Thor's name was he even doing this for? Laughs? Was Hiccup supposed to be laughing about all of this? Or was this really just a game for Jack, trying to see what all he had to do in order to get Hiccup to crack in front of his dad. If that was the case, it was going to have to take a lot more than that. Though he did have to admit, during the bit where he poked his head out form his dad's chest, Hiccup had to essentially bite his tongue just to keep himself from laughing.

"Well, that's good to hear then son. Very good to hear."

"So, now that you're home early, what else are you gonna do?" Usually when his dad came home early, he plopped down on his chair and rested by the fire. "You gonna call it a day or…"

Stoick paused for a moment to think about this. He hadn't really put that much thought into what he might do now that his day's work was done early. Unbeknownst to him, Jack Frost stepped beside him, standing by his right and setting his staff down on the ground, and held his hands on his hips just like Stoick was as he began to mimic his face as best as he could.

"Well, actually you know, I haven't put that much thought into it." Stoick waved his finger at Hiccup as he talked, and Jack was right on queue to do exactly the same thing, even try his very best to move his mouth the same way that Stoick was moving his, except more dramatically and with a sense of overbearing sternness in his face that would make one think that Stoick was a grumpy middle-aged man who did nothing but complain whenever he got the chance.

Now Hiccup was really about to use it. He did exactly the same thing when his dad wasn't looking half the time, and to see it happen right in front of him was almost as if he were watching himself to it. Jack even got the twiddling of his fingers down pat. "Really?" Hiccup asked, trying his best to hide his oncoming laughter.

"Aye. I suppose I might as well rest for a bit, though Gobber did need to see me whenever convenient." Stoick turned to look back down the stairs as he remembered that his friend wanted to see him 'whenever it was convenient'. Jack obviously did the same, being sure to keep an eye on Stoick so he could be right on the dot to impersonate his next move.

"Well, did he say it was urgent?"

"No. But I don't want to keep him waiting."

"Well," oh crap, he was about to lose it, "he did say whenever convenient, right? Just rest a minute. I'm sure he won't…pfft, I'm sure he won't mind." If Hiccup didn't know any better he'd try to jump out of his window right then and there.

Stoick's eyes squinted in confusion as Jack celebrated, silently exclaiming, "Yes!", and brought his fists to his chest. He punched the air with one fist before reaching down and grabbing his staff, proud that he had actually made Hiccup crack. He knew he wouldn't hear the end of it until he left, but it was all worth it.

"What was that for?"

"Hmm?" Hiccup asked as innocently as he could, more than ready to let Toothless take care of that smile on Jack's face. But Toothless on the other hand seemed to actually celebrate with Jack, looking at the spirit, Stoick not noticing, and smiling with him. He didn't even seem to care that Hiccup had made a fool of himself in front of his dad, even if it wasn't the first time it had happened and, in Hiccup's honest opinion, probably wouldn't be the last. "What was what?"

"You."

"Me?"

"Yes. You. You laughed. What, was it something I said?"

"Oh, oh did I?" Hiccup lied. "Oh, no dad, I was just-uh-remembering something Astrid had said earlier when we were racing is all."

"Oh?"

"Yeah, it was just an inside joke is all. Nothing to worry about."

"Man," Jack said as he stood beside Hiccup, tempted to give him a small nudge with his elbow, "you're really good at this lying game. Tell me, who's your trainer. Or is this just a natural gift you Vikings are born with?"

Stoick nodded in understanding as he clasped his hands and rubbed them against each other. "I see. Well then, since it seems everything is on order, I'll be downstairs if you need me." Stoick turned to start down the stairs, giving one small nod to Toothless before calling back out to his son, "Let me know if you get hungry. I think we still have some Cod leftover."

"Will do, Dad!" Hiccup responded. Quickly, he turned to look at Jack, his hands and bended-fingers shaking in aggravation by his face. Though, truth-be-told, he wasn't really _that _angry with him, just aggravated. "Do you mind telling me what in Odin's name that was for?!" he whispered.

"I haven't the faintest idea of what you're talking about, Hiccup." Jack answered nonchalantly. Smiling at the young Viking, Jack made his way around Hiccup and jumped on top of his bed, swinging one bent leg back and forth a couple times before setting his foot down and turning his head to look back at Hiccup and shrug his shoulders. "I've done nothing wrong."

"Done nothing wrong? You-" Hiccup winced for a moment, remembering his dad was downstairs and, if he wasn't quiet enough, would hear every word and would not hesitate to come upstairs to check on him once more. The last thing he needed his dad to do was catch him in the act of talking to an invisible person and think he was crazy. "Do you have any idea what kind of trouble I could have gotten into?"

Jack raised an eyebrow at the idea of Hiccup getting in trouble. "For what? For laughing? To be honest, I think you handled that remarkably well. Points to you, Haddock!" Jack even went so far as to tuck his staff underneath his arm and hold it tight as he clapped his hands, mockingly congratulating Hiccup on his so-called achievement.

"My dad isn't usually the one for jokes. Whenever he tries to be open like that I can't just ignore him and pay attention to you, never mind the fact that, oh yeah, he can't see or hear anything you're doing!"

"So what?" Jack waved an open hand at Hiccup as he stepped down from the bed and placed his staff against the wall, tucking his now free hand inside his hoodie pocket and gestured towards Hiccup once more as he continued, "It's not like he would have grounded you or anything, right?"

Hiccup blinked a couple of times, dumbfounded that Jack didn't seem to grasp what he thought was an obvious fact. "Wh-I…Yes, Jack. But you know I would like it if my dad didn't think I was going insane! That's the last thing I need right now."

"I thought you already were insane?"

"Okay, you know what?" Hiccup asked, pointing at Jack as he tried to sustain his annoyed laughter, "I'm this close to kicking you out of my home. And I'm pretty sure that if you don't wanna listen to me, Toothless would be more than happy to help me kick you out."

Jack went to interject, lifting a finger as he tried to think of a comeback, but saw Toothless perk his head up and turn to look at Jack. The Guardian turned his head slightly to look at the Night Fury and saw that, along with a glaring look, the dragon was actually smirking at him. His pink gums seemed to make the smirk even more demeaning, Toothless knowing without a doubt that he could blast jack away at any moment. And Jack knew this just as much as Toothless did.

"You know, for once, I think it might be best to agree with you on that."

"Get used to it." Sometimes it was good to have the offspring of lightning and death itself as a friend.

"So what, you're gonna use him against me again in the future?"

"Two things you need to realize here Jack," Hiccup said as he began to count on his fingers. "I've done this already. It's really easy. Toothless has no problem with it. And my personal favorite, it's just plain fun."

Jack held up both hands in protest, acting over-dramatically shocked to what Hiccup had just said. "Okay, I'm the Guardian of Fun, and I can tell you without a doubt that what you're doing here," Jack pointed his finger and waved it in a small circle at Hiccup, "is nowhere near what I would call 'fun'."

"Might not be fun for you," Hiccup replied as he made his way over to the dragon and began scratching his back, as if he were congratulating him on having his back, "but it's definitely fun for me in every single way. Funny, entertaining, enjoyable, and I honestly don't think I can ever get enough of it."

Jack, ready this time to sass back at Hiccup, placed his hands on his hips and remarked, "Well aren't you just a great, big, giant ball of fun sunshine?"

"The biggest," Hiccup stated as he resumed scratching Toothless' back.

This was almost too much for Jack to handle. One moment, Hiccup seemed to be worrying about his dad finding him talking to what would appear to be thin air, and then the next he's making snide remarks at anything Jack had to say. It was as if the kid had mood swings or something. But really, it was nice to see him cut up like this. The fact that Hiccup was able to joke like this with him made their time together even more enjoyable.

"Hey, remember what I said about you being too sarcastic and what would happen afterwards."

Hiccup rolled his eyes as he folded his arms and nodded his head towards the side, towards Toothless actually, and retorted, "Remember what I literally just told you about having a dragon as one of my friends who would have no problem blasting you back into the sky where you came from?"

"You can't keep using that trick forever you know."

"Watch me."

Jack threw his hands in the air in frustration. But, for some odd reason, he was amused. It wasn't like this hadn't happened to him before though. Jamie was almost exactly the same way when he got older. He even met some believers who were like this when they first met Jack. All of a sudden it was as if Hiccup and Jack had almost no boundaries to what they could get away with each other. Jack definitely didn't expect this kind of behavior out of Hiccup when they first met; and now, after having been friends for not even a month, Hiccup was already acting as if Jack and he were about as close as they could get.

And then it dawned on Jack. Hiccup really felt comfortable around him; much more than he had when they first met. It was to be expected though, meeting a stranger and acting a different way around them once you got to know them, but Jack didn't think it would have happened this quick with Hiccup. He didn't need to say it directly to Jack, but he could tell that Hiccup probably wasn't the most social of people, or at least not before the events with the dragon training. All of his friends had really begun talking to him when he became famous throughout the village, and they simply stuck with him when they found out he could train dragons. Of course, it was after then did they realize what kind of a person Hiccup really was, but he still became a much more sociable person once everyone started treating him as a decent human being.

But Jack on the other hand had met Hiccup after all of this had happened. Granted Hiccup had told Jack about what he did and how he taught at the Academy and such, but still, they hadn't known each other for that long. And already here Hiccup was, acting as if he had been around Jack for months. Then again, he could be overthinking this entire thing. Maybe Hiccup wasn't as shy and un-social as he thought he was when he had first met him. But that wasn't going to stop him from enjoying his time with him.

"You know you're starting to become a real pain in my butt," Jack admitted.

"Oh sure. I'm the pain in the butt. Take a look in the mirror, Jack."

"I have, actually," Jack said with a cheeky smile. "And if I do say so myself, I think I look pretty darn good. Don't you?"

Hiccup, still having his arms folded, look over Jack as if to inspect him. "On a scale of one to ten?" he asked. "A four."

"A four?!"

"Do you have trouble hearing or something?" Hiccup rhetorically asked. "Is that not a good score? Did I hurt your little feelings?"

Looking down at himself and holding his arms out for a moment before slapping his hands against his sides, Jack shook his head in disbelief as he bit his bottom lip. "I mean, come on, I'm at least a four point five."

Hiccup said nothing at first. He only groaned as he slapped his hand against his forehead in frustration. It was only after he dragged his hand across his face did he nod and say, "Okay, okay, fine. Four point five it is," a hint of laughter behind what he was admitting. "You're a four point five on the good-looking scale then. Happy?"

"Very much so, yes." Jack went to look out of Hiccup's window, looking up at the sky and realizing how dark it was already getting. The sun had already begun to set! Had they really been out that long? He knew time flew when one was having fun, but man, did it really fly by today.

"Is it already sunset?" he thought aloud.

"Well, I'd imagine so." Hiccup answered. "I mean, we were out for a while, weren't we?"

"It couldn't have been that long!" Jack moved away from the window and leaned his shoulder against the wall. "It was only a few hours, right?"

"Well, I mean, the days are shorter now that winter's here. Right?"

"Are they really that short?"

Shrugging his shoulders, Hiccup moved over towards his bed and sat down at the foot of it and said, "Hey, time flies when you're having fun."

Jack squinted his eyes and stared at Hiccup with a blank and dull expression. "Gee. I had no idea. Thanks for that bit of information, Hiccup. I feel as though I learned something of importance tonight," he answered sarcastically.

"Don't mention it."

"Hiccup!" Stoick called out from downstairs, Jack jumping slightly in surprise at how loud the man could get. He did know that his son was inside, right? He didn't need to be so loud.

Of course Hiccup by now must have been used to hearing his dad's booming voice echo throughout the home as he didn't jump in the slightest. He only blinked in surprise and politely held up a finger to Jack, silently asking him to wait a moment. Hiccup looked downstairs and saw his dad grabbing his helmet, already looking upstairs as he waited for his son to answer him. "Yeah, dad?"

"I'm on my way over to the Hall." He nodded towards the door as he adjusted his vest. "I, uh, I want you to come."

"Wait, what?" Hiccup stepped down on one of the steps as he asked, "You mean go over to the Meade Hall with you?"

"That is what I said, isn't it?" Stoick stepped in front of the stairs, fumbling his hands together as he tried to think of what else to say. He had no idea why this was so hard. "Just, you know, you and me. Going to the Hall to just…get something to eat. Together."

Hiccup didn't know what else to say at first. His mouth only hung open just slightly as he wondered what this was about. His dad had never asked him to eat with him at the hall. They usually ran into each other and sat down maybe once every other week, not counting the times they ate together by themselves in the comfort of their own home. It was unexpected of Stoick to ask Hiccup something like this, that was for sure. But, the more Hiccup thought about it, the more he realized that, in reality, there wasn't that much to think about.

If his dad wanted to be social with him, then why would he say no? Isn't this what he really wanted anyways? To be closer to his dad more and have a closer relationship? Even if his dad wasn't really the best at doing so, the fact that he was trying was just as good. At least it showed that Hiccup, as well as what he wanted for himself, actually mattered to him. He imagined if the old Stoick had wanted to go to the Hall with him, he'd simply tell him to come. But this time, Stoick was asking, and Hiccup couldn't help but be a little bit surprised by that.

Though the silence, as awkward as it was, lasted only a couple of seconds, to Hiccup it seemed to stretch on much longer than that as his mind tries to make sense of what was happening. Although, once he realized the situation he was in and came to two separate conclusions: one being that he needed to say something or else he might hurt his dad's feelings, and two, that there was really nothing to think about since the answer should have come almost right away to him, he smiled at his dad and nodded as he answered, "Uh, sure! Sure, yeah, that sounds…that sounds great actually!"

"Great!" Stoick exclaimed as he clasped his hands together, smacking them and rubbing then gently as he looked behind him towards the door. "Well, I uh, I guess I'll be on my way then. Go ahead and save us a spot in case the Hall is busy tonight." he said as he made his way towards the door. "I'll meet you there."

"Oh. Okay," Hiccup said as he watched his dad leave. He looked back at Jack, who was still leaning against the wall with a small smile. Even Toothless was looking at Hiccup as if they expected him to do something else. "Can I help you two?"

Jack couldn't help but chuckle as he looked back outside at the night sky. "Nah. I think I'll just head out. Let you and your old man have some time together."

"Yeah," Hiccup said as he scratched his arm. "I guess that might be best."

Jack reached out and grabbed his staff and began his leave by sticking his arm out of the window, readying himself for flight. "Maybe I'll try and come back tomorrow, sound good?"

"Tomorrow?" Hiccup asked. "Aren't you going to be busy or something? You know, delivering snow and ice and whatnot?"

"Yeah but see, today was just another one of those 'get to know you' kind of days," Jack tried to explain.

As Toothless stood up and shook his head a few times before walking over closer to Hiccup, the young Viking repeated, "A 'get to know you' kind of day?" He glanced over to Toothless before asking, "So then, what's tomorrow gonna be, if you actually do manage to show up?"

"Oh, that's going to be a simple 'wreak havoc' day."

Of course it would be. Hiccup rolled his eyes and shook his head as he sighed and asked, "So, I'll see you tomorrow then."

"Count on it, Haddock." Saying their goodbyes, and giving each other a small wave, Jack took to the sky and let Hiccup go on his way downstairs and right back outside to join his dad. He could definitely say that today was well spent, and was certainly looking forward to whatever they might get into tomorrow.

As Jack flew towards the night sky, still somehow full of energy thanks to the excitement and anxiousness of whatever kind of hijinks he might get Hiccup to do, he twirled through the air a few times. The ground became the sky and, pretty soon, everything was a dark blur and he flipped around and around, laughing loudly as he felt the familiar breeze of the wind flow through his hair, the hood on his jacket flapping behind him.

As Jack straightened himself out and flew farther and farther away from Berk, unknown to him, small fragments of shadow seemed to fall off of his hoodie, flaking off as if they were frozen to him and had somehow been broken off. If Jack had seen them, he would have sworn that they were actually small clusters of dark sand.

The same sand that had come from the fearling that he had taken care of the last time he saw Jamie.

The shadows gently floated down to the Earth, crossing oaths every so often as if they were bits of paper simply falling to the ground. As the drew closer to the ground, the happened to fall right in the path of a dark shadow being casted from a barrel thanks to one of the many torches scattered along the village, lighting the Viking's as the evening drew on.

Soon, the shadows started to grow bigger. If Jack had stayed behind to watch it happen, he would have seen a pair of deep yellow eyes seem to peek out from the darkness covering the wall the barrel was placed beside. Soon, Pitch's familiar figure followed, his hands placed behind his back as he looked down and swirled his hand in a small circle, the dark clusters seemingly following his command and floating upwards into his open palm. Pitch hesitated, but stepped out into the light to get a better look at them.

"Now, where did you come from?" he asked as he grabbed one small bit of shadow and broke it between his fingers and rubbed them together. It was then did he look around and try to make sense of where he was. But the strange thing was, none of this looked like what Pitch was expecting. Wooden houses, torches, dirt paths? Was he in Amish country or something?

He had sensed the darkness form his lair back in Burgess and had followed it through the shadows. It didn't take him too long to trace the metaphorical signal emanating from the darkness, but he was surprised when the location seemed a bit unfamiliar. He looked around a bit more, his eyes quickly darting over to the sound of a large man walking next to a young boy. But, and this was where things got really interesting, they weren't dressed in any modern clothing whatsoever. It was if he had just stepped back in time!

It was then did he notice that the buildings he had just seen had some rather unusual architecture. Each, if not most of, the buildings had some kind of animal face on the outside of their home. An extension; some kind of head. If Pitch had to guess, he would have said that the heads resembled that of a dragon!

"Well now, isn't this place just as curious as can be?" he said as he tossed the darkness against the wall behind him, having it seem to fade away into nothingness.

Wait a minute. The more he looked at this place, the more it started to actually seem familiar. Vikings, dragons, something about this place was beginning to click.

And then it dawned on him. Berk. That was what this place was called. But that was all he could remember. Just a name. Quite frankly, that was all he really would have cared to remember if it had not been for the one unnerving question that itched in the back of his mind: why were there still Vikings here? And more importantly, why would he forget such a place like this? Plenty of people seemed to live here, judging by the buildings he was seeing anyways.

So why would he leave perfectly good children alone when he could be using their fear to his advantage? Getting his answer, Pitch heard a roar come from above. He looked up just in the nick of time to see a large, red, scaly animal fly right overhead. It landed right on front of the house, spikes covering the back of its head and almost all of its tail as the rider jumped off and patted the dragon's side.

"Good boy, Blazewing. That was excellent flying." The dragon purred in response as it leaned into its rider's touch. "I'd say this calls for a good bit of dinner. I'm thinking some nice Trout, whaddya say?" Still, the dragon purred in response, closing its eyes and giving his rider a small nod."

Now Pitch remembered why he left. All the annoying pests.

The Viking laughed as he turned to go inside his house. "HA! Alrighty then. I'll go and fetch some for ya then. Go ahead and make yourself comfortable." As the rider went inside, the dragon made his way over to the other side of the house. Pitch stepped further into the light as he saw the dragon make its way into a little hut that must have been made especially for him, as if it were a giant dog house, expect there was no hole in the front part of the hut. Just a giant space where the fourth wall hadn't been put up.

Pitch quickly moved out of the way in case the dragon saw him, remembering that while the people on this island couldn't see him, the dragons very well could. Turning his back on the village, he began to make his way back into the darkness, his arms swinging at his side. Before he fully entered the shadow, however, he turned to look back at the village one last time. His eyes squinted slightly at the sight of it all, memories slowly starting to come back to him from past experiences on the island.

The one thing he couldn't help but look back at, however, was the sight of a small dragon that began walking across what he thought was the center of the village. A small and bumpy dragon with sharp teeth poking out of its bottom jaw. The only word that could come to mind as he returned to his dark and cold lair was, "Interesting."

* * *

><p><strong>Like I said, sorry if it seems a little short. I can't wait to see what you guys think. Seriously, leave any kind of comment or review. Even if it's just a few words they'll mean so much. Thanks for reading!<strong>


	11. Chapter 11

**Alright so I feel like a bit of an apology is due. College/Theatre work decided to be a giant pain in my butt, which I guess I should have seen coming since it's near the end of the semester and every single teacher/director was scrambling to get things done. But thankfully most of that is over for a short while so I was finally able to finish writing this chapter!**

**Hopefully since the semester is almost over I'll have a little more time to write and get some stuff done.**

**Anyways, here's the 11th chapter of Frozen Dragons (still think that title was a bad idea).**

* * *

><p><strong>Chapter 11<strong>

Dragon after dragon flew through the cool air, roaring as they circled above the training center. The sky was perfect for flying today, and the dragons were more than happy to enjoy it while they still could. One of them, a Gronckle, circled through the air, spiraling down as it flew through the entrance and came to a halt just a few inches above the cold stone floor. Gently landing, the Gronckle immediately went to scratch her side, her rider having to get off on the other side as he rubbed the top of her large and bumpy head and told her such things as 'Good girl, Meatlug', and, 'You were excellent today.'

The other dragon, a Deadly Nadder to be precise, was still showing off her latest stunt that she and her rider had begun to perfect. Shooting her spikes straight up into the air as she flew in a circle, she came to a sudden halt and flew towards the sky right as the spikes started to fall. She wasn't worried, however. She had practiced this feat many times and was certain that she would get it right. Almost effortlessly, she tucked her wings inside just before she flew through the ring of spikes that she had made, roaring in excitement that she was able to show off in front of the rest of her companions.

"Woo-Hoo!" Astrid shouted as she and Stormfly dove towards arena.

Everyone below on the other hand was sure to stay out of the way, per Astrid's warning. The spikes landed a safe distance from everyone, landing with a thud in the ground as they penetrated the rocky surface.

Stormfly flew through the arena's entrance and landed right beside Hiccup, Astrid jumping down form her back and brushing the hair out of her face as she placed her hand on her hip. "So," she began, "think the rest of them can top that?"

Looking over to her competition, Hiccup couldn't say that he thought there really was much competition considering the only people that hadn't yet gone were the twins and Snotlout. "Am I supposed to give you a serious answer?" he asked rhetorically.

Astrid didn't even need to try to prove Hiccup wrong since the twins ran over to Barf and Belch, eager to be the next ones to show off their latest trick. Although, it did take a while for the two of them to actually decide which trick they were going to present, apparently having practiced two for the presentation.

"We're doing the barrel roll!" shouted Tuffnut.

"We did that last time!" screamed his sister.

"Yeah but this time it'll be better!"

"It was good enough!"

"Nuh-uh!"

"Yuh-huh!" she shouted. "We're doing the twister!"

"The twister sucks!"

"You suck!" Now the twins decided to butt helmets.

"No you!"

"You!"

"YOU!"

"YOU!"

"GUYS!" screamed Snotlout, not willing to put up with their loud bickering for one more second. "Can you PLEASE just pick something so we can get this over with?"

This wasn't something new. Snotlout anticipating his turn to show off whatever skill he and Hookfang had actually managed to learn was a regular occurrence. Then again, half the time whenever he did claim to have something to show off, Hookfang would purposely mess it up just and end up singeing Snotlout's butt…again. "Like you actually have something to show off today?" Astrid asked with a smirk.

Snotlout pointed right at Astrid, confidently saying, "Of course I do! And this time, nothing's gonna go wrong!" He looked to his dragon and went to pet his rather long snout, "Right buddy?", only to have Hookfang snarl at him in discomfort. Snotlout looked to the rest of his friends and gave a small and nervous smile, his shoulders giving a small bounce as he did so before turning his back on them and mumbling in a gruff tone to Hookfang, "Look. You do this one for me, and I'll get you that cod you liked for dinner tonight. Got it?"

The dragon said nothing.

"Got. It?" Finally, Hookfang let out a small growl of approval, really liking the cod he had last week for dinner. "Good boy."

Hiccup only sighed in secondhand embarrassment. To this day he had no idea why Snotlout couldn't just be nicer to his dragon. One would think that, after all this time, he would have learned that by now. Apparently, he was wrong. But no matter; the two were causing less trouble than when they first started out so that had to be some kind of plus, right? It was probably best not to question it or else Hiccup might jinx the whole thing and before he knew it something or, Odin forbid, someone would be set on fire.

While the twins still argued, but a little quitter than before since they preferred not to get yelled at by Snotlout again, Hiccup looked up at the sky and saw two large clouds slowly floating by. It was way past noon, almost dinner time actually, and still there was nothing to be heard or seen from Jack. He placed his hand over his eyes in order to block out any light and try to get a better view, but still, he saw nothing.

"Looking for something?" he heard Astrid call out from behind him, almost making him jump out of his boot.

He looked at Astrid and fixed his vest, and then his hair, and then his vest again as he stammered, "What? Oh, ah, no, uh, no I'm not. I'm just, uh, admiring the-the view is all."

Astrid stared at Hiccup in confusion. Whenever he acted like this, there was the slight chance that he was hiding something. She had been friends with him long enough to know that. "Uh-huh."

"Yeah, actually," Hiccup said as he gave her a small nod. "I, uh, felt like practicing my, um, drawing last night and I wanted to do clouds. But it was night, so you, no clouds. Heh heh." He cursed himself mentally for giving her a nervous chuckle. He always hated himself whenever he did that but it seemed like he couldn't stop it! Half the time he didn't even know he had done it until right afterwards and then there was nothing he could do about it!

"Ugh, again with the drawings, Hiccup?" Snotlout called out, granting a look from both Hiccup and Astrid. "How can you expect to be chief if the only things you do are train dragons and draw your cutesy wittle pictures?

Astrid was quick to speak up for Hiccup. "You know, if I remember correctly, it was Hiccup that helped Gobber make that axe of yours."

"Yeah, so?"

"Can you make an axe? Or a sword? Or a shield that turns into a crossbow?"

Snotlout was never the one to admit defeat, but even he did have to admit sometimes that he wasn't the best at snappy comebacks. "Well…no. What's your point?"

"My point," said Astrid as she took a few steps towards Hiccup, keeping her sly smile as she pointed towards the young Viking, "is that if I were you, I'd be a little nicer to Hiccup. Thor knows it won't be pretty for you if he becomes chief and decides to get revenge for all the things you've done to him."

Snotlout shook his head, thinking that Astrid had to be over exaggerating. "Pfft, he'd never do that." Snotlout quickly looked at Hiccup, his eyes growing wide with the thought that, as Chief, Hiccup really would have that power. "Would you?"

Hiccup only crossed his arms and shrugged. "Eh, maybe. Maybe not. Guess we'll just have to wait and see, huh Snotlout?"

Grunting with anger, Snotlout turned his attention back to Hookfang as Astrid made her way back over to Stormfly. Hiccup once again took a quick glance towards the sky, still hoping to see Jack fly by any second now. He never did like it when Astrid stood up for him like that. It made him feel weak; as if he couldn't fight any of his own battles. Still, that didn't mean he didn't appreciate all the things she did for him whenever he needed her help. Even then, there were times that he was able to tell Snotlout or anyone that was giving him trouble what was what and that they needed to just shut up before they made an even bigger fool of themselves. But that didn't mean that there were times where he wished that he was the one able to shut Snotlout up instead of Astrid.

He really wished Jack wasn't here to see this either. The last thing he needed was Jack making even more jokes about how socially inept Hiccup was half the time.

"Alright, Snot," spoke Hiccup, "since the twins can't seem to come to a decision on what to do, I guess you can go next."

"Gladly," answered Snotlout as he mounted the Monstrous Nightmare. "Alright boy, to the sky!" Although it took the large dragon a moment to comply, Hookfang flew out of the arena and took towards the sky.

Astrid was the first to speak up after the duo had left. "He has to do his trick outside the Academy?"

"Are you complaining?" asked Fishlegs. "The last time he tried to show off in here, he almost burnt my butt off! Please, someone explain to me how that's supposed to be a 'trick'?"

"Maybe the trick was that you weren't supposed to catch on fire this time?" replied Hiccup.

Painful memories came back to haunt Fishlegs of the times Snotlout had been the reason he had to jump into the nearest barrel of water. "Some trick," he mumbled.

Astrid cupped one hand around the top of her eyes, squinting as she tried to keep her eyes focused on Snotlout. "Why is he going so high?" she asked. "Does he expect us to be able to see him from all the way down here?"

There was a small pause between the three of them, the only sounds coming from the twins who had just realized that something else was going on and that it was probably important if they watched. "Only one way to find out," answered Hiccup.

No sooner then he spoke did a loud roar come from above. "Well, here goes nothing," Astrid said with sigh.

"If only it were that simple," Fishlegs said as-a-matter-of-fact. As they waited a few more seconds for something to happen, they saw Hookfang dive down towards them, spinning like crazy as they got closer and closer to the ground. Fire spewed out form his mouth, forming a circle of fire that began to rain down on the group, all covering their heads as the heat got closer and closer.

"SNOTLOUT!" cried Hiccup. "WHAT ARE YOU DOING?" But Snotlout was too busy cheering to hear Hiccup. Thankfully, the fire didn't singe any of them by the time it reached the ground, only forming a ring around them, encasing them in Snotlout's trap. Hookfang soon stopped his spinning and flew right back through the entrance and landed with a small purr of satisfaction, his rider stumbling over his own two feet as he stepped down from his dragon.

"You, woah," it took Snotlout a moment to try to steady himself, "you see? I told you I could do it. But you didn't believe me, did you?" he boasted.

"Uh, you never told us what you were doing in the first place." Fishlegs pointed out.

"Yeah!" added Tuffnut. "And even then, we still have all our hair! What's the point of trying to burn us if we still have our hair?"

Hiccup took two steps towards Snotlout, not knowing whether to be angry or impressed. Both seemed like a good option. "What's wrong with you!?"

Blinking in confusion, Snotlout answered, "Well, I think my brain might have hit my skull if that's what you mean." He shook his head a little before adding, "Jeez Hiccup will you stop moving?"

"I'm not moving Snotlout." Hiccup said monotone.

"Oh, well then maybe I-" Snotlout quickly stopped talking and covered his mouth, eyes wide with fear before he ran to the nearest barrel and dipped his head in it, letting his stomach do its work and expel practically everything he had.

"Great trick by the way," Astrid said sarcastically as she slow clapped, "Brilliant job. Definitely worth losing your breakfast."

Snotlout looked up from the now vomit-covered barrel and wiped his mouth with his armband, squinting his eyes as he tried to focus on Astrid. However, all he could say in response was, "Shut up."

"Well," Hiccup said as he placed his open hands on his side, "that was, uh, a good show Snotlout. Good job." Snotlout only gave Hiccup a thumbs up. Looking at the twins, Hiccup said "Now, for you guys."

"No. Way," sneered Ruffnut. "There's no way I'm doing the barrel roll again."

"Well I'm not doing the twister! It's not ready!" the siblings only folded their arms and looked away from each other, Barf and Belch not knowing what to do next, so they simply stood there, looking at everyone else while their riders silently fought it out.

Hiccup, on the other hand, just wasn't willing to put up with anymore of their squabbling. "Uh, you know what, that's fine. Just try to think of something else to show off next time, okay? Don't worry about it."

Not saying anything to anyone, the twins nodded in approval and started to leave the arena, leaving Hiccup to bury his face in his hand in aggravation. "Alright, so," he turned to look at everyone else, "great job today guys. Uh, I guess I'll just see you around."

"Fine by me," said Snotlout as he made his way towards the exit, Hookfang following close behind.

Fishlegs said his goodbye to Hiccup and Astrid before he followed Snotlout, saying how he had some stuff he needed to take care of for Meatlug and leaving Hiccup alone with Astrid and their dragons.

"So," Hiccup began as Fishlegs began to leave, "what are your plans for the rest of the day?"

"Well for one, I can tell you I won't be cleaning out that!" she said as she pointed behind her towards the barrel that Snotlout decided to use for his bile. "But, other than that, I've got nothing except eating and taking care of Stormfly."

Toothless strolled over to Hiccup, purring as he rubbed against the Viking's side and asked for attention. Hiccup, scratching his friend's head, went ahead and said, "Yeah, I've really got nothing else going on today either. I just gotta make sure I survive dinner and then whatever else my dad might have me do."

"You gonna work on those pictures?"

"My what?"

"You know," Astrid pointed towards the sky, "the clouds? The reason Snotlout was being a jerk to you earlier."

Hiccup nodded his head in sudden understanding, "Oh! Oh, oh yeah. That might happen, I don't know. I guess I'll just have to, uh, you know, wait and see if the inspiration strikes and all."

Astrid wasn't exactly the best artist, but she understood what he meant completely when he said that he would wait for the inspiration. "Makes sense." Astrid looked over to Stormfly as she shook her head and gently let her wings spread out just a bit, loosening herself up. "I think someone's ready to go ahead and eat," Astrid thought aloud. "Come on, girl," she said as she waved Stormfly over towards herself, letting her know that yes, they could leave now. "I'll see you 'round Hiccup!"

"Yeah, okay, sure thing," Hiccup responded, his hands starting to twitch as he balled them into nervous fists. If there was going to be another opportunity today, then this was definitely it, otherwise he'd have to wait until tomorrow. That is, if he even had the courage to ask her tomorrow. "Hey, Astrid, wait up!" he called out as he took a few quick steps towards her before she left the arena.

She looked back at Hiccup curiously, Stormfly having no problem waiting for her just a little bit longer. "What's up?" asked Astrid.

Hiccup scratches his arm as he tried to find the words. Wait, was his arm even itchy? _'Stop that'_ he told himself. "Are you, uh, going to the Great Hall tonight?" Now his head was itchy, great. He ignored the itch as he gestured towards her and tried to explain, "You know, for dinner?"

"Um, yeah?" Astrid wasn't completely sure where Hiccup was going with this. "I was going to meet up with anyone I saw there. As long as it's just not me and Snot, I think I'll be fine though," she jested.

Hiccup resisted the urge to bite his lip as he thought about what to say next, though not much came to mind. "Oh, okay. So I, uh, I guess I'll just see you there then?"

Ah. Now it was starting to make sense. Astrid gave Hiccup a small smile before she walked over towards him, accidentally chuckling as she stepped right in front of him and placed a small kiss on his cheek. "You're welcome to join me if you want, you know."

'_Dammit'_ Hiccup thought. He couldn't feel it happening, but he was pretty sure that he was blushing. Trying to act cool…or at the very least, calm, he smiled back at her and said, "Oh, yeah. No, I know. I was just wondering is all. You know, being curious and what not." _'Shut up while you still can Haddock. Shut up shut up shut up!'_

Astrid gave Hiccup another small laugh before she began to walk backwards towards the exit, keeping her eyes fixed on Hiccup's. "I'll see you there, okay mister artsy-pants?"

"Artsy-pants?" Hiccup called out. "Is that even a real insult?"

"Who said anything about insulting you?" Astrid rhetorically asked before turning around and running back to Stormfly, who had already made her way to the outside of the arena as she waited patiently for Astrid to come after her.

Hiccup had enough time to let out a small yet rather loud sigh after Astrid had left before Toothless nudged his head against him, looking up at his friend with a sense of optimism and happiness, almost as if he were trying to tell him that everything was going to be okay. "What?" Hiccup asked, Toothless looking towards the exit and then back to Hiccup. "Yeah, I know it wasn't the best move, but can you blame me?"

"Kinda," a voice called out from above. Hiccup quickly looked up to see Jack, slowly falling down towards the ground, belly down, as he smiled down at Hiccup, arms folded and legs bent at the knee and crossed by his ankles. "I gotta say, that was some smooth talking you did there Hiccup. I'm impressed, well done."

Although he was happy that his friend had finally shown up, Hiccup wasn't about to be patronized by him. He shook his head and waved his hand at Jack, "Pfft, whatever," before stepping back and letting the Immortal have room to land.

But Jack didn't land and instead levitated in the air, keeping his clever smirk as he bounced his eyebrows. "Never knew you were such a charmer."

"I never knew you'd be such an eavesdropper."

"I wasn't eavesdropping!" Jack quickly snapped back.

"Oh really?" Hiccup inquired before crossing his arms and raising an eyebrow at his friend, "then what would you call listening in on someone else's conversation without letting them know that you're even within hearing distance?"

Jack, once again, was quick to think of something to say. "I call it spying. A covert operation if you will, just to make sure you didn't make a fool of yourself."

"Is that so?"

"Yep!" Jack looked to Toothless as he continued, "Although it doesn't look like I was much help here, was I?" Toothless glanced at Hiccup before shaking his head just slightly, hoping that Hiccup wouldn't notice.

"Hey!" He noticed. "You know, for your information, I didn't make a complete fool of myself."

Jack tucked his legs into his chest and tilted himself so that he was standing upright, resting his staff on his shoulder as he stepped onto the cold stone ground of the arena. "You weren't?"

"No! In case you didn't see, she kissed my cheek," Hiccup said with a smug attitude, thinking that he had Jack beat this round.

Rolling his eyes, Jack retorted, "Is that what you think that was? Dude, that was a pity kiss. Nothing more."

"Oh come on!"

Jack raised his hands in defense, taking a small step back away from the Viking as he said, "Hey, I call it like I see it." Man it was fun to tease this kid.

Hiccup, obviously, thought otherwise. "You know what, fine, whatever," Hiccup said as he gave up, motioning his hands through the air as he relinquished his dignity due to the fact that he didn't want to stand here any longer and try to prove Jack wrong. "I'm done. Let's just change the subject, please?"

"Hey, by all means, go ahead," Jack said as he held the staff with both arms behind his head, resting it over his shoulder as he let his hands go limp. "What's up?"

"Well, for starters, you're a little late to the party."

"There was a party?" Jack asked Toothless, who only gave a small chirp in response as he perked his head and ears up. "Why wasn't I invited?"

"Can you go three minutes without trying to annoy and pester someone?"

"Mmmm, yes, but I'd rather not."

'_Oh if only the Gods were kinder'_ "Alright then, well, where've you been all day? I knew you had to be busy but it's almost dark. You're cutting it a little close, don't you think?"

Jack looked up at the sky, shrugging his shoulders as he said, "Eh, it's still light outside, right? I can't be that late." He looked back to Hiccup and quickly spoke up before Hiccup even had a chance to say anything else. "But enough about me," he said as he grabbed his staff and motioned it towards Hiccup, "tell me about her and why you're so interested in her." Jack began swinging his staff lightly, his hand brushing the side of his leg as he went on, "She special to ya?"

Oh boy, here we go. Hiccup looked back to the exit, almost hoping that someone would walk in and give him a reason to delay this conversation. Of course, they would only delay it since Jack would more than likely bring it up again. Hiccup walked over to Toothless and answered as he passed Jack, "Kind of. It's a bit more complicated than that."

"Oh" There was a small pause between the two before Jack spoke, "Is she seeing anyone?"

Reaching out towards Toothless to pet the dragon's head, Hiccup looked at Jack with squinted and confused eyes. "No, she's single. She's looking for a dead frozen corpse to take home to dinner one night and show off to her father."

"Sweet!" Jack said with a sense of enthusiasm. "Looks like I'm her guy then!"

"Oh Gods," Hiccup uttered under his breath. "Look, why the sudden interest in Astrid?"

Again, Jack shrugged, biting his bottom lip as he tried to think of an answer that might not get on Hiccup's bad side. But, seeing as how that probably wasn't going to be the case, Jack teased, "Because I wanna see how a stud like you gets the ladies."

Wow; this guy wasn't gonna let up, was he? With a sigh, Hiccup leaned his side against Toothless, who was more than willing to help his friend stand up, as he explained, "You know, me and her, it's just complicated."

"Yeah?"

"Yeah. I mean, we kinda had something for a little while, but that was along while ago. Turns out our, I don't know how to say it, our...we just didn't mix. We kinda fought a lot about some of the small things. But that-that was a long time ago." Hiccup remembered every other attempt he made at getting back together with Astrid, each time granting him at the very least a charming smile and a brush of the hair out of her face from her. "But, yeah we're still great friends and all and...uh,"

"And being the love-struck dragon trainer you are, you still have feelings for her, don't you?" Jack playfully poked Hiccup's shoulder twice as he spoke, teasing his friend even further.

Hiccup brushed Jack's hand away before he had the chance to poke him again, sighing as he tried to find the rights words that he felt would truly explain how things were between him and Astrid. "Sure, you could say that. But," a small bounce of his shoulders as he twiddled his fingers together and bit his tongue, "it's different, I guess."

"Different how?"

"Well, uh, for starters, we still joke around with each other and we hang out a lot and it's just…" Gods, why did it make sense in his head but not out loud? "I've asked her out again before, but I guess she's just not into me like she once was."

"That kiss on the cheek says otherwise," Jack said with a sense of confidence and positivity.

"Yeah, but like you said, pity kiss. That's all."

"Not necessarily," Jack stated, "maybe she just likes you a lot but is more comfortable with being friends is all. Is that the first time the cheek kiss has happened?"

Hiccup wished it wasn't. "In a while, yeah."

"How long of a while?"

"Oh, I don't know! A while, just, a long while."

"Okay," Jack said thoughtfully, trying to make sense of this situation, "well then I guess she still likes you. But, just, not the way you want her to like you."

Hiccup stared at Jack for a moment, seriously wondering if he had just heard Jack correctly. Was that statement not already obvious enough? "Gee, where'd you get that idea from?"

'_Yeah, probably not the best way to word that, Frost.'_ Jack told himself. "Okay, well, look all I can say is, appreciate what you have. Who knows, maybe one day she'll come back, maybe she won't. But for now I'd stick with the fact that yes, she likes you, and yes, you're only friends, but enjoy that in and of itself. If you think about it too much you'll only ruin yourself and maybe whatever it is you two have, ya know?"

"I already do."

"Alright, so keep doing that, I guess. Just let things be and maybe, one day, she might come back. If not, then I'm sure it's not the end of the world, right? There's got to be plenty of other girls out there, huh?"

Hiccup wasn't sure why Jack's answer was agitating him like this. Either it was because it was the answer he already knew, or because it was the answer he didn't want to hear. Maybe both. It didn't matter though, he knew what Jack as saying was right, no matter how much he wished it wasn't. Astrid was the first person on Berk Hiccup ever really thought he had some kind of crush on. Of course other girls had caught his eye before, but not like Astrid. Even his dad admitted that he and Astrid 'made a cute couple' when they were dating. But the fact that it didn't work out between them was just something that Hiccup was going to have to get over sooner or later, but he preferred sooner.

The Viking looked down at his dragon friend and bit his lip before admitting, "Yeah, I guess you're right." He looked back to Jack as he added, "I mean, don't get me wrong, I'm not distraught over this. I mean, it ended a long time ago. I'm just a little hopeful is all."

"Oh believe me, I understand completely," Jack confessed." Jack, having been around for over three hundred years, had had his fair share of crushes. But he knew he had to let them go since he had to take in the painfully apparent fact that he was immortal and they weren't. Except for Tooth however, but that was a story for another day, if he ever felt like telling that story to Hiccup that is. "Besides," Jack said as he smiled at his friend and took a few steps towards him, "I'm sure a charmer like you is bound to catch the eye of someone on Berk."

Hiccup rolled his eyes before Jack playfully patted his shoulder. "Yeah, uh-huh," Hiccup said as he nodded with false hope.

"Oh come on!" Jack jumped behind Hiccup and grabbed his shoulders. "A guy like you? Charming, smart, inventive, honest,"

"Don't you start complimenting me like this, Frost. I don't need a crush turned stalker on my already full plate," Hiccup badgered.

"I'm serious!" Jack insisted. "Look at you! You're such a charming stud, you!" Once more, Jack decided to playfully poke Hiccup's shoulders, an act Hiccup didn't really like that much, stepping away from Jack as he rubbed his shoulders.

"Stop!" he shouted through his laughter, Toothless rolling his ember eyes at the two's shenanigans.

Jack, ignoring Hiccup's pleas, continued torturing and taunting the young Viking. "You have all the ladies on Berk at your feet, huh?"

Looking down at his feet, Hiccup gave a small shrug as he shook his head. "I guess you could say that. At least," he looked back to Jack, "whatever's left of them anyways."

"Well just be thankful it was your foot and not your entire body!" Jack stated as he kicked his feet up in the air and started to fly closer to Hiccup, circling around as he joked, "If it did, you'd be the weirdest ghost I'd ever see." Jack even went so far as to grab Hiccup's brown and furry vest and begin waving it in the air, having it float behind Hiccup as if it here a cape, as he made ominous and cheesy eerie ghost 'oooh's'.

Hiccup quickly snatched his vest back, adjusting it and hoping no one saw anything as he quickly snapped back with, "Oh, and I guess you would know all about ghosts, wouldn't you, huh corpse?"

Jack stopped mid-air as he squinted at Hiccup, his mouth open slightly as the surprise flowed through him that Hiccup would make a corpse joke of all things. "You know what?" he finally said, "I'm gonna let that one slide. And, for the record, it's not because you have the fire-breathing dragon by your side no matter what. That was just a good one."

"Oh yeah," Hiccup said sarcastically as he looked back at Toothless, who shook his head in secondhand embarrassment for both of the boys. "I'm sure, yet again, the thought of my dragon burning your hair off didn't affect you at all."

"You know me so well." The Guardian did a backflip through the air as he sighed and continued, "And even then, if the giant salamander did decide to come after me, I'd just fly away and have him eat my cold icy dust."

Toothless stretched his large wings out, wanting Jack to mention racing him again so that he could show the Immortal who was really the better flyer. Hiccup normally would have done something to calm Toothless down, but in this case, he was willing to let the Night Fury put Jack in his place. "Uh, didn't we already have this debate? If I remember correctly, that race we had was a tie, right?"

"That's where you're wrong short stuff."

"Short stuff!?" Hiccup interrupted. "We're almost the same height! I'm just a couple inches shorter than you!"

"Try three. And like I was saying, it was me that actually won that race."

Hiccup rolled his eyes as Jack showed off, doing yet another backflip through the air. "What are you ranting on about this time?"

"I actually won by just the tip of my nose. I didn't wanna tell the big guy because I thought it would hurt his poor dragon heart." Jack placed his hands over his heart as he began to pout and quiver his bottom lip mockingly at the dragon. Toothless wasn't going to have any of this of course and began preparing himself to jump in the air as high as he could fly without a rider just for the chance to snap at Jack with his sharp teeth. Now was the time that Hiccup came in to intervene and calm his friend down.

Rubbing the top of Toothless' head, the dragon purring in response as he backed off but didn't calm down, Hiccup looked back up towards Jack and responded, "I don't think it would be best to egg him on, Jack. Toothless isn't the kind of dragon you want on your bad side."

"Is there any kind of dragon you won't want on your bad side?" Jack asked.

"Well," answered Hiccup barely giving it a moment's thought, "the Terror's aren't really that bad, so long as you watch out for them. Fishlegs, a friend of mine, stepped on one of their tails once and, well, let's just say it didn't end well for him."

Jack nodded in understanding before sticking his tongue out at the dragon. "You know Jack," Hiccup began, "I might just have to let him show you who's boss around here." Toothless wasn't really angry at Jack for calling him out like he was. Really, he was just more anxious and eager than ever to show Jack that he was the true better flyer.

"Hey, I'm ready whenever you two are!" Jack pointed his staff at the two and made a sudden gust of wind blow down right at them, Hiccup's vest flapping lightly behind him before the wind died down and Hiccup began to hear Jack's amused laughter.

"Would you cut that out!?" Hiccup shouted at Jack, though he couldn't help but laugh along with him.

Jack, not listening at all to what Hiccup had just said, sent another burst of wind at him and Toothless. "What?" Jack shouted back. "Sorry dude, I can't hear you over this wind! It's getting pretty intense!"

Laughing at his friend, Hiccup tried stepping out of the way of his staff just in time to see Toothless jump in the opposite direction, playfully biting at the wind that Jack was sending down to them in his fun. "I said stop it!" Hiccup said through his laughter.

"Stop what?"

Hiccup looked towards the entrance to the arena to see Snotlout giving Hiccup a look of concern and confusion and he gestured towards him with an open hand. "Mind telling me what exactly it is you're still doing here, Hiccup?"

'_Uh oh' _thought Hiccup as he looked back to Toothless, thinking of an excuse for why he was talking to himself. Wait, why would he need to be talking to himself? He already had this planned out for Thor's sake! "Oh, just, uh, talking to Toothless."

"You're dragon?"

"Yep. Toothless, just Toothless. No one else is here except me and Toothless. We were just, uh, practicing some attack strategies and…thing like that."

Jack's face, to Hiccup's surprise, quickly appeared in front of Hiccup, floating upside down just a foot away as he smiled and shook his head. "Great save there, Hiccup. I can totally tell you've made a living off lying."

"Wha-uh-what are you doing back here?" Hiccup asked as he calmly walked around Jack, pretending that the winter spirit didn't even exist.

"I left my axe." Snotlout said as he walked past Hiccup.

"Oh," was all Hiccup could think to say.

Snotlout, finally reaching his weapon, reached down and picked it up and began twirling it in his hand as he looked at Hiccup, giving him a look as if he had never seen him before. The kind of look he would give a new type of dragon he hadn't seen before and was trying to study him. "You know, you've been acting weird lately."

"How would you even know?!" Hiccup asked, raising his voice slightly. "You and I haven't had a conversation in days! At least a decent one anyways."

"Because!" was all Snotlout had to say at first. Hiccup and Toothless shared a look of confusion, Hiccup wondering if Snotlout had seen him talking to Jack, or better put, talking to thin air. Snotlout went on to explain, "You've suddenly gone off on your own more than usual lately, you're more eager to go outsider instead of being cooped up in your room."

Hiccup was quick to stop Snotlout there. "Okay I do not spend all of my time in my room! Just because I don't hang out with you Snotlout doesn't mean I'm not social! What did you think I normally did? Stay put in my room or in my workshop and not talk to anybody all day?"

Snotlout, placing his axe in his other hand, looked at Hiccup as he tried to think of another way to explain himself, but Hiccup did bring up a good point. "You've just seemed…cheerier or something."

"And that's supposed to be a weird thing for me?"

"NO!" Snotlout cried out. "It's just…weird! Okay? You haven't been this cheery in a while."

Hiccup had absolutely no idea what Snotlout was talking about. What did he mean by cheery? Had he been appearing upset or down about something lately? He had been concerned about whether or not Jack would come back, yes, but that didn't mean he was sad or upset or anything of the sort! "Well, I wasn't, okay?"

At this point, Snotlout figured it would probably be best if were to just stop talking, making yet again a jerk of himself. "You know what, whatever," he said as he gave up and made his way out of the arena. "Forgive me for making a simple observation!"

"A false observation at that," Hiccup added as he and Toothless turned to watch Snotlout leave, Jack slowly landing beside Hiccup, not making a sound as his feet touched the ground.

"You know what, Hiccup?" Snotlout said as he turned to face Hiccup and began walking backwards. Pointing towards his cousin, Snotlout continued, "To be fair, I never thought you were just tucked away in your room or workshop doing absolutely nothing. To be honest, I thought you were always working on those sissy drawings of yours."

"My what?"

"You know. Those drawings you always do? I thought you were always working on those." Snotlout smirked as he turned back around and began walking out the exit of the arena, axe twirling around in his hand.

"Sissy!?" Hiccup called out, but not getting any kind of response out of Snotlout.

When he had left the arena, there was a short bit of silence between the three friends that was broken by Jack, who only had to say, "You know, I didn't really like him," very nonchalantly, as if he was saying an obvious fact that both Hiccup and Toothless should have known.

Hiccup, right after Jack spoke, turned around and pulled at small handfuls of his hair. "Gah! What was that all about?"

"Besides the fact that you let some jerk walk all over you and call your drawings 'sissy', I'd say not much." Jack looked back to Hiccup, hands clasped behind his back. "Mind telling me who that was and why your friend didn't blast him sky high?"

Hiccup would much rather have let this all go, but unfortunately for him, his anger got the better of him. "That 'jerk' was Snotlout. My cousin."

"Oh, so I take it 'brains' isn't exactly something that's inherited in your family, huh?" Jack quickly spoke up.

"Oh we'd be so lucky." Hiccup still wasn't looking at Jack but instead was pacing back and forth, staring straight ahead as he tried to put the pieces together while trying to calm himself down. "But the guy's had it out for me for as long as I can remember!"

"And what? Everyone applauds him or something?"

Hiccup managed to look at Jack with a serious expression for only a short moment before he began to giggle, which quickly turned into actual laughter. The very idea of Snotlout being popular and loved by everyone on Berk? Now that was something only the Gods could manage. "Oh no. No no no, not even close. Half the tow's had some of their stuff destroyed by him alone. It's practically a monthly ritual for him to either start a fire, destroy one building, start some kind of fiasco that gets everyone in the village on their last nerve."

Jack felt sympathy towards this kid, but at the same time he also felt eager to stick close-by to him to see what kind of trouble he would get himself in to. "Alright then. So, what's the big deal? He obviously gets on your nerves, so why not do something about it? OOH! Can I freeze his feet to the ground?!" Hiccup looked at Jack as if he had just asked if the sky was blue. "Come on! I haven't done that trick in years!"

Hiccup threw his hands up to try to get Jack to stop talking for even just a moment. "Hey! Do whatever you want. Just let me know when you're going to do it so I can watch."

"Yeah, maybe if you tell him you actually have god-like power's he'll stop teasing you." Jack could see it now; making Hiccup float over the island seemingly by himself would definitely be something he had to see.

"Well, it's not like I'm the only one he picks on."

"Really?"

"Really! Seriously, Jack, I'm not the scrawniest Viking on Berk. I can defend myself when need be. Besides, he's all talk and no show. He never lashes out on anyone."

"Someone watching over him to make sure he does no wrong?" asked Jack.

"Mmm, yes and no. He did get beat up by Astrid pretty bad this one time, but other than that, Hookfang seems to take care of all of his beatings for the rest of us."

Despite the fact that he still wanted to freeze Snotlout's boots to the ground, Jack was happy to hear that karma still existed on Berk and that Snotlout eventually got everything that was coming to him. "Well, just let me know if he ever wants to get so cold he loses a toe or two."

Hiccup nodded in false honesty. "Will do," he answered before looking at Toothless and then tilting his head towards the exit. "Whaddya say, bud? Wanna head outta here?" he asked. Toothless gave a small 'humph' before his ears perked up and his pupils grew wider, a usual sign that meant 'yes'. "Well then, let's get of here and get you something to eat." Toothless followed Hiccup, who was then followed by Jack, as they made their way out of the arena. Jack made a small jump and, using the wind to his advantage as usual, landed right beside Hiccup.

"So, what're we supposed to do know? Burn down another building just so we can see everyone run around like ants?" Jack asked.

Hiccup almost stopped walking just so he could punch Jack's shoulder. "No!" Although, running around like ants did seem like a good way to describe the people of Berk when they were in panic. "Jeez, when did you get the harsh sense of humor?"

"Oh come on," Jack pleaded. "It's not like anyone around here is gonna suspect you! Besides, we can take Snotlout off destruction duty for the month this way! Give the kid a break. He probably deserves it right?" Hiccup didn't even need to answer that out loud for Jack. All he had to do was raise an eyebrow and cock his head a little to the side as he squinted his eyes at Jack. "Never mind then. I guess he doesn't deserve any of our help. That being the case then I certainly look forward to the upcoming demise of your village thanks to the terrible and vicious hands of Snotlout what's-his-name!"

"May the Gods have mercy on our damned and pitiful souls!" Hiccup added, throwing his hands up in the air and shaking his fists as his gruff voice echoed throughout the exit, soon walking out into the open and hearing the sound of his boots crunching on the small spots of snow that had managed to survive all of the dragon fire that had been sent out of the arena.

The familiar sound of the crunching of snow beneath heavy feet was enough to get Jack's mischievous side all fired up. Not giving it a second thought, even disregarding any kind of outcome that might come of what he was about to do since Hiccup had threatened him many times with Toothless, Jack reached down and grabbed a small handful of snow, not even packing it into a ball before he pulled on the back of Hiccup's thin green shirt and dumped the snow down his pale, freckled back, earning a shriek of surprise out of the teen.

Hiccup bounced around as he pulled the bottom of his shirt out, trying to shake whatever snow he could out and off of his back. "JACK! WHAT'RE YOU THINKING?" he shouted a little too loudly.

Through his laughter, Jack explained, "I think I'm trying to make our day a little more fun!" To his surprise, Toothless didn't grown or even glare at Jack. In fact, it looked as if the Night Fury was laughing along with Jack, huffing along in amusement as Hiccup managed to get the last bit of cold snowflakes out of his shirt, the bottom of his pale back already starting to turn red thanks to the snow collecting at the bottom of his shirt before he had his chance to remove it.

"Well does it have to be at my own expense?"

"It was either you or the dragon; and last I checked you don't breathe fire…do you?"

"Keep testing me like that and we'll find out together. How does that sound?"

Jack gave it a moment's thought. "Fun, amusing, entertaining, better than standing around and talking all day. Let's do it!" Jack raised his fists in the air with triumph, hoping to lighten Hiccup's mood.

However, Hiccup did start to smile as Jack raised his fists in the air; he could take a joke just as well as anyone else could. "Is everything a joke to you?"

"Only when it's funny."

"And when it's not?"

"I find a way to make it funny. Call it my coping mechanism. It's something I need in order to get through the day." Jack stuffed his free hand in his hoodie pocket, still giggling as he playfully jabbed Toothless with his elbow. "You gotta admit, seeing him like that is kind of amusing, isn't it?" Toothless cooed in response. "I'll take that as a yes."

Hiccup couldn't believe what he was seeing. Jack and Toothless ganging up against him like this? He didn't even bother to look at his two friends as he said, "I can't believe this! You two are bonding over your appreciation of tormenting me!"

"Well," Jack said pointing his finger towards Hiccup, "to be fair, I'm pretty sure I like it more than he does."

"Oh and that's supposed to be an apology to make me feel better?"

"Who said anything about an apology? I just wanted to get the record straight that Toothless here probably isn't having as much fun with this as I am. But honestly," Jack nudged Toothless with his elbow a second time, "I've got a feeling that if Toothless had opposable thumbs then he would have already stuffed plenty of snow down your shirt." Toothless only sneezed in response. "Bless you."

Hiccup rolled his eyes as Jack two a couple giant steps forward and started walking right beside him. "Great. My best friend and my new friend decide to get along by pestering me to death."

"You've got other friends though!"

"Don't change the subject!" Hiccup said before he reached down, after Jack had looked away of course, and picked up his own handful of snow and placed it inside Jack's hood and throwing it over Jack's head. "There! Now we're even!" Hiccup boasted as he took a few steps away from Jack, just in case the Guardian decided to try his luck once more.

As Jack laughed and brushed the snow out of his head, he felt tempted to mention to Hiccup that, being the spirit of winter, he didn't really get or feel cold like Hiccup did. However, he didn't want to ruin Hiccup's good mood, so he instead just decided it would be best if he kept his mouth shut. "Alright, alright. We're even."

Before Hiccup could take the chance about how Jack shouldn't underestimate him, a loud and booming roar echoed throughout the sky, the first either of the boys had heard in a while. The sudden noise startled Jack, making him duck and raise his arms whereas Hiccup only blinked and gave a small jump having been more accustom to the sudden roars that he would hear throughout the day. All three looked up to see a dark orange Monstrous Nightmare flying overhead, carrying supplies to whatever its destination may be. The dragon let out another, much softer roar, as it slowed down and began its descent into what Hiccup guessed was the center of town.

"Man I hate those guys," Jack grumbled, Toothless looking at Jack with displeasure as if he had just insulted him, which he might as well have. "What? I said _those_ guys, not _you_!" Jack protested. "Calm your tail!"

Hiccup looked back at the two's bickering, wondering if they had really made any kind of progress with the time they've spent together. "Hate what?" he questioned, realizing the answer right after he had asked. "The Monstrous Nightmare's?"

"Yeah."

"Why?"

"Because, oh I dunno, they light themselves on fire?" Jack motioned his hand up and down his chest. "I like being cold, remember? It's literally part of my name."

Hiccup looked back at the village for a short moment before asking, "So you don't like the Nightmares over any other kind of dragons?"

"Didn't I just say that?"

"You do know all dragons can still breathe fire, right? What does it matter if they light themselves?"

"Because," Jack explained, "if you get too close to them, poof, there they go!"

Hiccup shook his head with a smile. "If you say so." Toothless sneezed again as the Monstrous Nightmare took to the sky once more, shaking his head as he snorted to try to sooth his itchy nostril. "You okay there, bud?" Toothless blinked a couple of times, but otherwise he seemed fine as he licked his bottom lip and proceeded to bite down on his front-left leg, scratching whatever other itch he had.

"I'm sure he's fine," Jack reassured. "Just a sneeze, right? It's getting cold outside. Happens to everyone."

"And we all know who to thank for that, now don't we?" Hiccup rhetorically asked as he crossed his arms and glanced at Jack, smirking as he shrugged his shoulders while Jack gave him a blank stare in response. "What? You know it's true."

"Well that doesn't make it any less hurtful," Jack whined overdramatically. Looking back at the dragon, Jack was impressed to see him spin through the air as he climbed higher and higher towards the clouds, its large wings spreading out as it stopped its ascent and hovered in the air for a short moment as if to show them off. Soon, the dragon was on its way back to doing whatever it was he, or she, and their rider needed to do. "Alright," Jack admitted, "that was kind of impressive."

Hiccup blew air through his lips, finding it somewhat amusing that Jack, someone who had been flying for over three hundred years, would call something like that 'impressive'. "Really? You thought that was a good trick?"

With a shrug of his shoulders, Jack grinned and tried to clarify, "Okay, well, maybe not _that _impressive, but just, you know, remarkable I guess." Simply put, Jack was just a little amazed that the dragon with its size and the wing span that it had was able to pull that off for as long as it did. "Besides, I'm sure Toothless could pull that off, easy."

"Uh," Hiccup looked at Toothless before continuing, "that and so much more."

Jack stepped in front of the two, switching his staff from one hand to the other. "Oh, really? Fell like showing off any of his tricks then mister boastful?"

"What?"

"You heard me. I asked if you wanted to sho-"

Hiccup help up an open hand as he cut Jack off. "Oh-oh no, I heard you. I was just a little surprised that you think 'mister boastful' is a good name to call someone. I've seen Terror's irritate me better than that."

What the heck did he mean by that? "Man," the Immortal said as he shook his head in disbelief, "you are just so quick to think that my entire existence is to tick you off, huh?"

"Well so far, you're doing an okay job. I could teach you a few tricks, but otherwise it's decent." Lies, likes, and even more lies. Of course, being picked on almost his entire life by Snotlout or the twins or his own dad, Hiccup knew what it meant to be insulted by someone's words. Though to be fair his dad meant no harm most of the time and really didn't know how hurtful his words meant whenever he commented on Hiccup's lack of strength or the fact that he always managed to seem to be wherever there was a mess in Berk. Thankfully, for Hiccup, it was all water under the bridge. Everyone, which included Snotlout much to Hiccup's surprise, had apologized for the way they had treated him.

Jack twirled his staff in his hand and poked Hiccup's stomach with the flat end as he spoke, "Speaking of tricks, don't you think you should show me some of yours?" Toothless, unable to keep still, let his tongue hang out of his mouth, obviously eager to fly and show off any kind of trick to Jack, who was beginning to snicker at the sight. "So I have one vote yes. Hiccup?"

Trying to think of something to say, Hiccup's mouth opened slightly as he stuttered and tried to find the right words to say. Of course, knowing Jack was an apparent 'yes', he knew he was outvoted. But then again, showing off a few things to Jack did seem like a very fun idea, much better than any idea he had in mind. "Ye-okay, yes, fine," he finally answered. Filled with glee, the Night Fury began to lick his friend's face, covering him with saliva. "Hey-oh no no! Toothless! Calm down!" Toothless backed down as Hiccup wiped whatever he could off of his face. "Come on, Toothless, we're just gonna show Jack how good you really are. No flying to some random island, alright?"

That didn't seem to bother the dark-scaled dragon, who still couldn't keep still. He even turned to his side so that Hiccup could mount him easier. Hiccup mumbled a quick, 'Oh Gods' under his breath as he climbed on top of Toothless, Jack's feet already leaving the ground as the snow beneath him started to swirl around his legs. "Ready whenever you are," Hiccup said as he adjusted his artificial foot and tested to make sure it was nice and secure.

With a quick laugh, Jack began headed for the treetops, Hiccup and Toothless right on his tail. The two didn't fly for too long since Jack stopped in mid-flight, turning around as he waited for Toothless to stop. "So, where to?"

Hiccup looked around, trying to decide whether or not this would be an appropriate spot for he and Toothless to show Jack some of their moves. It was plenty far away from Berk and any other dragon riders, they were in a seemingly open area, and not too many trees appeared to possibly get in the way. "Yeah, this'll do."

"Great!" Jack exclaimed as he put his arms behind his head and crossed his legs, lying back as he tried to make himself comfortable. "Show me what you got, Viking!"

Hiccup tried his best to show off anything he could for Jack, and if he had to be honest with himself, he'd say that he thought he did a pretty good job. They started off with the basics: the loop-de-loops, the nose dives, a small free-fall, a few of the things that Hiccup first tried to learn with Toothless. But he considered them to be child's play compared to the other stuff he and Toothless had accomplished. For example, Hiccup had Jack go and fetch three large branches and toss them up into the air in different directions. Toothless managed to hit them all with his plasma blast before they even came close to the treetops almost effortlessly.

Now Jack could really say that he was impressed. The blasts, the close nose-dives, even the free-fall fascinated him. After each trick, even the ones that were simpler than the others, Jack would tell Hiccup how good he thought they were. Of course, Hiccup would just brush whatever compliments Jack gave him away, saying how they were 'nothing' and that he and Toothless had done them for months and had perfected them to the point that attempting them wasn't even a challenge. "Oh just take the compliment!" Jack would say before Hiccup moved onto another trick.

It was nice to finally get a chance to show off what he could do to someone new and hadn't seen any of his real tricks. Hiccup of course wasn't alone when it came to this thinking; Toothless also loved showing off whenever he could get the chance, and to have Jack floating there and admiring each and every new trick he did gave Toothless such a feeling of gratitude, accomplishment, and happiness. Hiccup was sure to tell Toothless what a good job he was doing, always being sure to treat Toothless as a friend more than just a pet. "Whaddya say, bud? You wanna do more or are you finished?" he would always ask, but Toothless was more than willing to do more in order to get a reaction out of Jack.

Their fun went on for almost a half hour before Jack spoke up and said, "Okay, you know what? I think I've seen enough. Clearly you two have mastered quite a few tricks, so you don't need to show off anymore. I'm worried the poor guy might tire himself out."

"Awh, thanks Jack. But really, I'm fine. I'm not tired at all," Hiccup jested.

"Oh ha, ha," Jack laughed sarcastically. _'Actually, that was kind of funny.' _Jack thought. "Now, since you two are done showing off,"

"Actually, Jack, you said we were done. If Toothless wants to go then he can still go."

"Quiet," Jack quickly spat. "I think it's time I show you a few tricks of my own. That free-fall you did?"

"I know of it," Hiccup responded.

"I can do it much longer than the two of you can," Jack boasted with a sly smile.

Toothless rolled his eyes with a low growl of uncertainty. "That doesn't mean anything!" Hiccup protested. "We're not that high up! And besides, you don't have a dragon that relies on your help in order for him to, you know, not fall to his death! Plus, you can fly on your own!"

"So? I can still show off a few more tricks when I'm falling than just staying still."

"Well so can I!"

"Really?"

"Yeah, and so can Toothless, kind of."

"Oh I bet."

"We can!"

"Prove it then!"

"Fine! We will!" Toothless only watched as the two playfully argued back and forth, curious as to where this little debate of theirs would be leading. "C'mon Toothless," Hiccup said as he rubbed the dragon's side. "You wanna show Jack what we're _really_ made of?"

"Isn't that why we came out here?" Jack asked before he took off, leaving Hiccup and Toothless behind as he flew higher and closer to the clouds. Toothless quickly flew after Jack, flapping his wings as hard as he could in order to catch up to the trickster. Soon enough, both of them were high enough that they could almost touch the clouds. "Alright, rules?" asked Jack.

Hiccup thought for a moment about any kind of rules that needed to be established, besides the obvious ones of course. "Okay then. One chance. Whoever does the best trick wins. No flying at all, just a straight drop."

"Yeah, and no help!" Jack interrupted.

"No help?"

"You heard me?"

"Yeah, that's not gonna happen," Hiccup spoke unquestionably. "You've flown solo for over three hundred years. And this is, after all, a tricks competition. My tricks involve Toothless, so, motion denied."

Jack pouted like a baby with a small 'humph' as he slumped his shoulders. "Go on then," he said as he rolled his eyes.

Were there any other rules that needed to be said? Really, all of the obvious ones had been established, so there was nothing else that Hiccup actually needed to address. "Besides 'no cheating' I think that's pretty much it."

Jack snapped his fingers in frustration. "Dang it, cheating was gonna be my ticket to win this thing!"

Hiccup laughed as he unhooked himself from Toothless. "If cheating was the only way you were going to win this thing then by all means, quit while you can."

"Not a chance!" Jack exclaimed as Hiccup carefully and slowly stood up, making sure to keep his metal foot secure until just the right moment. "You ready?"

"As we'll ever be." Hiccup said as he quickly unhooked his prosthetic leg. "We gO FIIRRRSST!" shouted the young Viking as he jumped off of the Night Fury and back-flipped through the air, Toothless swiftly diving after him. Jack quickly hurried after the two in order to watch their little show. Locking eyes with Hiccup as the wind made his hair flutter behind his freckled head, Jack saw Hiccup first collect himself into a ball and do a forward-roll, Toothless carefully reaching his arms out to make sure Hiccup didn't stray too far or lose control. No sooner after he had straightened himself out, he laughed as Toothless used his paw to make Hiccup spin through the air, an act they had done many-a-times simply for fun while they skydived throughout Berk.

Hiccup smiled and laughed as they fell, his green, glimmering eyes glanced at Jack's for a brief moment; though he closed them quickly thanks to the fact that they were watering up immensely at this speed. For a moment, Jack forgot he even had a trick to do, being completely and utterly content and happy where he was at that very moment. He shouted at Hiccup, "GREAT JOB!" over the howling of the wind.

"THANKS!" Hiccup cried back, barely opening his eyes so he could see Jack. "NOW COULD YOU HURRY UP? I DON'T WANT TO DIE WAITING FOR YOU!"

'_Oh crap right!_' Jack realized as he prepared himself. "WATCH THIS!" Jack back-flipped through the air, giving himself some space between he and Hiccup, immediately turning around in the air on his side and crying out in excitement. Suddenly, he began diving down towards the Earth, still spinning and shouting like a maniac, and began twirling around Hiccup and Toothless in a full circle. Like the Earth spinning on its axis as it orbits the sun, Jack spun around Hiccup, shouting to the teen, "HOW DO YA LIKE ME NOW, DRAGON RIDER?!"

Hiccup had to admit, and Toothless did as well, that what Jack was accomplishing was indeed very impressive. Even Hiccup didn't think he could pull that off. At least, not at the moment. He was sure that with some practice and dedication he would be able to someday pull that trick off. "NICE," Hiccup complemented as he reached out for Toothless, signaling it was time for them to start flying again before they hit the ground. Hooking in his prosthetic foot, Hiccup adjusted Toothless' tail wing and the two shot back up into the air as the mighty Night Fury opened its wings and slowed down their descent.

Jack was quick to follow the two, slowing down before he soared after his friends. Once he caught up with them, Hiccup was still fixing his messed up hair and, surprisingly, still the whole ordeal. "You okay there?" Jack asked as he hovered beside Toothless, Hiccup looking down as he fixed his hair.

"Huh? Oh, oh yeah. Yeah I'm good." Hiccup answered through his uncontrollable yet quiet laughter.

"Uh, well, uh, okay?"

The Viking shook his head as he rubbed his eyes and explained. "No, no it's just, uh, my hair. You know, it always does this whenever we dive." Hiccup wiped his eyes as he blinked a couple more times and looked up at Jack. "When we fly, oh sure, totally fine. But when we do that, uh-uh, this thing has a mind of its own.

Jack laughed as he mirrored Hiccup and ran his hand through his hair, though he didn't need to. "Ha, wow. So, uh, who won?"

"We did," Hiccup answered without any hesitation.

"Pfft, what?" asked Jack, wondering if Hiccup was really being serious right now.

"Well, yeah," Hiccup rubbed the back of his neck, "I mean, come on. Did you see us back there? We've had, like, less than a year to perfect that. You've have way more than that. Therefore, we win."

Jack blinked in astonishment, sucking in his lips as he tried to make sense of what Hiccup was saying. "A-are you being serious right now?"

Hiccup looked down to Toothless, once again rubbing his side as he asked, "What do you think, Toothless? Do you think we won fair and square?" A grunt and a playful shake of his head showed that Toothless did in fact think they deserved to be the winners this time around. "Well, can't argue with that."

"Yeah, because if you did, you'd be incinerated!" Jack said as he pointed his staff at Toothless, who eyed the staff eagerly with his deep and emerald-green eyes.

"Don't care," Hiccup replied with a small shake of his head, "It's a two-to-one vote. Therefore," Hiccup crossed his arms, "we won."

If this had been a real competition for some kind of prize, Jack might not have given up so easily. But Hiccup did have a good point. He had had many years to perfect his aerobatic tricks while Hiccup and Toothless had less than a year. He closed his eyes as he chuckled, his shoulders bouncing as he smiled, "Alright. Fine, you win. Congratulations."

Another small laughed escaped Hiccup before he boasted, "I knew you'd see it our way eventually." Toothless laughed alongside Hiccup, the pair of them relishing in the fun they were having.

And they weren't alone. Jack was having a wonderful time as well. Seeing Hiccup like that, when he was falling and smiling like he was, made him feel as if he couldn't be doing his job any better. Being the Guardian of Fun, he would have to say that this day was definitely one well spent so far. The way Hiccup laughed, his cries of excitement, Jack knew for a fact that his time here on Berk had been well spent and wasn't for naught. He didn't want any of it to end if he had to be honest.

Before either of them could say anything, a small gurgling sound seemed to come out of nowhere. It wasn't until Hiccup placed a hand on his stomach did Jack realize what the sound really was. "Hungry?" he asked.

"I guess so." Hiccup rubbed his stomach as he looked up at the sky, trying to figure out what time it was, surprised to find out that it was already dinner time. "Oh wow."

"What?" asked Jack as he looked up at the sky. "Time for you to go?"

"Well," Hiccup said, thinking about whether or not to actually show up, "I don't really have to go. But I kinda sorta promised Astrid I'd go."

"Oh yeah," Jack teased, "I almost forgot. You're a lover boy, aren't you?"

Even Toothless couldn't help but groan at the comment. "Oh grow up, Jack," snapped Hiccup. "But still, if I don't show up then my dad will find out somehow. He usually does."

"So tell him you were out," Jack interjected. "You're not really lying if you say you were out flying, are you?"

"Yeah," Hiccup said with a sigh, "but see, he doesn't like it when I skip meals; says I need to eat more so I can build up my strength and things like that."

Jack understood completely. There were times when North would tell him he needed to eat more so that he wasn't so thin, especially when it came around Thanksgiving time. Although no one else really pestered him about it since Jack appeared to be in great health, especially since he was able to do as many jumps and flips and be as nimble as he was whenever he flew. Still, he knew exactly how Hiccup felt when it came to this particular situation.

"So if you need to go, then go," Jack answered.

"Are you sure?" Hiccup didn't want to just leave Jack, partially because he too was having a great time and didn't want to have to stop hanging out with him. "I mean, I can always grab something later you know."

Jack waved his hand as he floated to the other side of Toothless. "No, no. If your dad says you need to go, then you should probably go."

Hiccup was a little surprised to see Jack saying something so…well compared to half of the stuff he had said and done previously, so mature. "Huh," he uttered. "Didn't think you'd start becoming so responsible so quickly."

Jack shrugged his shoulders. "Hey, what can I say? I have my moments."

"Hm. They must be rare." Hiccup jested as he grabbed Toothless' harness, ready to fly back towards the village. "Well then I guess I'll see you around?"

"See me around? What the heck do you mean by that?" Jack asked as he rested his staff on his shoulder.

"Wh…what do you...what do you mean what do I mean?"

Jack moaned as he tossed his head back. "I _mean_," he explained as he looked back at Hiccup, "I'm coming with you! What, did you think I was just gonna leave just because it's time for you to go eat?"

Hiccup, once more, was caught off guard. He didn't want to be rude, but at the same time, having Jack go to dinner with him and his friends, even if they wouldn't be able to see him, was something he didn't think would happen for a long while, or in fact ever. "To be honest, yeah, that's kind of what I was expecting."

"Rude."

Hiccup tried to think of some kind of reasonable answer to give Jack; one that wouldn't upset him or give off the impression that he was completely unwelcome. "Well don't blame me! I mean, if you're hungry then sure you can come just as long as no one sees a floating spoon!"

"Oh I'm not gonna eat anything," Jack replied. "I'm just gonna sit there and make things a little more interesting for ya."

While that didn't exactly sound like the best idea at first, Hiccup did have to admire Jack's honesty. "So, what, you're just gonna sit there and act like an idiot while I try to eat and talk to my friends?"

"Pretty much, yeah," Jack answered with a nod.

Hiccup shrugged his shoulders as he wiggled his fingers on the harness, Toothless even mumbling in acceptance that this was going to happen. "Alright then. To the Great Hall, Toothless." The Night Fury flew off back towards the village, Jack flying right beside him. Though he didn't want to admit it, Hiccup was actually a little worried as to what he would do when he saw his friends. If it was anything like what happened when his dad came into his room the other day, it was sure to be annoying but definitely having the potential to be something enjoyable.

As the two entered the village, landing at the bottom of the steps, Hiccup climbed off of Toothless and fixed his vest as Jack landed a few feet in front of him on the third step up towards the hall. "Look," Hiccup pleaded, "just promise me you won't make a scene or anything. If you're going to do something, just keep it so that no one knows I'm being haunted or something, okay?"

As Hiccup began walking up the steps, walking right past Jack, the Guardian gave him a small pat on his shoulder before following him. "Ah, you know me Hiccup."

"Exactly," Hiccup stated. "That's why I'm asking."

"You know, you're one to talk about keeping everything hidden and such. Meanwhile to everyone else you might as well be talking to nobody right now. Toothless, maybe, but last I checked you can't have an actual conversation with a dragon, Hiccup." Toothless looked back and snorted at the spirit in frustration. "What? I'm just trying to make a point here."

As Toothless looked away, he sneezed and shook his head, grunting as he nudged his head against Hiccup. "Bless you," Hiccup said as they continued up the steps. Once they reached the top, Hiccup opened the door to see that the Hall was actually emptier than he thought it would be. He found his friends quickly however when Astrid decided to wave him over.

Walking over to the table, where apparently the entire Academy had decided to sit, with a smile, as well as silently praying to the Gods that Jack wouldn't be as obnoxious as he was afraid he would be, Hiccup waved back and walked over to their table. "Hey Astrid. Hey guys."

Assorted 'hellos' came from the rest of the table as Hiccup sat down at the edge of the table by Astrid, where she had already prepared a small plate of food for him. Toothless stood right beside Hiccup as he asked, "I take you remembered I was coming?" as he gestured at his plate.

"Mhm," answered Astrid. "I didn't know what you wanted so I just got you breast and some of the bread, which is actually pretty good tonight."

"Oh, thanks," Hiccup said politely as he took a small sip of his drink. Hiccup looked around the rest of the table, Ruff, Tuff, and Snotlout on one side; Fishlegs, Astrid, and Hiccup on the opposite. "So, uh, how is everyone?"

"You mean how have we been since the last time we saw each other at the Academy just an hour or so ago?" nagged Snotlout. "Good, I guess."

And so began Snotlout's usual bickering and, poorly worded, verbal abuse. "Yes Snot," Hiccup said with a sigh. "Anybody else? Perhaps with higher brain functions?"

Both Ruffnut and Tuffnut practically shouted at Hiccup as their hands shook in excitement. "Ooh! Ooh! Ooh!" Tuffnut was the first to speak solo, "We finally decided on what move we wanna show off!"

"Really?" asked Hiccup, Toothless leaving the table and going over to where the rest of the dragons were gathering as another couple large baskets of fish were being dumped on the large slab of rock for all the dragons to eat, conveniently placed right by the fire.

"Yeah!" they both shouted. "The barrel roll!"

"The twister!"

"Oh for Odin's sake," groaned Astrid as she slumped down and supported her head on her palm.

"I thought we agreed to do the twister!" exclaimed Ruffnut.

"No!" replied her brother. "The barrel roll is the best trick we have! It's such an obvious choice! You're just too stupid to realize that!"

Of course this statement led to yet another argument between the two, Astrid having to tell the siblings to knock it off once Ruffnut picked up her plate and started Tuffnut's face with it, leaving a large red mark on the side of his face. "Now, if you two are done arguing, can we get back to a peaceful meal? Maybe one where we try to get as little amount of bruising as possible?" asked Astrid.

The twins were against the idea at first, as everyone at the table predicted, but they set aside their differences once Fishlegs began telling Hiccup of his next idea for a trick he and Meatlug could do together in order to give him strange looks as he rambled on.

"Wait, so, you're going to shoot the rocks?" questioned Hiccup, everyone else eager to hear how Fishlegs was going to try to pull this off.

"Well, yeah!" Fishlegs thought it seemed like a good idea. "You see, I grab whatever rock I can, and give it to Meatlug, right? So then what she does is chew it up and blast the bits up along with the fire she spits!" The rest of the table was silent for a moment as Fishleg's idea sank in.

"Well, uh, that idea seems…different," Hiccup admitted.

Astrid nodded in response, agreeing with her friend that the idea did seem to be a thought-provoking one. "Yeah, that uh, does sound like it could work Fishlegs…probably."

"You think so?"

"A little far-fetched but I mean, if you tweak it and work on it a little I'm sure it could work." Hiccup almost jumped out of his skin as he heard a thump on the edge of the table. He looked over to see Jack, sitting on his knees, leaning his head down on his folded arms on the table.

"BOOOOORED!" Jack shouted.

Hiccup said nothing as he looked back to the rest of his friends, slowly and carefully pulling his sketchbook and pencil out of his belt and opening it to a blank page on his lap. Not looking down at the paper he was writing on, Hiccup quickly attempted to scribble out 'You didn't have to come you know'. Hiccup, noticing that Jack hadn't seen him write down in his sketchbook, poked his side with his pencil in order to get his attention.

"Huh?" Jack asked before he saw Hiccup tapping his sketchbook with his free hand, already in another conversation with the rest of the table. Reading what Hiccup had wrote, Jack quickly answered, "Yeah, but that's because I thought it would be a little more interesting! That fight those two had? Best entertainment I've had since I came here."

'Well it's your own fault' Hiccup continued to write. 'You can leave whenever you want you know.'

"And miss all the fun?" Jack said, as if it was clear that Jack missing said fun wasn't an option.

"You know Astrid," said Snotlout in a softer tone than he normally used, raising a brow as he tried to flirt with the girl he still thought he had a chance with, "if you ever need me to help you out with that trick shot you've been working on, I'll be more than glad to help."

Astrid smiled before she took another sip of her drink. "Oh good! I've been needing a target that screams. Makes it more fun!" The rest of the table laughed at her joke, Tuffnut even punching Snotlout's shoulder as he grew angry with everyone's laughter.

"Shut up!" Snotlout told everyone before turning his so-called 'charm' back on in order to woo Astrid. "But hey, I mean, if that's what you need then sure, I'm up for it."

As Astrid groaned and set her cup back down, Hiccup saw Jack slowly get up on the table and sit with his legs crossed, being sure not to bump into anything. "You know, I still don't like this guy," he told Hiccup before he slowly started to smile deviously. "Hey," he whispered as he bumped Hiccup's shoulder with his elbow, but only getting a few blinks in response. "Speaking of fun, watch this."

Jack waited until Snotlout had picked up his chicken leg and waved it around as he boasted about how good he and Hookfang were doing while they flew around earlier that day after training, swearing that the dragon was the best he'd ever been. Jack slowly reached his leg out and tapped Snotlout's food with his big toe just before the Viking took a bite out of it. He quickly spat it back out as Jack retracted his foot and began laughing.

The table shared their concern for Snotlout as he spat out the rest of the chicken he had taken a bite out of, although Hiccup had a pretty good idea why he did what he did. "What the heck, Snotlout?" shouted Ruffnut.

"It's cold!" cried Snotlout, throwing the meat back down on his plate in a huff. "It was warm a second ago, but now it's like it's been sitting out in the open for hours!"

While Fishlegs thought aloud, agreeing that yes, it was rather weird for the meat to go cold so sudden, Hiccup didn't need to write anything down to tell Jack what he thought of what he did. He just tried to hide his laughter by drinking from his cup and slightly shaking his head.

"I don't know what's funnier," Jack said as he hopped down from the tabletop. "Him eating cold meat and freaking out, or the fact he ate something that touched my foot. Does he have any idea where this thing's been?" Jack lifted his foot and wiggled his toes, laughing as he enjoyed seeing Snotlout like this. Hiccup quickly grabbed his pencil and wrote the word 'both' in his book, getting a nod out of Jack. "Oh yeah, I think you're right. Definitely both."

Compared to that, the rest of Hiccup's time with everyone was pretty average. Snotlout tried two more times to get Astrid to admit that he was 'pretty awesome', the twins almost got into another argument, and the time they spent together proved once more that Hiccup, Astrid, and Fishlegs were the more sane ones in the group. Once they were done with their meal, one by one, each of them got up and told the others good night and headed home, Hiccup and Astrid being the last ones to leave.

"Well, no one started bleeding so I'd say that all-in-all, this was a pretty good night," Hiccup admitted as Toothless and Stormfly walked fast-pace in order to catch up with their riders.

"Yeah, I'd say the same." Astrid began her descent down the stairs and waved to Hiccup as she and Stormfly left for home. "We'll see you tomorrow!"

"See you two!" Hiccup said as he waved back. Toothless purred as he looked at Hiccup and slowly squinted his eyes before yawning. "What? You're tired?" asked Hiccup. A small 'huff' let Hiccup know that, surprisingly, Toothless really was getting a little sleepy. "Well, it's not like we've got anything else to do today. What say we head back home, huh bud?" Toothless didn't even verbally respond but instead already began walking down the stairs.

Jack snickered as Toothless began his walk. "Well, I guess he's eager to go to bed, huh?"

"I guess so." Hiccup followed Toothless down the stairs, Jack literally jumping ahead of both of them and awaiting them at the bottom. Once they had both reached him, the Guardian of Fun started to follow the two back to their house. "Okay, so, I think today was, honestly, a good day."

"Did you expect anything else?" Jack teased as he poked Hiccup's shoulder.

"No!" Hiccup replied as he poked Jack back, earning another small laugh from the winter spirit. "I was just saying this was fun is all."

Jack threw out his arms, smiling as he relished in the fact that he was doing his job right, thought it came to no surprise to him after all. "Great!" he exclaimed. "This means you think I'm not a total failure!"

Hiccup shook his head and rolled his eyes at the comment. "Well, maybe not a total failure."

"Oh, that's cold." Before Hiccup could retort, Jack pointed at him and said in a stern tone, "Don't you dare say it. Say it and I'll freeze your tongue so much it'll be numb for a week, got it?" Hiccup said nothing in reply. He only smiled with closed eyes at his friend before looking back to the path that led to his home.

"So listen," Jack began, "I'm not gonna be back tomorrow. In fact I may not be back for a while."

This news came as no real surprise to Hiccup. Jack couldn't spend all of his time on Berk after all. "No problem," he said. "How long you gonna be gone?"

"Dunno," Jack confessed. "Won't be too long, I can promise you that at least."

"Oh darn," Hiccup frowned as he snapped his fingers, "and just when I was looking forward to the idea of not having to see you and actually having a comforting day filled with dragons and screaming Vikings. Well, there goes my vacation."

Jack pointed at Hiccup again and told the boy, "Watch it, you don't want your food covered it foot like I did to Snot, do ya?"

"Compared to half the cooking here, that might actually be an improvement."

The two shared a good laugh as they began climbing up the hill leading to Hiccup's home. Jack caught himself smiling again not at the joke, but seeing Hiccup laugh like he was. It was heartfelt, sincere, an honest laugh that made Jack know that Hiccup was having a good time. He took it as a sign that Hiccup really did enjoy his company and, if he had to be truthful, it made him feel good that Hiccup actually liked having him around as much as he did. "But, seriously, I'll be back before you know it," Jack told Hiccup, making sure his friend knew that he would without a doubt be back to cause more mayhem.

"Well then I look forward to the oncoming blizzard!" Hiccup said overdramatically as Jack began to levitate off of the snowy ground. Sharing their goodbyes, Hiccup and Toothless saw Jack off as he floated out towards the open see, Jack already counting down the moments until he could come back and have some fun with Hiccup.

The young Viking entered his home to find his dad sitting by the fire, stoking it since it was near death, but still gave off plenty of light in the house. "Ah! Son! You're home!" he bellowed.

"Yeah, uh, hi dad!" answered Hiccup.

"How was your day?" Stoick asked as he stood up to greet his son and welcome him home.

"Oh, uh, it was good. Got some tricks in with Toothless. Had a good day at the Academy too, that went really well, very productive. Managed to keep the twins from killing each other, again, so, yeah, you know. Same ol' same ol'." Of course Hiccup didn't even think about telling his dad anything about Jack. He didn't even get nervous about lying to his dad either. Usually his hands would tremble and start to get sweaty whenever he had to lie to his dad, but since there was absolutely no way his dad would find out he was lying, he was perfectly content with leaving the parts about hanging out with Jokul Frosti out.

Stoick smiled as he cracked his knuckles. "Ah, well that's good. You had a productive day then I take it."

"Oh yeah, got plenty of things done." Toothless yawned as he began walking towards the steps that led to his and Hiccup's room. "Toothless is pretty beat though so I'm gonna go upstairs with him, if that's okay."

"Oh it's fine Hiccup," Stoick said, waving his hand at the boy. "I was about to call it a night myself."

"Great, so I'll just see you tomorrow then."

"Goodnight my boy. Sleep tight!" The two went their separate ways after they wished the other a good night, Hiccup climbing up his stairs as Stoick sat down in his chair and made himself comfortable by the fire.

Hiccup entered his room to see Toothless already making himself comfortable on his bed, the candle by Hiccup's own bed already pre-lit thanks to his dad. Hiccup sat down on his bed and took his sketchbook out and set it down on the floor, Toothless purring as he finally lied down and closed his eyes. Hiccup on the other hand had a bit more of a problem going to sleep.

He wasn't tired. At all. His mind was still active and full of thought after thought of how much fun he had today. He laughed quietly to himself, not wanting to disturb Toothless as he remembered what he did at dinner to Snotlout. As gross as it was, he did have to admit that it was pretty funny to see Snotlout get what was coming to him. Jack's face especially made it all the more memorable. His laughter and joy when everyone else gasped as Snotlout spit the chicken meat out of his mouth helped make it as enjoyable as it was. Jack really did get a kick out of pranking people.

Looking down at his sketchbook and tapping his fingers on his knees, Hiccup came to the conclusion that he wasn't going to go to bed any time soon. He sat down on the floor, picked up his pencil and sketchbook, and began to draw. First the jawline, then the spiky hair. Next came the eyes, nose, and mouth, followed by the ears. He was careful to make sure that his smile would be just as cocky as he remembered it; his eyes giving off the idea that he was up to no good.

"Dammit," he mumbled under his breath as he tried to fix the mistake with the ears, accidentally making them, in his opinion, too big. Once he had fixed the ears and the hair that hung over them, Hiccup went on to draw the neck and the jacket hood that was draped behind it. Adding a few more lines to make the shoulders and the side of the arms and chest, Hiccup added a few more creative touches, drawing intersecting lines to make the frost on his jacket.

It wasn't until after he had drawn the frost did he realize that his shoulders were too broad and too far out. Still, it did look good, and anyone who probably hadn't seen Jack would think that the drawing he had just completed looked fine. He even got that smirk of his right, remembering the way he had smiled once they were done free-falling earlier that day, Jack's laughter echoing in his ears. Hiccup sighed as he looked at his finished drawing, the corner of his mouth twitching in amusement as he looked at his work.

Hiccup looked over his creation once, twice, trying to see if he gave Jack justice with his drawing. Hiccup, deciding he could do just a bit better, added a small bit of shading on his cheeks, trying his best to give off the pink on the Guardian's cheeks. Looking at his drawing, Hiccup came to the conclusion that it wasn't the spitting image of Jack, but it did resemble him very well.

…..did it?

Hiccup saw no problem in going to the bottom of the page and starting all over, this time making sure he didn't make the same mistake with the shoulders twice. He even went so far as to give his eyes a bit of a 'glistening' effect, very carefully drawing the added details in his already completed eyes. Finishing up the eyes, Hiccup realized that they looked perfect. Man, he was proud of those eyes. He could admire them all night, feeling as if he had never before drawn eyes any better. The ears, on the other hand, they continued to be a recurring problem for the young artist. 'Ah well, third times the charm," Hiccup thought aloud as he went on to the next page and tried again, this time giving Jack a different emotion instead of just the simple 'looking left and smiling' pose he had already given him twice. Hiccup filled another two pages as he tried to get as close as possible to what Jack looked like, big ears and all.

* * *

><p><strong>So yeah that happened...hope you liked it.<strong>

**Reviews/Comments are always welcome and appreciated!**


	12. Chapter 12

**Another Chapter, another apology. This chapter took me way too long to write thanks to finals and other things so I apologize for the wait if anyone is still interested in reading this thing. Life has just been way busier than I thought it would have been, but thankfully I've found time to get some writing done since I'm very aware these updates are so sporadic. **

**This fic is going to take me so much longer to write than I had thought, but I hope that in the end you guys like it and enjoy reading it. Anyways, enough chit chat. Here's Chapter 12!**

* * *

><p><strong>Chapter 12<strong>

Jamie continued along the sidewalk, his best friend floating idly by as he thought the clues over and over again. It was a nice day outside and Jamie was determined to make sure it didn't go to waste and spend all day sitting inside in his room. This of course meant that, if Jack just so happened to show up, he wouldn't go too long without being bored or unentertained. In order to keep each other entertained, the two decided to play a quick game of 20 Questions, after their usual chat and quick snowball fights that is. Jamie was actually surprised that Jack as okay with taking a small walk around town, most of the time the Guardian wanted to do something a little more active and engaging and, well, fun.

Although, after giving it some thought, Jack thought that it might be nice to simply walk around for a bit. After all, Jamie and he would practically talk and do pretty much the same things they would normally do when they were just hanging out in his bedroom, so really there was no real difference except the fact that they would be walking, or in Jack's case, flying. Thinking 20 questions was a good way to amuse themselves, Jack decided Jamie would be the guesser first. Fifteen questions in, Jamie still hadn't guessed whatever it was Jack was thinking of.

At this point, all Jamie knew for a fact was that it was small, comes in different colors, not a snowflake, not alive, can't be eaten, and is owned by everyone. Trying his best to think of the next question, Jamie bit down gently on his finger and sighed, realizing Jack was actually pretty good at this game. "Okay, so, is it shiny?"

"Ssssometimes?" Jack answered uneasily.

"Oh come on, how can it be shiny sometimes?"

"It just is, okay? Now think of four more questions so I can win this thing!"

Jamie bit his finger again as he thought of something else to ask, snapping his fingers when it came all-too-quickly. "Ooh! Can you buy it?"

"No, well, uh, yes?" Jack had to think about that one for a moment, but ultimately waved his hand and said, "You know what, no. No, you can't really buy it."

Jamie was running out of questions, if he was gonna guess this thing then he'd have to do it soon. "Okay so shiny, different colors, small, not alive or edible, can't buy it but everyone has them…..uh, are they treasured?"

Jack wanted to say 'depends', but felt a better answer would be, yet again, "Sometimes."

"You're killing me here, Frost."

"Who cares? I'm winning!"

Jamie shook his head as he tried to think of whatever it could be that Jack was thinking of. Shiny 'sometimes' can't buy it, everyone has it, not alive, not edible, Jamie couldn't think of anything that fit those descriptions altogether…could he? "Stupid guess here," Jamie said as he shook his head with a sigh, "is it teeth?"

Jack stopped walking in the middle of the sidewalk, his staff leaning down allowing the crook to fall and bounce on the concrete with a small 'tap tap tap'. "Wow," was all Jack could say at first, surprised that Jamie was actually able to guess what he was thinking of. "You got it! You actually got it!"

Jamie on the other hand, was a little less impressed. In fact, he was actually baffled that Jack would think of such a thing for Jamie to guess. "Really? Really, Jack? That's what you thought of? Teeth?"

"Hey, I almost won!"

"Yeah, but teeth? You couldn't think of anything else? Like your staff? Or an animal? Or a person? Something not as, I dunno, random?"

Jack started walking again, picking his staff up and swinging it to and fro as he caught up with Jamie. "What are you talking about? That's the point of the game! What's so weird about picking 'teeth'?"

"It's just too random is all!"

"You are so weird," Jack stated.

"You're weird."

"Just think of something already, weirdo."

"And here we are ladies and gentlemen," Jamie said extending his arms to Jack, lucky that no one was around to see him, "the King of Comebacks." The Guardian, of course, was not really pleased at Jamie's taunts, but he didn't really care. Jack even chuckled at the insult, knowing that what Jamie said was, in a way, very true. Jamie took a moment to think of what he would use for the next round. He would have thought of a person, but no one came to mind. Maybe something completely obvious, like snow or ice or even snowflakes?

As the two turned a corner, Jamie was interrupted by a small rustling in a nearby bush. Thinking it was nothing, Jamie went back to thinking of something for Jack to guess, settling on the simple idea of 'pants'. Jack on the other hand, was much more interested in what made the noise in the bush.

"Did you hear that?" the Guardians asked Jamie. "What do you think that was?"

"Uuuhh, probably an animal?" Jamie answered, thinking it was a fairly obvious answer. What else could it really be?

"Yeah, but how can you be so sure?" Jack stepped towards the bush, pointing his staff and ready to fire. "How do we know it's not something dangerous?" Jack asked in an ominous tone. "It could be a wolf contaminated by rabies!"

Jamie shook his head in disbelief, pinching the bridge of his nose. Could Jack get any more childish? He wouldn't say that out loud however, knowing full well the answer to that question was a definite yes. "Jack, we don't have wolves in Burgess."

Ignoring his friend, Jack took another step towards the bush, extending his arm and pointing his staff even closer to the bush, posing as he said in an overdramatic and heroic tone, "Come out of there, creature! Come and face the master of ice and frost!"

"Okay," Jamie started walking towards his friend, ready to stop this before he really made a fool of himself, "now this is going a little too far? Master of ice and frost? Who gave you that name?"

"I did."

"Why am I not surprised?" Jamie could practically feel the second-hand embarrassment oozing out of him as Jack continued to threaten whatever was in the bush, if it was even still there. Jamie wouldn't blame the critter if it ran at the sight of Jack's threatening and impeding staff, ready to get as far away from the crazy and loud maniac as soon as possible. Before Jamie could even get an attempt to move Jack's staff away from the bush, Jack held out his open hand, making Jamie come to a halt.

"Stay back, Jamie!" Jack commanded, continuing to say everything in a valiant manner. "For all we know, it could be one of Pitch's terrible and dastardly fearlings!"

For a moment, Jamie was actually worried if that might be what was in the bush, remembering the time he walked by the park and heard the little girl talking about her dreams. Jamie thought it was ridiculous to think that it was actually one of Pitch's fearlings. Still, if it was, maybe it was best not to anger it. "Jack, I'm pretty sure it's not a fearling. Now would you cut it out?"

"Ugh, fine." Jack moved his staff away from the bush, switching it to his free hand and turning around to walk back to the sidewalk. "It's no fun if you don't join in, you know."

No sooner had Jack began to walk away from the bush did a small squirrel pop out and dash across the snowy grass, quick to hide somewhere else. Snickering, Jamie tapped Jack's shoulder as he walked past him and pointed towards the animal. "I'll remember that next time our lives are threatened by a squirrel."

Jack looked back to see the small creature dart up a tree, crawling up the bark in a loop and settling on one of the higher branches. "I thought those things were supposed to be asleep!"

"Yeah, well, I think they're allowed to wake up every now and then," Jamie jested, patting Jack's shoulder as he walked back to the sidewalk, Jack following him not two steps later.

"Well next time let me do my thing. You never know," Jack waved his fingers in a menacing fashion, "next time, it really could be a fearling. Ready to spread its fear throughout the entire city!"

Jamie was about done with Jack's shenanigans, though he couldn't help but laugh some more at the way Jack was making a fool of himself. "Well then in that case, keep your eyes open. You took them down before, I'm sure you could do it again just as easily, right?"

"Is there any doubt?"

Technically, there was. Jamie was in fact starting to worry that, sooner or later, another fearling would turn up. Jack of course could handle it without breaking a sweat, but the fact that they were rearing their ugly heads again caused Jamie to grow worrisome. The very idea that Pitch was up to something and that even the Guardians didn't know exactly what it was gave him enough reason to be a little skeptical. "Speaking of Fearlings," he began, "what's going on with Pitch?"

Jack should have seen this coming, though he had no problem with Jamie asking him about how things were with the Fearling attacks, understanding completely why Jamie would bring it up. "It's, uh, it's going good I would say."

"Really?" asked Jamie, relieved to hear that things were going well at the least.

"Yeah. I mean, there's nothing knew that we know of, but we're making progress." The Guardian twirled his staff for a moment before asking, "You haven't seen anything, have you?"

Jamie shook his head, glad that the answer was 'no'. "Nope. It's been pretty quiet here."

"Great. And, uh, you and Sophie haven't had any bad dreams?"

Again, Jamie was thankful that he could say that he and his younger sister have had no bad dreams. "Unless she's keeping secrets from me. It's all been quiet lately, Jack."

Jack was glad to hear that, a small sense of relief flowing through him knowing that Jamie and Sophie were okay. "Good, good." Jack would rather all of this be over. Having to worry about Pitch more than usual, trying to find more believers, trying to keep the ones he had; part of him actually missed the days when he didn't have to worry about any of that. He enjoyed the days he had now, finally having people see him and having his Guardian friends close by, but the responsibility of it all sometimes gave him a headache.

"You see any fearlings lately?" Jamie asked.

"Not since that night I was at your place. Things have been pretty quiet, lately. But I mean when there's five of us and only one of him, so long as we catch Pitch in the act pretty early then I guess it would be pretty easy to stop him." Although, Jack was spending most of his time lately on Berk, so he wasn't really out and about looking for signs of any Fearlings.

"Awesome," was all Jamie had to say before car turned the corner up ahead of them, causing Jamie to, for a short while, pretend that Jack wasn't there. His moment of quiet was short lived however as the car approached and he saw that it was filled with his friends. Pippa, driving her red 2010 Camaro with black racing stripes came to a halt besides Jamie, rolling her window down to reveal Monty in the passenger seat, and Cupcake sitting in the back.

"Hey loser, what are you doing out here by yourself?" she asked.

Jamie smiled and walked towards the car, waving at his friends as he returned their hello's. Jack had no problem staying behind for a moment while Jamie talked to his friends, who had no idea of Jack's presence. That is, except for Cupcake. Over the years, Jamie's friends had forgotten what had happened that night, not bringing it up with everyone else and writing it off as only a dream that they had as imaginative children. Jack only found out about this through Jamie, the teen telling Jack about how his friends would occasionally joke about how Santa and the Easter Bunny weren't real.

Of course with the first non-believer, Monty, Jack had to see it for himself He found Monty, eleven years old at the time, and tried his best to get his attention. Jack even made his snowflakes land on his nose, but nothing seemed to work. Jack tried his best not to be upset, knowing that days like these were bound to happen eventually. But that didn't make the pain any less real. Soon, the rest of them started to stop believing in Jack as well as the rest of his Guardian companions. Everyone except for Cupcake.

Jack was surprised, not to mention joyful, that one of Jamie's close friends had managed to hold on to their belief. Jack would say hi to Cupcake every now and then, but she was much more busy than Jamie was. Whenever he saw her on the street, in the park, or anywhere where she was by herself or looked like she had a moment to spare, Jack would stop and say hello, checking up on his old believer. Cupcake always appreciated seeing Jack whenever he decided to visit. The two didn't have much to talk about, being that they liked different things, but Jack had no problem listening to Cupcake about how things were going in her life; the same went for Cupcake, always interested as to what the Guardians were up to.

Cupcake understood Jack had a closer connection to Jamie and understood that he preferred spending more time with him instead of her, but she knew that Jack would always make time for her. As Jamie talked to the rest of his friend, Jack sent a small snowflake towards the car, having it land right on the window beside Cupcake who smiled at the friendly gesture. She gave Jack a small wave as Jack smiled back.

The Guardian walked over to the car and leaned on Jamie's back, standing up on the tip of his toes as he peeked over Jamie's shoulder and listened in on his friend's conversation, who tried not to show the rest of his friends that someone was trying to crush him.

"Yeah, so you wanna come?" asked Pippa.

"I don't know," Jamie answered, shuffling his shoulders and trying to work Jack off of his shoulders with no avail. "What time does it start?"

"Not for, like, another forty minutes or so. We've got plenty of time to get to the theater."

"Claude and Caleb are gonna meet us there!" Monty added, hoping his friend would join them.

Pippa scooted herself closer to the edge of her seat, getting just an inch closer to Jamie. "C'mon, you said you wanted to see this movie, right? You said it looked funny."

"No, no, I did. I did, I just, uh, have to check and see if it's okay if I can go is all," Jamie replied, knowing his friends really wanted him to go, having not all been together as a group in a few weeks. "Just lemme ask my mom, okay?"

"Hey Jamie!" called Cupcake from the backseat. "If you need money, I can let you borrow some. We're all gonna chip in on popcorn too, so, you know, less money for you to worry about."

"Oh that's alright, I got plenty of money," Jamie leaned off of the car and shuffled his phone out of his pocket. "Hold on, just let me call my mom real quick." Jamie walked away from the car and faced the opposite direction, Jack walking with him and looking at his friend's phone as he turned it on.

"So, think she'll say yes?" Jack asked, looking back at the car filled with Jamie's friends.

Jamie didn't look away from his phone as he pretended to dial the number and raise the phone to his ear. "I'm not gonna ask her."

Jack looked at his friend with a confused look, wondering why he was doing all of this if he wasn't even going to ask her. "What?"

"I know she'll say yes. I don't even think she cares if I went without asking. I'm old enough to do what I want with my free time."

"So, then, why are you over here instead of going with-"

Jamie quickly interrupted Jack as he pretended to talk on the phone. "Hey mom!" Jamie looked back to his friends and held up a finger, politely letting them know that he would only be a moment. Turning back around, Jamie whispered, "I'm doing this because I wanted to ask you."

Again, Jack was confused. "What?"

"Not much," Jamie spoke to the phone. "I'm asking you if I can go," he said in a hushed tone.

"Why?"

"Well I'm not just gonna leave you to go with them. I wanted to make sure it was okay with you if I went."

Though he respected and appreciated the friendly action, Jack found it really to be unnecessary. "Really?"

"Yeah mom," Jamie spoke up, "just wanted to see if it was alright if I go to the movies with my friends." Jamie looked up at the sky, pretending to wait for an answer from his mom as he said, "Yeah, really. I'm not just gonna leave you like that."

Jack laughed at the idea, lightly slapping Jamie's arm. "Dude, I'm not your mom. Just go already."

"You sure?" Jamie whispered.

"Oh my go- just go. It's fine! Spend time with your friends! You know me I'll be back to bug you whenever I feel like it. Pretty soon You'll be begging me to leave you alone." Jack would have given Jamie a friendly and playful shove, but since everyone in the car was watching, he preferred not to make Jamie look like a fool.

"Alright, cool! Thanks!" Jamie exclaimed, giving a thumbs up to his friends. Turning back around once more, Jamie looked to Jack as he spoke, still pretending to talk to his mom, "Okay, so I'll see you around."

"See you Jamie. Have fun, buh-bye now!" Jack was sure to speak in a 'mom tone', treating Jamie as if he was a young and fragile child. He would have loved to have pinched his cheeks just for added torment.

Jamie rolled his eyes before blinking to the Guardian, "Bye!" Jamie stuffed the phone back in his pocket and walked around to the other side of the car, happy that he was getting a chance to spend some time with all of his friends.

However, Jack wasn't done with him just yet. The Winter Spirit sent a small breeze at the teen, getting his attention before he spoke in his 'mom tone' again. "Now I want you back by dinner time, understand me mister? And call me when the movie is over and let me know what you're doing next. If you go eat, let me know. If not, I'll leave a plate for you in the microwave. Stay safe honey, I love you!"

Jamie tried his best not to laugh but failed, a few snickers escaping him as he bit his bottom lip. He calmed himself down enough after he mouthed 'shut up' to his friend and got in the car, Cupcake giving a small smirk as she shook her head at Jack, though she approved of his shenanigans. Jack only shrugged and smiled back at Cupcake, giving her and Jamie another small wave as they drove off, Jack jumping and flying into the air no sooner had they drove off.

Jack eagerly awaited whatever mischief awaited him in the next town he would visit. Maybe he'd go see some more of his believers and see how they were doing, or maybe he would visit somewhere else and give them frosty air and snow that they, at least in Jack's opinion, rightfully deserved after the scorching summer they had endured. Either way, Jack knew he would be busy for a long while.

* * *

><p>Closing the door behind him, Hiccup stepped out into the cold, frosty air of Berk, adjusting the small basket full of assorted fish he held close to his side. Grabbing the other side of the basket before it could fall and spill the fish everywhere, Hiccup began to walk around to the side of his home, careful not to slip on any ice and make a huge mess. The wind picked up out of nowhere, a slight breeze blowing through Hiccup's hair and making him shiver slightly in the cold.<p>

At this point, Hiccup was used to the cold, regardless of the fact he was friend with Jack. Living on Berk for his whole life made him grow accustom to the harsh winds that sometimes blew through the village. He remembered once, last year actually, a storm grew so bad that they were kept inside the Meade Hall for almost two weeks. He'd be sure to bring that up with Jack if anything of the sort ever happened again.

Hiccup set the small basket right beside the small shed he, his father, and Gobber had made outside his home. The shed itself was a fairly simple one, separated from the Haddock home and made with three sturdy walls and a slanted roof. Inside, Toothless was curled up and covered by a large blanket as a close-by fire burned in front of him, the heat helping the Night Fury grow more comfortable. His eyes were closed but he was far from falling asleep.

Hiccup went inside the small shed, kneeling down to pet the head of his friend. All of the snow inside had been cleared, making it easier for Hiccup and Toothless to lie down and not get cold or wet. "Hey bud," he said softly as the dragon's eyes slowly opened, "how ya feeling?" The Night Fury said nothing; he only whined as he raised his head to look at Hiccup. "I brought you some more food. You hungry?"

Toothless, hearing Hiccup talk about food, looked around and smelled the air for any sign of something he could eat. When he started to get up, or at least try to, Hiccup placed his hand on his head once more, slowly making him lie back down. "Hey, hey, easy bud. Lie down, okay? I'll go get the fish for ya." Toothless purred in appreciation as Hiccup got up and went back to get the food he had promised he would bring.

Hiccup didn't know how Toothless had managed to get sick, but he did nonetheless. A Dragon Cold wasn't something that was uncommon in Berk. Many of the dragons had had it once or twice but all had made a full recovery thanks to the medical care they got. It was a harmless sickness, the only symptoms being what the Vikings would get themselves. Watery eyes, stuffy noses, a cough, sneezing, the only differences were that the dragons would get cold instead of hot, unless their coughs were pretty bad in which case they'd get warmer than usual, and that their sneezes were a little more messy than humans.

Of all the years he had Toothless, Hiccup had never seen his friend get the Dragon Cold. Until now that is. At first, he was concerned about his friend, but since the cold wasn't fatal in the slightest so long as he got treatment, Toothless would be just fine. He was treated right away and was told to rest until it left, which would be within a few days. That was over three days ago, and Toothless, while he showed signs of improvement, was still feeling miserable as he sat outside.

Hiccup grabbed the small basket and made his way back to his friend, setting it down beside the Night Fury instead of dumping it out in front of him. Sitting down close to Toothless, Hiccup picked up one fish at a time and placed it inside Toothless' mouth, petting the dragon or scratching him while he chewed. Hiccup hardly ever left his side while he recovered, and even if he did he would rush back to the shed to see how Toothless was doing. Even during the night, Hiccup tried to stay as long as possible before his dad made him go inside and rest where it was warm. Hiccup would much prefer Toothless be inside where he could always watch and take care of him, but the disastrous sneezes made it hard for the dragon to be inside and not damage or even destroy the entire house.

When he did manage to go inside for the night, Hiccup would have trouble sleeping. He tossed and turned each night, hating himself for leaving Toothless out there by himself while he sick and vulnerable. Without his dad knowing, Hiccup would sneak back outside and peek inside the shed, checking up on Toothless while he slept and throwing a few more sticks onto the dim glowing embers in the hopes that maybe they would burn and make the dragon warmer through the night.

Hiccup's mind was so occupied with taking care of Toothless, he hardly even thought about Jack whenever the wind picked up, usually a sign that Jack was near. Hiccup continued to feed his friend as he poked the fire and added two more logs, even adjusting his blanket and rubbing his back. Toothless swallowed the fish and, instead of opening his mouth and waiting for the next one, lifted his head and brought it closer to Hiccup, giving him a small purr as he nudged his head against his friend. Hiccup couldn't help but smile as he draped one arm over his friend and began scratch the top of his head with the other.

"You're welcome," Hiccup said, scooting closer to this friend as a log fell in the fire, making a few embers start to float away. Having an idea he wasn't entirely sure would work, Hiccup reached out and grabbed the end of one of the small pieces of wood that was sticking out of the fire and wasn't too close to the flames, carefully and slowly pulling it out inch by inch before he could grab the end of the large stick without burning himself. Lifting it up, the end of it still burning thankfully, Hiccup moved the blanket out of the way and brought the flame close to Toothless, moving it over his back and hoping the heat would help.

"How's that feel?" he asked. Toothless sighed in relief, laying his head back down on his two front paws and letting Hiccup do his thing. The dragon even arched his back a little, trying to get closer to the flames. Hiccup continued to hover the flame over Toothless' back as he fed him more fish. It was only when the flames started to slowly die out did Hiccup throw the wood back into the fire and cover Toothless back up with the blanket. "Sorry bud," he apologized, but Toothless didn't mind. He knew Hiccup was only doing his best.

"Oh Toothless, I wish there was more I could do for you," Hiccup admitted, feeling as through having Toothless lie there while he takes his daily medicine wasn't enough. Still, Hiccup was sure to do everything and anything he could to help speed along his recovery so that he could soar through the clouds again. The two sat in silence for a few minutes before Hiccup noticed the wind pick up, a few snowflakes blowing over the ground, followed by a small 'thump' on his rooftop of his house.

Hiccup heard bits of snow fall on top of the shed and could only assume that it was Jack, finally making his way back to Berk. Hiccup stepped out of the shed and turned around to look at his home, but saw nothing at first except Jack's footprints. Following them, he saw Jack perched on the edge of his home, looking over Berk and catching Hiccup looking at him.

Jack smiled as he shuffled his feet and turned towards Hiccup, pointing his staff at the shed. "Oh! I see you finally moved out!" Jack jumped off of the roof and landed with ease, gesturing towards the shed with his free hand and adding, "Mm, not the biggest of places but hey, I guess it's home. Right?"

"Oh yeah!" Hiccup nodded and looking back at the shed, going along with Jack's joke. "It's pretty cozy. Got a nice bed, a spacious living room, I have so much space in there I don't know what to do with! I could house five other dragons in that thing!"

"Must get cramped," Jack said, looking at the shed. His smile dimmed a little when he heard Toothless call pout softly for Hiccup. Jack walked towards the shed, surprised to see Toothless inside and covered up. "So, uh, did he get grounded or was he the one that decided to move out?"

Hiccup walked back inside the shed, sitting down beside his friend and rubbing his head once more. "Toothless got pretty sick. We have to keep him out here."

"The poor guy got sick?" Jack entered the shed, squatting down on the other side of Toothless and balancing on the balls of his feet. "He was sneezing a bit last time I was here, but I thought he had a case of the sniffle or something."

"Yeah, well it's a little worse than that," Hiccup said as he crossed his legs. "Sneezing, coughing, watery eyes, a bit of a stuffy nose, and he's pretty cold. That's why we have the fire."

Jack scooted a short ways away from the dragon, feeling as though his presence might not be helping with the fact that a dragon was feeling cold. "Well if he's cold then why isn't he inside?" Jack asked as stood and walked towards the fire. "Last I checked, there was snow on the ground. I don't think being outside is the best place for him, fire or no fire."

Before Hiccup could get even a second to answer, Toothless squinted his eyes, lifted his head, and started taking in small breaths, Hiccup's eyes looking at Jack and back to Toothless in worry. "Uh, Jack, you might want to move."

"What, why?"

"Just do it!" Hiccup replied sternly. Jack did as he was told as Hiccup moved away from Toothless, the dragon making sure he was pointing his head in a certain direction. Soon, the Night Fury sneezed and a small bright purple blast shot out of his mouth, exploding on a target that Jack was unknowingly standing right in front of. Jack looked back to Hiccup, expecting some sort of explanation.

"Yeah, that happens sometimes," Hiccup said apologetically as he moved back towards his friend, grabbing a worn out piece of cloth and dabbing the dragon's nostrils with it.

Jack cautiously took a few steps back towards the dragon, looking back at the target for a moment before asking, "So every time Toothless sneezes, he blows something up?"

"Not all the time," Hiccup corrected. "It's just an occasional thing. But to answer your question, that's why we can't keep him in the house." Hiccup pointed towards the target as he continued explaining, "I set that thing up so Toothless could actually have something to shoot at. Of course, up here there's nothing really for him to shoot at but those blasts of his can go pretty far so I just wanted to be sure."

"Makes sense," Jack said before squatting back down beside Toothless, reaching out to pet him but taking his hand away at the realization that it probably wouldn't help the cold dragon feel any better. "He feels cold though. That I didn't expect. You'd think it would be the other way around."

"Yeah, well, dragons are different after all. But, we do have a pretty good idea of how to treat them so it's not too bad. It's just the first time as far as I know that Toothless has had the dragon cold," stated Hiccup. "He's a trooper though."

"How long has it been?"

"Ever since you left really," Hiccup answered. "The worse it's been was actually the day after. It started out as little sneezes but then one time he shot out a blast that nearly took out a cart full or supplies…and, uh, the guy who was pushing it." Hiccup rubbed the back of his head as he looked down at Toothless, hoping the two of them wouldn't start causing any more messes in the village while Toothless tried to get better.

"Ouch," was all Jack could say.

"Yeah, that's exactly what that guy said," the Viking jested, earning a small chuckle from Jack, along with a roll of his eyes. "But, uh, you know he's actually getting better. He's not all the way there though but he's recovering so I guess that's good. I hate seeing him like this."

Jack nodded in understanding, setting his staff down behind him as he sat down on the ground, bringing his knees close to him. "I would too. The poor guy looks miserable." Toothless opened his eyes and looked at Jack, cooing as he moved his head towards him and nudged his leg, Jack carefully scratching behind Toothless' ears. "Don't worry, I'm sure you'll be fine soon enough. Then you can breathe all the fire you want, huh?"

"Oh, it's not the fire-breathing you should be worried about," Hiccup pointed out. "Whenever a dragon gets a really bad cough when they have a dragon cold, embers sometimes come up with them."

"Really?"

"Oh yeah, you should have seen it. Purple sparks coming out, a bit of smoke, it was actually the one time Toothless got warm instead of cold. It looked awful." Hiccup looked back down to his friend, placing his arm over the Night Fury and rubbing his side. "He looked awful."

Jack didn't need Hiccup to tell him that the young Viking truly felt awful seeing his friend this way. He could see the pain and worry in his eyes, and the way he rubbed Toothless' side or adjusted his blanket just proved even more that Hiccup felt so sorry for Toothless. It must have been hard for the both of them. Still, Jack knew that Hiccup more than likely did whatever he could possibly do to help Toothless feel better.

"But," Hiccup continued, "it's not the fire-breathing he misses the most. It's the flying."

"The flying?" Jack repeated.

"Well, yeah." Hiccup looked Toothless in the eyes for just a short moment before the Night Fury sighed and began to close his eyes, whether because he was comfortable and relaxed or because he was trying to fall asleep, Hiccup didn't know, but he still toned his voice down a little in order to help Toothless unwind. "I mean, he's a sick dragon. He can't go flying, especially in this weather. He'd only get worse." Hiccup moved his hand away from Toothless, after rubbing his hand along the blanket a few more times, and crossed both of his arms over his knees as he imagined how relieved and excited Toothless would be once he was able to fly again. Just the thought of Toothless flying through the air, his tongue hanging out of the side of his mouth and flapping through the wind, his roars of excitement and glee, it was all enough to make Hiccup miss flying all the same. "Being a dragon and not being able to fly must be one of the worst feelings imaginable."

Jack shrugged his shoulders, knowing the feeling of being literally grounded all too well. "Trust me, I know the feeling." Jack turned to face Hiccup, still keeping his legs close to him as he began telling his story. "Once, I had this really bad headache; I couldn't fly straight at all. North had to make me sit down while I waited for it to go away. I was there for what felt like forever!"

"Oh, so you had a headache that lasted three days?"

"More like three hours, but that's not the point I'm trying to get at here," Jack stated. "What I'm trying to say is that, yeah, I understand the guy's pain. Those three hours felt like torture, headache or no headache man I wanted to fly!"

Hiccup shook his head at Jack's little story, but understood what he meant nonetheless. If Toothless was sick and couldn't fly, then that meant Hiccup might as well be sick himself. If one of them couldn't fly, then none of them could. Hiccup began tapping his fingers on his leg as he sighed, wishing his friend would get better soon. "Yeah, I'll bet that's exactly what he's thinking. …Also he's probably wishing for a giant tissue to blow his nose in."

Jack slightly perked up at the mention of tissues, his brows raising just a touch and giving off the impression that he was actually surprised. "You guys have tissues?"

For a moment, the two of them said nothing. They only looked at each other in confusion, Jack surprised that Vikings actually had tissues of all things, and Hiccup curious as to why Jack would think otherwise; it's not like they were a completely uncivilized group of people. They took baths, invented their own ways of travel, defensive weapons, and they even carved a building into the side of a mountain for Thor's sake! Still, the awkward silence sat between the two of them, dangling as if it were tied to a string and hanging right above the sleeping dragon's tired and sore head.

However, both of them soon found themselves smiling for what felt like no apparent reason, which then turned into a failed attempt at stifled laughter, the two of them looking away from the other as they tried to keep their composure.

"H-how can you, hahaha, how can you think we don't have tissues?" asked Hiccup.

Jack shook his head as he ran his hand through his white hair, grabbing a small handful and giving it a tug as he asked himself that same question. "I have no idea! Haha! I was-I just wasn't sure, you know? I mean you guys wear the same clothes for crying out loud!"

"Well so do you! At least we wash ours! Can you say the same thing?"

"What? Hahaha! Of cou-haha-of course I can! What, you think I've gone the past three hundred years without taking a bath or washing my clothes?" The Guardian buried his face in his hands, taking a deep breath as he calmed himself down, but still smiling like an idiot when he finally moved hands back down to his lap and bit his bottom lip. "Oh, ha ha, okay so, joking aside, you guys have tissues. That's good, you need those."

"Yeah, no kidding," Hiccup agreed. The two were interrupted as Toothless groaned and moved about, wiping his head with his two front paws as he tried to cover his ears. When he opened his eyes and looked between Jack and Hiccup, Hiccup right away knew what his friend wanted. Slowly, after he pet Toothless' back for a brief moment, Hiccup stood up and spoke in a softer tone, "Okay bud, we'll leave you alone now."

Jack, beginning to stand up and dust off his legs, still didn't quite fully understand. "Huh? Did, uh, did we do something?"

"Kind of. He's just tired and, well, sick is all. We were just being too loud I guess." Hiccup looked down and spoke to Toothless as he began to back away and out of the small shed. "But we're gonna leave now, okay? I'll be inside if you need anything, alright? Just call if you need me bud, I'll be right back out here in a flash, okay?" The tired Night Fury blinked slowly before giving Hiccup a small huff, licking his lips as he gave Hiccup a small trill, Hiccup getting that Toothless did in fact understand him. He gave Toothless a thumbs up as Jack began to follow Hiccup out of the shed. "Great, now you get some rest, Toothless. I'll see you around bud."

Hiccup would have left then and there had it not been for a surprise gust of wind that seemed to come out of nowhere. It wasn't a strong one, but it was enough to make the blanket on Toothless flap off of his shoulder. Hiccup gave Jack a harsh look, expecting some sort of explanation for the random wind, but Jack only shrugged his shoulders in response. "Hey, don't look at me. I didn't do that one."

Hiccup went back to Toothless, who was already trying to bite down on the blanket in order to fix it himself. "Hey, it-it-it's okay bud. Don't worry, I'll get it for ya." Toothless let his head slowly fall back down into his folded arms as Hiccup went ahead and adjusted his blanket for him. Hiccup didn't want to leave Toothless more than ever now, but knew that giving the dragon a moment to rest and sleep would really help. Besides, he'd be right around the corner, or maybe even inside his own home, so it wasn't like he would be that far off.

Hiccup went to leave but stopped for a moment when he saw Jack throw not one, but two more pieces of wood onto the fire. Jack smacked his hands together before looking up at Hiccup, gesturing towards the fire as he said in a hushed voice, "You know, just to be sure. We, uh, don't want the poor guy getting cold, do we?"

Hiccup smiled, happy to see Jack care for Toothless this way. It only made him even more happy when he saw Jack reach down and pet Toothless' for a quick moment and tell him, "Feel better soon, alright Toothless?" The dragon huffed once again in response, but Jack knew that Toothless appreciated his kindness.

Hiccup had no idea why seeing Jack care for Toothless this way made him as happy as it did. Maybe it was because, after seeing the way the two had interacted before and the way they had teased each other, it was nice to see Jack actually show some sort of compassion for Toothless. Of course Hiccup knew that the two didn't hate each other, but for once, it was nice to see Jack taking care of Toothless like he did. Who knew? Maybe Toothless would return the favor someday and actually show that he didn't think that Jack was a pain in his butt.

As Jack followed Hiccup out of the shed, leaving Toothless by himself for the time being, the winter spirit bumped his elbow against Hiccup, smiling as he tried to cheer his friend up. "Hey, don't worry about the big guy. I'm sure he'll be fine."

"I know he will," Hiccup replied as they turned the corner, Hiccup leaning against the side of his house as he folded his arms, "I just, you know, I just can't stand to see him like that. I hate seeing him all miserable and, well, vulnerable I guess."

"No, I'm sure he'll get through this. By the time he feels better he won't even remember being sick. It's like, you know when you're hungry, you can't imagine being full, but when you're full you can't imagine being hungry? It's the same thing." Jack moved his staff from one hand to the other before tapping it on the wall behind Hiccup, a thin layer of frost began to grow over the home in sparkling swirls. "Trust me, he'll be so happy you'll forget he was ever sick. You just gotta take your mind off of him for a little bit, you know? Relax, unwind."

Hiccup stepped away from the wall and watched as the frost began to cover the wooden wall, slowly coming to a halt before it even came close to growing half his size. Hiccup ran his thumb through the frost as he spoke, "I know, I know. He'll get out of this thing alive, I get that." The Viking rubbed his thumb and index finger together, the cold feeling leaving his finger before he made his way to his front door. "I just wish it was over for him."

Jack trailed behind Hiccup as the two of them entered the house, a small fire burning in the center of the room and giving Hiccup the soothing sensation of warmth flowing through his veins. "Your dad out?" asked Jack.

"Yeah. We got some new shipments in, I think." Hiccup sat at the bottom of the stairs, sighing as he ran his hand through his tangled mess of hair. "You're right though, as soon as he feels better, Toothless is gonna forget ever being sick. All he's gonna want to do is fly, fly, fly."

"Can you really blame him? You said so yourself, he's a dragon who can't fly. It's not exactly the best combination," Jack added.

"No it most certainly is not." Hiccup leaned back against the steps, laughing quietly to himself as he thought about how eager Toothless would be to get back in the skies and soar over the open waters and up into the clouds. "Heh, you know, I'm almost as anxious as he might be."

"What?" Jack asked as he leaned his back against the wall, setting his staff up beside him and placing his hands inside the pocket on his hoodie, "You mean flying?"

"Yeah I mean flying! I told you when he can't fly, I can't fly. I miss it too you know." Hiccup looked at the fire, listening to it crack and pop for a short moment before clenching his hands together and crossing one leg over the other. "I just feel so, so free up there. You of all people understand what I mean, right? The wind through your hair, no one telling what to do or how to behave, no responsibilities or people asking you for your help all the time. It's just good to get away from it all."

The Guardian smiled as he nodded, knowing full well what Hiccup meant. "Oh trust me, I know exactly what you mean."

"But, see, Jack, I don't know if that's just it. I mean flying is fun, great even, but that's not just it. I like…exploring new lands, finding out everything I can about each new dragon I find. I like learning their behavioral patterns, what their special abilities are, and the places they live are usually just as incredible!" Hiccup stood and began pacing as he tried to explain it all to Jack, who was listening intently and without any distraction. "It's just so great out there, Jack! The wind, the open air, dragons everywhere I go, learning new things for the book, it's all a lot to take in but I just love it! I-I mean it's just, I just need to go out there and-and see everything that I can! I need to _see_ everything there is out there and…I mean don't get me wrong, life here is okay for what it is but I just can't help but feel like sometimes I'm…I-I-I'm just-"

"Trapped?" Jack interjected, lifting his foot up and leaning it against the wall.

Hiccup stopped for a moment and thought the word over. Did he really feel trapped her eon Berk? It wasn't a literal sense; after all he had a dragon that could fly anywhere either of them wanted to go. But, on the other hand, it seemed to make sense. No matter how far he went, he would always have to come back here, to the simple life he had on Berk. It wasn't a bad life by any means however. A dad that loved and cared for him, great friends, a nice home; for the love of Odin, the village had gone from hating all dragons to riding and caring for them so it was far from interesting.

"Actually, I don't know. Maybe? I mean, it's not that simple. I'm not trapped here by any means I guess, but I just have to come back here at the end of the day." Hiccup slowly began to pace once again as he looked towards the door, hoping his dad didn't walk in on him any second and catch him talking to himself. "But, uuuhh, no, no not trapped I guess. It's like…I just want to see all I can see and do all I can do before I get too old or too busy if I ever become Chief, which hopefully won't happen for a good while."

Jack nodded in understanding. "Right, right. I get it. I totally get what you mean."

"But what makes it better is that I'm not alone doing it. I've got Toothless with me and I bet he's just as excited to see everything as I am. Explore new lands, get out there and have some fun, it's just so exciting and cool being out there." Hiccup sat back down on the steps, looking at Jack as he finished speaking and slowly beginning to smile even more. He could feel the blood rushing to his cheeks as he looked away, shaking his head in embarrassment. "I-I'm sorry, that rant was out of nowhere, I know."

Jack was quick to stop Hiccup, not agreeing with what he had just said in the slightest. "What? No, no, no! Hiccup, that was fine, really. I totally understand what you're saying. I mean, I get it, I really do." Jack knew all too well what it was like to explore new worlds. Being able to fly and see what the world had to offer for the past three hundred years made him truly relish every moment that he had seeing the world grow around him. Sure there were times when he wished the world would just stop for a week or two, but seeing everything that happened in the past three centuries made him come to the realization that despite the fact he'd been to almost every corner of the world, there would still be something knew waiting for him.

And seeing Hiccup talk the way he did, the way he got so energetic and enthusiastic about his exploration and discovery made Jack know that Hiccup really did love what he was doing. He could see it in his eyes. The way he smiled when he talked and the way he rambled about how much fun it was to go out and see everything that he could, there was absolutely no way Hiccup was faking any of that. It was…nice to see Hiccup this way. It was good to see him excited and so happy about what he did. And his laugh, what the heck was that? What had he to be embarrassed about? Jack saw nothing wrong with Hiccup getting excited over something he obviously thoroughly enjoyed. He had no idea why Hiccup thought it was stupid to go on like he did. Regardless, Jack was beginning to wish Toothless would feel better even more just so Hiccup could go out there and do what he loved to do the most.

"You sure?" asked Hiccup.

"Of course! I feel the same way when I fly!" Jack paused for a quick moment as he tilted his head and shrug his shoulders, forgetting one obvious fact. "Well, you know, ignoring the fact that I'm by myself and you're flying on a fire-breathing dragon."

A small chuckle escaped the Viking as he scratched the back of his head, still slightly embarrassed of his little rant about how he loved to fly. "Yeah that's, uh, kind of important."

"Maybe just a little."

Hiccup smiled as he looked to his right at a blank wall, knowing that just on the other side was his sick friend, taking in any heat he could from the nearby fire. He tried not to think about it too much, knowing full well that there was only so much that he could do that he had probably already done. He looked away from the wall and cracked his knuckles before asking, "So, uh, what should we do now?"

"Well, considering you can't fly anywhere, I guess we're stuck here until Toothless gets better." Jack looked up towards Hiccup's room, wondering if there was anything up there that might hold their attention for a while. "You got anything upstairs that'll keep us busy?"

"Not really," answered Hiccup, following Jack's gaze and looking behind himself towards his room. "Unless you want to read or sleep, there's really not much else to do up there."

Jack thumped the back of his head against the wall, already feeling himself getting bored by the painfully slow seconds. "Well there's gotta be something we can do!" Jack's eyes quickly lit up, praising himself for the mischievous idea he just had. "Oh! I got it!" he exclaimed as he practically leapt off of the wall he was leaning against. "Okay so we go into town, and I find a roof that's covered in snow. Then you get one of your friends to stand on a certain spot just beside that building, and BAM! They're covered knee deep in snow, shivering their precious Viking butts off."

While that did sound like a good plan, and actually somewhat amusing, Hiccup didn't think it would really end well for him. "And exactly what friend would I want to punish like that?"

"Eh, if it were up to me, I'd let it be that Snotlout guy. He still irks me." Getting the chance to finally pull off some kind of prank on Snotlout would be the highlight of Jack's day. And who knows? Maybe if Hiccup actually enjoyed it, he'd want to do it every time Jack came over. Snotlout would surely have done something to justify another pile of snow landing on his head.

"He irks everyone in town," replied Hiccup, knowing very well that any of his friends would love to get the chance to make a fool out of Snotlout, even if only for a moment. Truthfully, it wasn't even Snotlout. Any one of his friends would jump at the chance to do something like this to any of their friends, heck he was sure the twins wouldn't mind doing this to each other every chance they got. "But, there's just one little problem. What happens to me once they dig themselves out?"

Jack raised his finger as he placed his other hand behind his back, ready to tell Hiccup exactly how he could get out of that nasty situation…if he could only think of something. His pointed finger slowly started to droop down and his open mouth closed shut as he realized he had nothing, no idea that would get Hiccup out of trouble. "Yeah I got nothing," he finally uttered as he went back to leaning against the wall, foot propped up and arms crossed.

"Figured," Hiccup commented with a nod. "Face it, without flying, our options are limited."

"Speak for yourself," Jack said as he grabbed his staff and took a couple steps away from the wall, effortlessly floating off of the wooden floor once he had moved in front of Hiccup. "Flying's kind of an easy thing for me."

Hiccup kept a straight face, only blinking as he stared at Jack as he floated just a couple feet off of the floor in front of him. Without saying a word, Hiccup stood up and walked over to Jack, reaching out and grabbing his staff. "And what would happen if I were to take this staff, hm? Would you be able to fly then?"

Rolling his eyes at Hiccup's threat, Jack floated down back on solid ground, his staff still in Hiccup's grasp. "No, but it would ruin the fun of things."

"What you need to do is figure out if this thing can make me fly. You know, channel your powers or something," Hiccup said as he let go of Jack's staff.

"I'm not exactly sure if that's how it works."

"And why not?"

"I dunno. But hey if you want to be cold for the rest of eternity then be my guest. I don't think Toothless would like it though."

Hiccup laughed as he nodded, placing his hands on his side. "Yeah, I don't think he would. So what you need to do is figure out a way I can use that staff of yours so I can fly all by myself."

For a moment, Jack actually said nothing and paused to think about it. He knew of course that it was a silly idea and that it was downright impossible to accomplish. But the idea of Hiccup flying around by himself without Toothless did seem like it would be possible one way or another.

Maybe…just maybe.

Without any explanation, Jack switched his staff from one hand to the other, reached out and grabbed Hiccup's wrist and smiled as he nodded towards the door. "C'mon, let's get out of here."

As he was being forced towards the door, Hiccup struggled to get his arm out of Jack's grasp. "Wait, what?"

"You heard me," Jack responded as he released Hiccup and opened the door, "come on!" Jack quickly ran outside and went around the side of the house where Toothless wasn't sleeping, slowing down for a moment so Hiccup could catch up and not risk slipping on the ice. Once Hiccup caught up, Jack pointed to the woods behind him with his thumb and said, "We're going for a walk."

"A walk?"

"Did I stutter?" Jack jumped in the air and hovered for a second before slowly moving towards the tree line. "Well, are you coming or not, Hiccup?"

Hiccup looked back at his home, wondering if it was best to really leave Toothless by himself. He waved his hand at Jack, silently asking him to wait a moment as he quickly went over to the other side of his home, quietly checking up on Toothless. Just as he expected, the Night Fury was sound asleep just as he had left him. With an uneasy sigh, Hiccup turned and went back to Jack, shaking his head as he answered, "This better be good, Jack."

"Trust me. It'll be fine," Jack said as Hiccup walked towards him.

Once Hiccup had reached Jack, the pair made their way towards the trees, Hiccup all the while looking back at Toothless and feeling as though he might regret this later. Of course, he would make sure he wasn't gone too long, so really what was the harm? Toothless is asleep, he'd already done everything he could to make sure he could get better, all that was left to do now was wait so why not go off and have some fun?

"I just wanted to make sure Toothless would be alright is all," Hiccup admitted as the two entered the woods.

"Understandable," Jack said as he flew over a low hanging branch. "But, the more you worry about it, the worse you'll feel. You just gotta let him be, I'm sure he won't mind if we went off for a little bit."

"Why are we even going out here?" asked Hiccup as he stepped over a log, making sure his metal foot didn't catch on anything in any of the snow that had accumulated throughout the forest.

"Just wait a little bit, you'll see."

Hiccup brushed it off, knowing Jack wouldn't give him an actual answer until they came to whatever it is Jack was leading him towards. Hiccup looked ahead and saw nothing. Nothing but an endless array of tall trees that Jack was smoothly flowing through, occasionally glancing back at Hiccup to see if he could catch up. The Guardian even flew lower to the ground, just to be sure that Hiccup could easily follow him. "Jeez, are the rest of you guys like this?" Hiccup asked.

"What do you mean?" Jack called back as he perched himself on another low branch, bending his knees and balancing on the balls of his feet as he twirled his staff in his hand.

"I mean this, I don't know aggravating? Where the heck are you taking me?!"

"You know," Jack began as he jumped slightly and let himself fall down on the branch, sitting down on it normally as he swung his feet independently, "it's not like I'm kidnapping you or anything. If you don't want to come then you don't have to come."

"Well I might as well. I mean, I've got nothing better to do," Hiccup answered honestly, feeling as though it was either this or just sit at home and wait for Toothless to wake up.

Jack huffed at the comment before jumping back into the air, the branch shaking at the force of his jump. "You know, if you must know, the other Guardians aren't like this. That's what makes me so much fun, remember?"

"If you say so."

"I do say so." Jack stepped down onto the snowy ground, walking as he looked back and talked to Hiccup. "There's a big jolly guy who always dresses in red named North. Great guy, always fun, always laughing, great swordsman, does nothing but make gifts for children, but you do not want to make him mad. There's this girl, a fairy called Tooth, she collects all the baby teeth that fall out since they contain all the memories of childhood. She's really nice and fun and spunky, kinda sassy too, but you also don't want to get on her bad side." Jack stopped walking for a moment, turning to look at Hiccup as he bit his bottom lip for a quick second. "You know what? It's probably best not to make any of them mad. Believe me, you don't want to make them angry."

Hiccup nodded as he kept walking past Jack. "Yeah, uh, I'll keep that in mind if I ever meet these guys. They sound…interesting." Hiccup thought these 'Guardians' sounded cool, but if he didn't Jack was one of them, he'd think he was going insane. A fairy who collects teeth, and a fat man who makes gifts? The latter he could understand in a way, but a fairy? He would have to see it to believe it if he didn't already trust Jack.

"They only get better," Jack continued as he walked beside Hiccup. "There's a giant rabbit, but we call him Bunny, and he handles the change from winter to spring. Like, blooming flowers and green grass and all that stuff. And then there's Sandy, the sandman. He's this little gold guy that gives kids good dreams. He can create literally anything he wants out this magic gold sand that he has! Okay well maybe not everything, but he can make a lot of stuff. But, get this, he says nothing. Zip. Not a word."

"Really?" Hiccup asked, Jack nodding in response. "So, how does he talk to you guys?"

"He kind of signs it out. He sometimes has pictures pop up over his head and things like that when he's talking about something specific, but there are times when he doesn't need to do that. You can kind of just…know what he means." Jack couldn't remember all the times he and Sandy had their fun conversations before he became a Guardian, catching up every now and then whenever their paths crossed. "But really, he's this cool guy, always optimistic. Seriously, Hiccup, you'd like all of them."

Hiccup smiled as he stepped over another log, looking at Jack as he nodded towards him and told him, "Yeah, well they actually sound pretty cool actually." Hiccup meant it too, and while they did sound like the invention from a crazy person's mind, the fact that these Guardians weren't made up and actually existed somehow made it all the more…fascinating and somehow thought-provoking. These were actual people that really existed that Hiccup only thought existed in stories. And here Jack was, saying they were real and that he had met them; and on a regular basis! Hiccup knew that somehow, someday, he just had to meet these guys.

Jack turned to look back towards the village, smiling as he came to a slow stop. "Alright, I guess we're good," he said as he floated just a few inches off of the ground. Holding his staff just underneath the crook, Jack held the other end out towards Hiccup. "Grab on."

Confused, Hiccup just looked at the staff before asking a simple, "I'm sorry?"

"Do you trust me?"

"I-I don't…I have no idea what you're getting at."

"You heard me. Do. You. Trust me?" Jack repeated.

Again, Hiccup looked at the staff, blinking in confusion as one hand slowly and hesitantly reached out towards the staff. "Why am I doing this?" Hiccup asked as he grabbed the staff.

"You'll see," Jack answered with a nod. "You, uh, might want to use both hands."

"What are you trying to do to me, Jack?" Hiccup asked as he grabbed the staff with his other hand. "Is this some kind of trust exercise?"

Jack shrugged as he grabbed the staff with his other hand. "You might call it that." He squeezed the staff tighter, bending his knees as he looked at Hiccup and spoke, his devious and mischievous smile still making Hiccup regret coming out here in the first place, "Okay, now you're going to need to ahold on tight."

Though he could make an educated guess as to what was about to happen, Hiccup still didn't let go of the staff. If anything, he did as Jack asked and held on tightly. "Jack? Please tell me we're not about to do what I think-"

"You said you trusted me, right?"

"Well Yeah I do but that doesn't mean that-"

"Good. Now hold on tight!" All Jack had to do in order to get Hiccup off of the ground was lift his staff, the wind doing most of the heavy lifting. Hiccup didn't even get two feet off of the ground before he clutched the staff as hard as he could, bringing his knees in close as he looked at the ground start to slowly move away.

"Oh Gods oh Gods oh Gods oh Gods!" was all Hiccup managed to shout while Jack laughed at the sight of the frightened Viking. "Jack! What are you doing!?"

"What does it look like I'm doing?" Jack asked through his laughter. "We're only gonna go higher, so if you wanna stop now, then now's your chance!"

Hiccup looked back down at the snowy ground beneath him, hovering above it only a few feet as he felt the wind circle around him, his vest flapping pulsing with each gust of wind, and his hair flowing through each breeze just like whenever he would fly with Toothless. It wasn't the flying that worried Hiccup. It was the fact that there wasn't anything beneath him to keep him up! But still, everything about this idea seemed…fun. Really fun, actually. Stupid, maybe, but still something he was definitely looking forward to.

With eager anticipation, Hiccup looked back at Jack and gave him a small and quick nod. "Let's do it!"

Jack smiled back at Hiccup before he looked ahead and started to fly further into the wilderness. He started slowly at first, not wanting to shake Hiccup off, but he soon picked up a good amount of speed and had Hiccup cheering behind him. Obviously, Hiccup had gone much faster than this when he was flying Toothless, but that didn't make it any less enjoyable. Hiccup looked behind him for a moment, loving the sight of the trees pass right by him, moving left and right as Jack dodged any kind of obstacles. Hiccup had to admit, this was much more enjoyable that he had imagined.

Jack looked away from the trees just for a moment to see Hiccup smile and laugh in his excitement, his brown tangled mess of hair flowing behind him as he managed to keep his eyes open through the flight. The Guardian felt a warm feeling start to grow inside him that somehow turned into laughter of his own, his eyes locking with Hiccup's for just a couple seconds before Jack looked back at the oncoming trees. The pair of them both shouted in their happiness as Jack suddenly flew higher into the air and set Hiccup down on a high tree branch, the Viking straddling the large branch as Jack continued to hover in mid-air.

"So," Jack said held his staff with one hand, "I know that wasn't exactly flying on a dragon, but that was fun, right?"

"Yeah!" Hiccup said as he tried to fix his hair. Jack was right though, that definitely couldn't compare to flying with Toothless seeing as how they went much higher and much faster. Still, Hiccup wasn't going to ruin the mood. "I, uh, I wasn't too heavy, was I?"

Jack shook his head as he responded, "Oh no! No man you as light as a feather. The wind helped a lot so it was like I didn't even have to do all of the work."

"You sure?"

"Of course!" Even though Hiccup didn't mention the fact that he went higher and faster when riding on the back of a dragon, Jack could still tell that what he did couldn't compare. Dragging Hiccup along by the end of his staff was only going to do so much. Unless…

"Here," Jack said as he turned his back towards Hiccup and floated closer to the branch. "Hop on."

Once again, Hiccup was speechless as Jack told him what to do. "You can't be serious," Hiccup said as he crossed his arms and moved his leg to the other side of the branch, facing Jack as he tried to see if Jack really wanted him to go through with this. "You want me to get on your back?"

"Why not? You do it to your best friend every day!"

"Because he has a saddle and I practically weigh nothing to him! If he had a problem with it then I'm sure he would have said something by now."

"Well he has a saddle, I have a jacket. C'mon, Hiccup, just do it. It'll be fun!"

Hiccup wanted to persist, feeling as though he would only burden Jack with having to carry him. But then again, it probably would have been any worse than having to drag Hiccup by the end of his staff. With a sigh, Hiccup reached out to grab Jack's shoulders as the Guardian moved his arms to grab Hiccup's legs. Moving one leg at a time, Hiccup managed to get on Jack's back with ease. He began shivering almost right away as he felt Jack roll his shoulders and try to adjust himself having Hiccup on his back. "Gods, you're colder than I thought you'd be."

"Yeah, yeah. Just hold on and enjoy the ride, Haddock."

"You're sure I'm not too heavy?"

"Hiccup, what did I just say?" Jack asked as he turned his head to look at Hiccup, adjusting his staff in his hand while his arm pressed down hard on Hiccup's leg in order to help the Viking feel more safe and secure. As Hiccup sighed and locked his hands around Jack, the Guardian gave his friend a small nod before saying, "Alright. Here we go. No turning back now!"

With a swift jump, the two took off into the cold winter air, Hiccup even having to close his eyes for a second at the force of the takeoff. He quickly opened his eyes though, eager to see the trees fly by underneath him. A smile began to form as the duo flew higher and higher, Hiccup beginning to see the top of the many buildings scattered throughout the village. For a moment, Hiccup wondered if this idea of Jack's would even work, feeling a bit nervous about Jack's grip.

His apprehension was soon resolved as he felt Jack adjust Hiccup's legs and turn to look back at Hiccup and shout over the roar of the wind, "Don't worry. I got ya, I'm not gonna let you fall." From that point on, Hiccup didn't doubt Jack for a second. Jack picked up his speed as they began to head away from the village, flying towards the more dense part of the forest. Hiccup kept his grip tight as they came to a steady speed and seemed to cruise through the air. While it certainly wasn't flying with Toothless, it definitely was enjoyable. It was different, but in a good way. He felt happy and excited to be up there with Jack, just the two of them. Over the sound of the wind rushing past his ears he could hear Jack begin to laugh, even feeling his cold chest vibrate as he did so.

"What's so funny?" Hiccup inquired.

Jack didn't look back as he answered, "Nothing. I just got a crazy idea is all."

"Jack this entire thing is crazy so you might as well spit it out."

Hiccup did have a point. Jack looked around to make sure once again that no one was watching them. "You see anyone else up here?"

Hiccup looked around to see if he could spy anyone else, but only saw an open sky. "No, we're good."

"Great!" Jack responded. To Hiccup's surprise, Jack let go of Hiccup's leg and grabbed his right arm. "Let go!" he shouted.

Suddenly, all of Hiccup's doubt about how safe this was disappeared. They hadn't even been up in the air for a good full minute before he began to worry that Jack would be the reason he lost another limb. "Can I ask why?"

"Just do it! I saw this in a movie once!"

"…a what?"

Oops. Jack shook his head before he shouted, "Oh for the love of, JUST LET GO!"

Hiccup hesitantly did as he was told, releasing his grip slowly and cautiously before he grabbed Jack's hoodie with a tight grip. "You better know what you're doing, Jack!"

Jack didn't even care to respond as he picked up his speed and extended his arm out, letting Hiccup's legs dangle underneath him. Neither of them were lying horizontally as they flew but were instead at an angle, the only thing keeping Hiccup from dangling off of Jack's arm was the speed at which they flew. While he was scared out of his mind, which he thought was crazy considering he had encountered much scarier things, Hiccup felt a rush of excitement he didn't expect. He found himself beginning to laugh as they turned a corner. Something, and he didn't know what, made him feel more free flying like this.

Maybe it was the fact there was nothing underneath him, but he had skydived with Toothless before and this didn't feel anything like that. Was it Jack? No way, no it couldn't be Jack. Jack was just another friend who was able to do this remarkable thing for Hiccup and give him a chance to do something he never thought possible. He looked over his left shoulder to see Jack smiling as they soared over Berk. Jack turned to look at Hiccup, their eyes meeting as they shared this wonderful and fantastic moment. Hiccup didn't need to tell Jack how much fun was having; Jack could see it plain as day right on his face. His smile said it all.

Hiccup would have given everything for this moment not to end. That is, until he felt himself slip a little on Jack's hoodie, instantly grabbing whatever handful of Jack's sleeve he could in order to hold on. Thankfully, Jack raised his arm and pulled Hiccup closer, silently telling him to get back on his back. Hiccup did so quickly, locking his hands together around Jack's chest, but letting his legs sway beneath him.

Hiccup shouted a loud and almost triumphant "WOO-HOOOO!" as Jack made a tight turn, Hiccup loving every second of this once again, almost forgetting the fact that he almost slipped off of Jack's arm. As they leveled out, Jack looked back at Hiccup, their eyes meeting once more as they merely smiled, enjoying the moment while it lasted. Jack seemed to doze off as he looked into Hiccup's emerald eyes, getting lost as he moved his free hand to grab Hiccup's arm, pulling it and adjusting himself so as to not let Hiccup slip off.

Unknowingly, Hiccup was doing the same. Jack's blue, glimmering eyes seemed to dance as they flew over Berk. He held Jack tighter as his smile grew before he looked away from Jack and looked up at the sky.

Jack looked back down at the forest, realizing they were about to fly right over the Cove. He would have asked Hiccup if he wanted to make a quick stop, but Hiccup spoke before he even got the chance to ask.

"I think we should head back soon," Hiccup told Jack.

Curiously, Jack asked, "Why so soon?"

"Toothless is sick remember?" Hiccup looked behind him towards the village for a moment before he turned back towards Jack and continued, "If I can't fly Toothless and I'm nowhere in town, people might get worried. Especially if my dad comes home since he knows I've been with Toothless all day."

Jack understood and, while he wish he could have stayed in the air for just a little while longer, he turned around and made his way back to where they first took off, flying lower towards the top of the trees so as to not draw attention to what would appear to be a Viking flying all by himself. "You sure?"

"I think so," Hiccup responded as the village drew closer. The two said nothing until Jack came to a slow halt and hovered above the trees, Jack making sure there was still enough of a wind current to keep Hiccup from weighing down and slipping, thereby potentially choking Jack to death. The Guardian carefully lowered himself to the ground, landing in a clear spot where there were thankfully no branches for him to avoid. He made sure Hiccup landed first, bending his knees and making sure Hiccup was safely on the ground before Jack landed on his own two feet.

Jack poked Hiccup with his staff as he smiled, even chuckled before boasting, "See? I told you that would be fun."

Hiccup did have to admit, that was pretty fun. More fun than he imagined it would be anyway. "Uh, yeah! Yeah, that was really fun." Hiccup started walking towards the village, but stopped once he had passed Jack, groaning in embarrassment. "Ah, I'm sorry. I-I'm sor..thanks, Jack. That was really cool! We need to do that again sometime."

"You want to bring Toothless next time though? Maybe last a little bit longer?"

Hiccup paused for a moment to think this over, pleasantly surprised at the answer he came up with. "No," he said as he shook his head lightly, "no just you and me sounds good. I don't really think I can do that with a dragon that's dependent on me keeping him in the air."

"Heh, true," Jack responded with a small nod. He clapped his hands and rubbed them together, holding his staff under his arm and keeping it against his side as he asked, "So, where to next?"

Hiccup looked back towards the village for a quick moment before shrugging his shoulders and answering, "Are you hungry? I'm getting kinda hungry. I think I'll just head over to the Meade Hall."

"Sounds like a plan," Jack replied as he began walking, Hiccup walking right beside him. "You sure you don't want me to fly ya there?" Jack asked, playfully bumping Hiccup with his elbow.

The Viking rolled his eyes as he answered, "No thanks. I think I can manage walking. Besides, I can only take so much contact with someone who's as cold as ice before I start to lose all feeling in my arms."

"The cold is your friend, Hiccup," Jack jested as he cracked his knuckles. "Just remember that."

"Yeah, I'll try to remember that if the cold ever gives me another runny nose."

All Jack had to say was a short "Ew," in order to get another small laugh out of Hiccup. The two continued their sarcastic and laughter-filled banter all the way to the village, smiling the entire way back.

* * *

><p><strong>So yeah there's that...that happened...not sure exactly what to say. Sappy moment was sappy?<strong>

**Moving on, in case anyone was wondering, and I know a couple people have mentioned it before, the real plot is actually going to happen soon. Believe me when I say that this whole fic isn't just going to be random happenings with Jack and Hiccup here and there. Actual things are going to happen and I think they're gonna be awesome!**

**Anyways, I would love to hear what you guys have to say about this chapter or anything you might have to say regarding the fic in general. Any kind of review or comment is greatly appreciated! I absolutely love hearing what you guys have to say! **


	13. Chapter 13

**Well I can say that this chapter didn't take as long as I thought it would. Especially with having to deal with Christmas/family drama.**

**Sorry it's a bit short though. Although to some a chapter like this even anywhere near short but hopefully you'll enjoy it anyways. Thanks again to all the reviews I've gotten since the last update!**

**Oh, and by the way, Happy New Year!**

* * *

><p><strong>Chapter 13<strong>

"You have no idea how boring it's going to be for me to just sit there and watch you eat," Jack complained.

The two boys entered the Meade Hall casually and slowly, Jack was slow only out of boredom while Hiccup entered calmly only to not give the idea that there was an invisible person floating right next to him. The Viking looked over the hall, seeing if any of his friends were sitting around as they tried to enjoy their meal. Hiccup would have gone home to eat, but knew that his dad would be way too busy to cook anything and to be honest didn't feel like doing any cooking himself. He just felt like scavenging whatever food he could find from the usual stuff they set out for the village to eat every night.

"You know you didn't have to come with me," Hiccup stated. "You could have just waited outside or go checked on Toothless or something."

"And miss an opportunity to hang out with one of my best bud's?" Jack playfully bumped Hiccup's shoulder with his own as he smiled. "I don't think so."

Hiccup continued on his way into the Meade Hall as he spoke. "Didn't think I was that interesting then but, whatever."

"I'm not having this discussion again, Hiccup," Jack said with a sigh. "But hey, if you don't want me to hang around I can always leave, never to return to this faithful island of Berk for the rest of my days." The Guardian made sure to act everything out as dramatically as he could, placing the back of his hand on his forehead as he closed his eyes and pretended to weep.

Hiccup had to try his best not to smile or even laugh at Jack's overdramatic reaction to practically everything. "Oh woe is you. Please, Jack, stay for my sake. I don't think I can handle the boredom of a life without another sarcastic pain in my butt."

"Is that all I am to you?"

"Well you're also kind of handy with the whole ice stuff so, you know, there's that little element of surprise. So for now, I guess you can stay." Despite the fact that he knew Jack was kidding, Hiccup didn't want him to leave just yet, if not at all; at least for the rest of the day. He would appreciate any and all of the help he could get when it came to taking care of Toothless, and besides, he enjoyed his company. He made it seem as if all he needed to worry about was what fun thing they were going to do next. It was a nice relief to have a friend whose only focus was to have fun and not to try to squeeze in any kind of responsibilities, no matter how important they were. Even then, Hiccup didn't want Jack to leave…ever. If Jack could have it in his own busy schedule, he wished Jack could visit every day. Maybe then there would be a bit more excitement in his life aside from trying to train every single dragon on Berk.

But sadly, that wasn't the case. He knew Jack had other duties to take care of and didn't want to be the reason he ignored his job. Though he wished Jack would never leave Berk, Hiccup would just have to make do with whatever days he and Jack had together, no matter how long they might last. Still, if it meant he would have to put up with Jack's sarcastic and snappy attitude, maybe a few days off every now and then might not be such a bad thing.

"Thanks," Jack said as he gave Hiccup's back a small pat. "So, where are you gonna sit?"

"Beats me," Hiccup answered as he looked over to the feeding station that was set up for the dragons. "You know, you're welcome to eat too."

"Yeah, that's something everyone would like to see," Jack joked as he gestured to the entire Hall, "Food floating in mid-air and being chewed and then swallowed. I'll definitely be the center of attention then."

Rolling his eyes, Hiccup took another few steps into the Hall, looking for anyone he might recognize. "Well excuse me for trying to be a good host."

"You're excused. Besides, I don't even need to eat."

"Even if you did, you wouldn't be missing much." Hiccup nodded to one of the larger Vikings passing by, his plate filled with what Jack could only assume was meat and some kind of vegetable. Cabbages maybe? "The food here isn't exactly top notch, you know."

Jack scrunched his nose as the smell of the food that passed by him. The other day it smelled just fine! Maybe it was a bad…whatever kind of animal they cooked. "I can tell."

Hiccup continued to look around the Hall, his eyes growing a little wider with glee at the sight of Astrid sitting at a table towards the back by herself, her back facing the door and thus unaware that Hiccup was in the Meade Hall. Hiccup motioned for Jack to follow him, playing it off as if he was swatting at a fly that flew right by his ear. He approached the table slowly, deciding whether or not it was a good idea to try to startle his friend and risk getting punched.

Jack apparently seemed to know the danger of the situation as well, landing beside Hiccup and continuing his stride as he said, "For the record, if she hits you, I'm not gonna do anything about it. I'm only gonna laugh."

"Sh."

"For who?" Jack asked, louder this time. "No one can hear me. Honestly, how many times do we have to go through this?"

"You're breaking my concentration," stated Hiccup, inching closer and closer towards Astrid, ultimately deciding that it was worth the risk of getting hit. He kindly waited until she set her cup back down on the table, knowing he would definitely get a hit or two if he caused her to spill her drink all over herself. Hiccup slowly reached out with both hands, biting his bottom lip in anticipation while Jack made sure to stand far enough away so that he could see all the action but wouldn't be caught in the mess that was surely about to happen.

Just as Hiccup took in a deep breath, ready to startle Astrid against his better judgment, a grown Viking walked past him, waving at him as he greeted, "Hello, Hiccup! Sorry to hear your dragon is still sick."

Hiccup cringed as he heard the adult call out his name, quickly switching form his offensive and sneaky pose into one of calm and quietness, placing his hands behind his back as he smiled and nodded at the adult as Astrid turned around to see him standing right behind her. "Yeah. Yeah, uh thanks. He-he's getting better though. Don't worry." Hiccup had to keep himself from glaring at Jack as the Guardian couldn't help but laugh at Hiccup's failed attempt at a prank.

"Oh-oh man!" Jack exclaimed as he held his side with his free hand. "You were so close! He ruined it! Dang it, I was looking forward to seeing you get punched!"

"_Note to self,"_ thought Hiccup, _"remember to ask Jack why he was looking forward to seeing me get hit later."_

Astrid smirked at her friend, brushing her bangs out of the way so she could get a better look at Hiccup as he just stood there and waved off the adult. "Hiccup," was all she said at first.

"Astrid," Hiccup replied when he finally turned back around to look at his friend.

"Do you, uh, mind telling me what you were doing standing right behind me?"

With clenched fists, Hiccup quickly thought of an excuse to try and get himself out of this mess. Man, the punch was beginning to look better already. "He-hey now I wasn't right behind you. You, you listen here young lady." Hiccup waved his finger at his friend, the beginning of his explanation overlapping with her 'Oh please, by all means'. "Now I-I was walking, over there," Hiccup pointed to the other side of the table right next to Astrid, "when that guy walked by me and I moved out of the way and I, yeah, ended up behind you. Simple, see?"

Jack had to give Hiccup props for coming up with a clever excuse. It seemed like something Astrid would believe.

"Really?" Astrid asked. "Is that why I heard your metal foot making the floor creak as you came up behind me and didn't hear you say 'hi' or 'afternoon' or anything other than you sneaking up on me?"

Never mind. Maybe it wasn't such a foolproof excuse after all. But that didn't stop Jack from laughing even more despite Hiccup's frozen and surprised expression. "Uh, well you see, there was a lot of, uh, people walking around. So I just tried to, uh-"

Astrid quickly held up her hand, closing her eyes as she kept her smirk and shook her head slowly. Opening her eyes, she motioned to the empty seat across from her. "Just sit down," she said as she turned away from Hiccup and looked back at her meal.

With slumped shoulders, Hiccup made his way over to the other side of the table, scratching the back of his head as he sat down and smiled at Astrid, thankful that she smiled back. Jack floated at the edge of the table, sticking his legs up in the air as he folded his arms and rested his chin on them. "Well, maybe this won't be as boring as I thought," jested Jack as he tapped his fingers on the table.

Astrid went to take another sip of her drink before she noticed that Hiccup hadn't gotten himself a plate. "Aren't you gonna eat?"

"Ah, maybe. What do they have?" responded Hiccup.

"Chicken and warm cabbages."

"And by warm you actually mean room temperature?"

"No actually. Warm. They've managed to keep it warm this time."

"Really?"

"I know. I was surprised too."

Jack lifted his head slightly and let it fall on his folded arms with a 'thump'. "I spoke too soon," Hiccup heard him complain. Jack lifted his head back up just enough that Hiccup could see his eyes and half of his nose. "I swear, Hiccup, if this is all you two talk about I'm gonna have a come apart."

Hiccup moved his arms onto the table, purposely bumping them against Jack's as he said, "I dunno. Maybe I will get something then."

"Here, take mine," Astrid said as she scooted her plate over to Hiccup, the plate containing one uneaten chicken leg and a few spoonful's of the cabbage. "I'm not really that hungry anyways."

Hesitantly, Hiccup reached out for the plate as he asked, "Are you sure?"

"Yeah, it's fine," Astrid answered with a wave of her hand. "I had a big lunch, so I'm good."

The young Viking nodded his head as he moved the plate closer, eyeing the food before he realized he was missing something. "Oops. I'll be right back. I gotta get something to drink," he said as he stood up and excused himself.

"I'll be waiting," Astrid said as she raised her glass, watching as Hiccup went to go get his drink.

"I won't be," Jack said as he followed Hiccup. "Alright, Hiccup. I'm gonna be honest. If she doesn't try to get you back at all, I'm calling this night a dull and boring one."

"And if I have to sit there and listen to you complain the whole time I won't hesitate to hit you with an oar once I get home." Hiccup didn't know if he was even serious or not, but of course if Jack kept complaining he would find out soon enough. Reaching the table where the cups were, Hiccup grabbed a cup for himself and went over to the large bowl containing the cold water.

Jack rolled his eyes at Hiccup's threat as the Viking got his drink. He then floated higher in the air and flew right in front of Hiccup, grabbing the sides of his friend's face and forcing him to look in his eyes. "Hiccup? I need you to listen to me here, okay? If nothing interesting happens while I'm here and I get bored out of my mind like I did last time, things are going to happen." Of course, Hiccup didn't believe Jack and tried to pull out of his grip, but Jack quickly pulled him right back in, giving his cheeks a quick squeeze before continuing. "I'm serious."

"Come on, Jack. It won't be that-"

"Look into my eyes, Hiccup."

"Jack, seriously it-"

"My eyes! Look into them!"

Begrudgingly, Hiccup did as he was told and looked straight into Jack's deep blue eyes, listening to his every word as he ranted. "There had better be a food fight. Some kind of prank war. Heck, I'll settle for name-calling. Anything other than what happened last time when you all just sat there and talked about boring dragon stuff that I didn't care about."

Hiccup sighed, knowing Astrid was waiting on him back at the table. "I understand, Jack."

"Do you? Look in my eyes and say it."

"…you can't be serious."

"Do it, Hiccup!"

Again, against his will, Hiccup looked back into Jack's eyes, blinking only once as he said, "I, Hiccup Horrendous Haddock the third, understand." For a brief moment, Hiccup forgot the cold and stinging feeling he felt in his cheeks as Jack cupped his head. All he saw was the small bit of candlelight reflecting off of Jack's eyes; eyes so blue he could literally call them pools. Jack had gotten so close that Hiccup could see the snowflake design on his irises, a detail he was very surprised to find. Hiccup felt so entranced and amazed by Jack's eyes that he almost didn't realize that Jack was still holding his head even after he promised to not make this evening a boring one for him.

"So, am I good now, or what?" Hiccup finally asked, feeling as though he had awkwardly stood there for way too long, but in reality it had only been a couple seconds. "You're, uh, you're hands are kinda freezing my face off."

Jack instantly snapped his hands away from Hiccup, clenching his hands into fists as he rubbed both of his thumbs over his fingers. "Oh! Crap! Yeah, sorry about that!" Jack floated over to the side of Hiccup, where he hovered as he put his free hand in his hoodie pocket. "I, uh, kinda forget about how cold I am sometimes. Three hundred years can do that to ya, you know."

"Yeah," Hiccup said with a nod, "I'd imagine it could." Hiccup set his cup down to rub his cheeks, trying to warm them up before he went back to the table. Ignoring the chill still being sent down his spine, Hiccup grabbed his cup and made his way back over to Astrid, still finding it fascinating how after all this time he had spent with Jack, he had just now noticed the snowflake pattern in his eyes. Although it wasn't something he should have realized from the get go. It wasn't like he was staring into Jack's eyes form the moment he first saw him, but the fact that he just now realized this made him think that maybe there was still more to this winter spirit that he could discover.

Jack on the other hand was having his own little revelation. Even he found himself getting lost in Hiccup's eyes. He found himself thinking that even Bunny's eyes weren't that deep of a green. Jack forgot that his hands were probably hurting Hiccup as he felt himself sink into Hiccup's entrancing and almost hypnotizing eyes. How the heck could one's eyes be that green? He hadn't been this amazed by just someone's eyes since he got an up close and personal look at Tooth', engrossed in the bold and bright colors that seemed to explode before him every time she blinked. Strangely enough, the same thing was happening again, but this time with Hiccup.

Hiccup made his way back to the table, wondering if there was a way he could try to draw those eyes later, still in awe of the detailed pattern that he was able to see in such a short time. He said nothing as he sat down at the table and moved his plate a tad closer, almost missing what Astrid asked in order to break the silence that sat between the two of them.

"You cold?" she asked.

"Huh?"

"Your cheeks are as red as Hookfang. Is it really that cold out there?"

Hiccup groaned in displeasure, not even having to look at Jack to know that the Guardian was giving probably his biggest show-off-y smile as he sat down by Hiccup. "It really is, Astrid. You don't even know; the wind was so bad on the way over here."

"Maybe we're gonna get a storm soon," Astrid thought aloud.

"I'd be okay with that. It would give me a reason to stay inside all day and not have to worry about anything except making sure Toothless gets his food and sleep."

"Yeah, speaking of your Night Fury," Astrid paused for a moment as Hiccup began to eat, taking a small bite of the meat, "how's he doing? Is he getting any better?"

Hiccup nodded as he chewed his food, hearing Jack nearby tapping of his fingers in unison on the table over everyone else talking in the Hall. "Yeah," he said with his mouth still filled with food, swallowing before he continued, "yeah he's getting better. Still a little sick though. Haven't seen him in a few hours so I really need to get back to him and check on him soon."

"Poor guy," Astrid added before she sipped her drink. "I mean, at least it never got too bad, right?"

"No, I don't think so," agreed Hiccup. "At least nothing that looked threatening."

Jack chuckled lightly at the comment before scooting a little closer to Hiccup and leaning in so he could say, "He's a dragon, Hiccup. I'm pretty sure they're threatening twenty-four seven."

Hiccup easily ignored Jack's comment and went about his business, talking to Astrid as if Jack didn't even exist. "So, were you able to go out with Stormfly today?"

"Yeah, actually, it went really good!"

"Yeah?"

"Yeah, this new diet I've been giving her. I just switched, like, 2 trout's with one salmon since she really likes those and she was just so full of energy." Astrid caught herself doing what she had begun to call a 'hiccup', in which she would become openly and very talkative with her hands, her fingers brushing against each other and seeming to explode here and there for added emphasis.

Hiccup had also noticed this, but said nothing and drew no attention to it, feeling quite smug and prideful that the little trait that Astrid used to playfully tease him about had made its way over to her. "Well maybe she was just really happy about the salmon is all."

The two sat there as Hiccup finished Astrid's meal for her, Astrid talking about her day while Hiccup tried to come up with some kind of excuse other than he 'hung out with a ghost'. Jack still tried his best not to aggravate Hiccup too much. Of course he would pop in their conversation every now and then and add his own little bit of commentary, but Hiccup didn't seem to mind. It was only when Jack hovered over Astrid and dipped his staff over the top of her blonde hair, sending a cool chill down her spine. She grabbed the side of her arms and she began to shiver, cursing the weather and hoping the warmer days would arrive sooner than later.

Playing it off as a simple roll of his eyes, Hiccup looked up at Jack and shook his head, wondering aloud how long the winter days would stay. "For as long as it takes," Jack replied, lying on his back in mid-air and crossing his arms under his head as he floated over the table and back to Hiccup.

Once Hiccup had finished his food and had put his plate up, he returned to the table to see Astrid already standing and stretching her arms, grunting as she felt her spine elongate. "You're heading out?"

"Yeah, I wanna get home before it gets colder," Astrid responded as she let her arms fall to her side. "I just want to sit as close to the fire as I can, Hiccup."

"Can I join you?" Hiccup asked sarcastically.

"What? Am I suddenly invisible to you again? Honestly man, get some manners. I know Vikings have to have them too," Jack responded with a pout.

Astrid laughed quietly as she shook her head. "Nah, I don't think Stormfly would like that. She didn't really want me to go eat today. She just wanted me to stay beside her all day. She's been very clingy lately."

"I just hope she doesn't get whatever it is Toothless got."

"You don't think it's in the air, do you?" Astrid asked, concerned for her dragon's wellbeing. "Because if it is I should probably stock up on medicine and fish so I can take care of her."

"I haven't heard anyone else complain," Hiccup reassured her. "But if you want I could still come over and check on her; you know, see if she's doing anything Toothless is doing."

Astrid smiled as she nodded in reply. "Thanks for the offer, Hic, but I think I can handle this one. Shouldn't be too much for me to handle." Of all the things Astrid had to deal with such as Mildew, Alvin, the great snow storm, almost burning all of Berk down with exploding Gronckle eggs, taking care of a sick Stormfly didn't really seem to be that much of a challenge. "Besides, you should get back to Toothless soon. You know, see how he's holding up."

"Yeah," Hiccup agreed as he nodded his head, "I probably should."

"Give him my love!" Astrid said as she made her way towards the door and waved at her friend. "I'll see you tomorrow!"

"See ya!" Hiccup called out as he returned her wave, reaching down to grab his cup, still filled with two more small sips.

Jack, clutching both hands on his staff, leaning in slowly towards Hiccup, placing his shoulder against Hiccup's and letting his pale head fill the rest of the gap. "Wow. That was so suave. You seriously have to give me your notes on how to pick up cute girls."

"Shuttup," Hiccup mumbled under his breath as he took one sip of his drink. "That wasn't even me hitting on her. That was just me trying to be nice. Or can you not tell the difference?"

"Oh I can tell the difference alright," Jack answered. "But I can also tell that if that was your own special way of flirting with someone, there I see two possible reasons she said no."

"Which are?" Hiccup moved his shoulder away from Jack, the winter spirit not moving from his spirit and only crossed his feet together as he stood there, still holding onto his staff with both hands.

"Well," he began with a shrug, "like I said, the way I see it is there are only two strong possibilities. The others are just small 'maybe's'."

"Go on?"

"Well, option one is that she's already dating someone and just didn't want to tell you right off the bat in the hopes of not having your spirit crumble and fall right in front of her so as to not make herself feel guilty."

"Mmm," Hiccup said as he widened his eyes and sucked in his lips, nodding slowly at Jack's absurd theory. He began moving to the table where the discarded plated and cups were placed and said back to Jack, "What else ya got?" before taking one last sip from his cup.

"She could be gay," Jack said without so much as a single hint of hesitation.

Water spewed out of Hiccup's mouth, getting the attention of a few Viking's who just happened to hear the commotion, though none were curious enough to ask why the seemingly alone Viking spat out his water. A few drops dripped down Hiccup's chin before he managed to wipe it way with the sleeve of his shirt. "Are you serious?" he asked.

"Hey, I said maybe. I didn't say she was."

"Thor help me, I can assure you she is not…gay."

"What? Is being gay something you Vikings look down upon?"

Hiccup set his stuff down on the table and turned back around to leave the Hall, still not looking at Jack as he talked. "That's kind of a difficult question to answer."

"I don't see how," Jack replied, "All you gotta do is answer yes or no. Doesn't seem that hard to me."

"Well," Hiccup said with a breath as he tried to find the right words to phrase his thought. "I mean, it's alright to some, and it's kind of…not, to others."

Jack completely understood. It was a reasonable explanation too; not everyone would be so accepting to such an idea and he could definitely see how such a thing wouldn't exactly be loved amongst Vikings. "And you?"

"Wha?"

"You. What's your opinion?"

Hiccup said nothing at first, reaching the door and giving it a hard shove in order to open it, feeling the cool winter air bite at his hands and face as he walked outside. Of course Jack didn't seem to mind at all, but then again why would he? The sun had already set and the last light of day was beginning to fade away as the town began to light its torches for the coming night life of Berk to start. "I, uh, you know haven't really given it much thought but wh-why all of a sudden this…this deep question thing, huh?" Hiccup finally looked at Jack when he asked him, having closed the door and seeing no one look at the two of them.

All Jack could give Hiccup was a shrug, giving the silent response of a simple 'I dunno'.

Hiccup sighed and shook his head as he began to walk down the stairs. "I-i-it's fine, I guess. I dunno, never really thought about it."

"I mean, I don't really care, it was just a question."

"An unexpected one at that."

"Would you rather I ask you about the weather and how you feel about sudden snowstorms?"

"No, to tell you the truth, uh, I'd rather go back to the deep opinionated questions."

"You considered that deep?"

Hiccup blinked twice before looking ahead of him, reaching the halfway point of the stairs and responding with, "Shut up."

Jack laughed at the amusing response, making a mental note not to get 'too deep' with Hiccup again unless he did so with some kind of warning. The two said nothing else until they reached the bottom of the steps, Hiccup sighing as he rubbed his hands together, his foggy breath fading into the cold winter air, Jack being the one to speak up. "So, where to now? I guess your place?"

"Yeah," Hiccup answered, already walking towards home with a quick and steady pace, yet he was careful not to slip on any ice. "I need to see how Toothless is doing."

"Think he might have gotten better?" Jack asked, lightly hopping into the air and following Hiccup with a slow and steady flight.

Hiccup shrugged at the possibility. "Maybe, I dunno. I mean if he did, it probably wasn't that much."

"Well he got medicine right? A lot can happen in a few hours."

"Yeah but," Hiccup's hand clenched into a fist as he ran his hand through his thick brown hair, squinting his eyes and wrinkling his brows with a sudden wave of guilt and optimism; a strange combination at that. "I really think I spent too much time away from him."

"You were only gone like a few hours. He was probably sleeping the whole time. Even if he got cold, he can make fire to heat that pile of wood back up, can't he?"

"Wood doesn't last forever, Jack."

"Well then it's a good thing you have a dad that'll help you take care of him then, huh?"

Hiccup had to agree with jack there, his dad more than likely would have helped Toothless if he saw that the Night Fury needed some help in his time of need. Beginning the climb up the hill that led to his home, Hiccup could already make out the top of the small shed that Toothless had made as his temporary home. "I just hope he's not too bad."

"I'm sure he's fine Hiccup," Jack assured as he followed the Viking to his house. The sound of Hiccup's footsteps must have been loud enough to alert the sickened dragon; they hadn't even made it far enough to see the top of Toothless' head before they both heard the Night Fury purr in response to hearing his friend approach.

"Toothless?" Hiccup called out upon hearing his friend call out for him. He began to climb the hill even faster, making sure that Toothless would see a happy and welcoming smile on Hiccup's face in order to try to reassure him that Hiccup was there till the very end in order to make sure Toothless got well. Both of the boys saw Toothless at the same time, the sight of the dragon curled up in a ball close to the burning embers of the dimmed fire almost breaking their smiles.

Hiccup reached Toothless first, standing outside of the shed at first and simply leaning in, bending his legs and resting his hands on his knees as he spoke calmly, "Hey bud, how you doin'?" The blanket was still placed over Toothless' dark scaly body, hopefully doing its job and keeping Toothless as warm as it possibly could. "You feeling any better Toothless?"

The dragon slowly opened his eyes, his pupils slowly dilating as he tried to focus on his friend as the Guardian slowly approached. The Night Fury gave a small grunt in response, his ears flopping back down to his head as he tried to raise his head off of the hard ground. Hiccup had other plans however, reaching out to gently push Toothless' head back down. "It's okay bud," Hiccup said, trying to get Toothless to relax.

"He seems fine," Jack said optimistically. "Not completely better but, you know, okay."

"He does seem warmer," Hiccup added, thinking that Toothless might be well on his way to recovery and might get through this sickness real soon. "Maybe he is getting better."

Unfortunately, Toothless proved Hiccup wrong by slowly bouncing his head back and forth for a quick moment before coughing up bright purple embers, smoke arising from his throat and out his mouth and nostrils as the embers headed for the snow, sizzling upon contact. "Oh no."

Jack felt relief that he couldn't see Hiccup's face as he spoke before quickly moving to grab as much snow as he could. "What? What? What's going on?" he asked.

"He's got a cough!" answered Hiccup, rushing back over to Toothless with his arms filled with snow. He quickly dumped it on Toothless' head and moved it around, grabbing a small handful from the pile and reaching down towards the dragon's mouth.

"A cough? You mean like with the sparks and stuff? Like you said earlier?"

"Exactly like that," Hiccup said, giving a quick glance back towards Jack. Looking back at Toothless, Hiccup calmly spoke, "Alright bud, open your mouth." The dragon slowly did as he was asked, Hiccup slowly and carefully placing the snow on the dragon's tongue. Rubbing his friend's nose, Hiccup said, "Eat it bud, it should help." Toothless gladly swallowed the ice cold substance, the cold almost immediately soothing his warm and sore throat. Although, it didn't help as much as he would have liked and his throat was soon growing warm and itchy once again.

Jack knelt down beside Hiccup, hesitantly reaching out to Toothless to help move the snow around. "Well, you can fix it though, right?"

"Yeah I can help him, no problem." Hiccup bit his bottom lip as he stood up as rushed once again to get more snow, grabbing as much as he could in the hopes that what he was doing would help Toothless' temperature go down and that the snow he would eat might soothe his throat.

But Jack could see that while Hiccup may have sounded confidant, his actions showed otherwise. Hiccup's hands shook as he moved the snow over Toothless' neck and close to the tip of his spine, making sure all of his head and neck was covered with the snow. Even his breathing showed signs of panic, or perhaps worry? Either way, Jack could tell that Hiccup wasn't alright. "Calm down, Hiccup," Jack spoke calmly. "It's alright. Everything is gonna be okay, right? Besides, you said so yourself you can fix this."

"Yeah, well, uh, you know I could have helped him sooner had I actually stayed here with him." Hiccup went to grab more snow, this time just for Toothless to swallow, leaving Jack in confusion as to what Hiccup meant. Did he blame Jack? After all, Hiccup wouldn't have left if Jack didn't show up in the first place. Was it Jack's fault that Hiccup wasn't here to take care of Toothless? And even if Hiccup didn't blame him, did he blame himself? Did he even blame anyone, or was he just angry?

"What do you mean by that?" Jack asked as Hiccup returned to aid his friend.

"I mean exactly what I said," Hiccup answered as kneeled down beside Toothless and set the snow down by his leg. "I should have been here to help him."

Jack said nothing at first, continuing to help Toothless by rubbing the snow over his head. He felt another rush of guilt as Toothless once again coughed up more purple sparks, Hiccup immediately placing two handfuls of snow in the dragon's mouth. Jack now was really beginning to feel that this was actually his fault. If he hadn't pressured Hiccup then maybe, just maybe, he could have been here to help Toothless get past this cough.

"Sorry, Hiccup." Jack finally said as he sunk against the back of his legs, waiting for the snow on Toothless' head to melt before he piled on more.

Hiccup, hand already filled with more snow and waiting for Toothless to swallow the snow he had just placed in his mouth, paused as he squinted his eyes in confusion. Sorry? Sorry for what? Toothless, eyes closed, opened his mouth and silently asked for more of the cooling snow that seemed to be doing its job and was managing to make the irritation in his throat go down. Hiccup gladly placed the one handful of snow he had grabbed inside Toothless' mouth, but instead of grabbing more snow, Hiccup adjusted his legs and sat down with his legs crossed, his right hand reached out to gently run his fingers along the Night Fury's head. "What do you mean?"

"Well you just said you could have been here to help him, right?"

"Yeah?"

Jack shrugged as he apologized and accepted responsibility. "Well, I mean, it was my idea to go off wasn't it? Didn't I bring up the idea to go out and have some fun so Toothless could get some rest?"

"Yeah? Wait, no. No, Jack that's not what-"

"No, jus-just hold on. I-I just wanted to say I was, you know, sorry. Okay? I'm sorry I dragged you away from Toothless when clearly he needs you." Jack looked over to Hiccup, wondering what kind of response he might get. A shrug and a simple 'It's okay' or maybe even the 'It's fine'. Whatever response he might get, he didn't expect Hiccup to be the angry kind of person who wouldn't forgive him for a mistake like this.

Instead, Jack was surprised to see Hiccup shaking his head, looking at the dragon solemnly as he continued to rub Toothless' head. "Jack, it's not your fault."

"It's not?"

"No. It's mine." Hiccup placed more snow in Toothless' mouth without so much as an explanation as to why he blamed himself for leaving Toothless alone, though Jack was smart enough to know why Hiccup would go and blame himself and didn't really need an explanation.

"You couldn't have known he was going to get worse you know," Jack reassured. "He just got a little cough. You're here now, aren't you? So you can take care of him now, easy peasy. No problem."

Again, Hiccup shook his head. "No, no it's not like that. I still should have stayed anyway, regardless if he was getting better or not. He needed me and I was…somewhere else." Hiccup sighed as he turned his attention back to Jack, tapping his fingers on his free hand on his bent knee. "I mean, I get why you think you should apologize, but all you did was ask. I was the one who said yes, so, it's really my fault."

"No, it really isn't. It was just an unhappy circumstance." Jack scooted closer to grab a small handful of snow off of Toothless' head. "Look, it's not your fault, you say it's not my fault, Toothless isn't in serious pain for all we can tell since it's only a cough, so let's just sit here while and just do what we can in order to make this tough guy feel better." Toothless cooed and opened one eye to look at Jack, smiling his toothless grin as Jack smiled back. "Yeah, I said tough guy."

Jack reached out to rub Toothless' head. "And don't you forget it. You can pull through this. I know you can." Toothless seemed to agree with Jack, still keeping his smile as he closed his eye and moved his head closer towards Hiccup, nudging his leg before he slowly opened his mouth.

"What? More snow?" asked Hiccup. He already had grabbed another small bit handful of snow before Toothless started inhaling quick breaths, nostrils flaring as he turned his head away from Hiccup. "Oh boy," Hiccup said before quickly throwing in the snow in Toothless' open mouth, hoping it might calm the impending cough and ducking out of the way. Thankfully, it did. Sort of

What little cough Toothless did happen to have was only a small one thanks to the snow and only a couple sparks came out from the dragon. Toothless let out a small sneeze as Hiccup relaxed back in front of his friend. "Whew. That was a close one."

"Yeah, no kidding," Jack agreed. For a moment, the two said nothing. Hiccup ran his hand through his hair as Jack scratched his shoulder, still waiting for the snow on Toothless' head, or what remained of it, to melt. Taking a little bit of charge, Jack placed a small handful of snow in Toothless' mouth, granting a small and thankful purr from the Night Fury.

There was another bit of silence between the boys, the only noise coming from a slow and calm breeze and Toothless' heavy breathing. "So, have you ever gotten sick?" asked Hiccup.

"Huh?"

"Sick. You know, being immortal and all and being as cold as ice, do you really get sick?" Hiccup asked curiously.

Jack mimicked Hiccup and crossed his legs, setting his staff down by his side as he thought about his answer. He knew the answer was yes, but still tried to remember the last time he had gotten sick. "Well, yes, but it's not like a cold kind of sick. The last time I got sick was….uh, let's see…maybe five years ago?"

"Well that's shorter than I expected."

"Well actually before then it was maybe fifteen years? I'm not really sure. It was just a cut I got that got infected so I had a bit of a fever. I think?"

"You think?" Hiccup asked, swatting a bug that landed on Toothless' head. "What do you mean 'think'?"

The Guardian tried his best to explain it to the Viking. "It's like I was warm and was just achy is all. I had a couple sneezing fits but that's it. I don't really get sick sick, you know?"

"I dunno man," Hiccup said, "that sounds a lot like 'sick sick'."

"Well for me I guess it wasn't that bad. I was still active whenever North wasn't looking. The old guy practically had to force me to sit down and rest while I still could." Jack laughed as he remembered how assertive North was just because Jack wouldn't stay in his bed. "Ha-I remember this one time he threatened to take my staff away because he kept thinking I was gonna fly away."

"Would you?"

"Yes, but that's not the point. The point," Jack paused for a moment so Hiccup could laugh, "the point is that when I was sick, I didn't necessarily feel sick. I just felt tired and, well, kinda blegh."

Hiccup smiled at the random noise that Jack had just made, lightly tilting his head as he asked, "Blegh?"

"Yes. Blegh. With a capital B."

"Ah, well, that clears things up a bit then, doesn't it?"

"I would certainly hope so."

The two shared a small laugh together; Hiccup's feeling of guilt virtually nonexistent now. He placed the back of his hand on Toothless' head, gaining a little bit of hope as he felt that his temperature was indeed going down, but decided to wait a little longer just to see if whether or not it was the effects of the snow or if Toothless truly was getting better.

Taking initiative, Jack grabbed a single fish from a nearby basket and held it out on his open hand. The Guardian stood with his other free hand clenched tight and placed behind his back, held his head up high, and spoke with a distinct yet overdone posh accent. "Here we are, sir," Jack said as he leaned closer to Toothless and held the fish out. "We have for you a delectable Icelandic Cod, a fine choice of meat for a sick and pitiful dragon such as yourself. This is such an exquisite choice, sir. I highly recommend it. Very tasteful." Jack got done on bended knee and held the fish closer to Toothless, Hiccup snickering as he watched Jack's show.

"Shall I feed you, sir, or should you like to, mmm, take the fish for yourself. After all you are, sir, a strong and independent dragon who has nothing to prove." For added measure, Jack bounced the cold and wet fish in his hand, the flopping sound it made getting Toothless' attention even more. The fish was definitely something Toothless couldn't resist and slowly leaned towards Jack and carefully bit down on the fish and took it out of Jack's loose grip, setting it down on the ground in front of him before he took a bite. Even though Toothless could easily manage to eat the fish whole, he thought it best to take smaller bites and instead only bit off half of the fish, carefully chewing and swallowing it to make sure it wouldn't upset his throat any further before he began to eat the rest.

"There you go, salamander." Jack gently rubbed the top of Toothless' head as he ate, the dragon secretly loving every bit of attention he was getting. "You'll be alright, won't you?" Toothless said nothing as he swallowed the last bit of cod.

Hiccup looked to the dim fire and wondered if he should put a log or two on it. It would start to get cold soon and he didn't want Toothless to get cold, but then again his temperature was a little too warm, so wouldn't the cold help? However, he couldn't forget his own health. Hiccup didn't want to get sick either, especially if Toothless would get better soon. He'd hate for Toothless to be grounded for an even longer period.

The Viking checked his friend's forehead again, a little worried that Toothless was growing warmer but felt that it was just the effects of the cold snow on his hand. He hated being patient when it came to Toothless' health.

"So, know any good jokes?" Jack asked, breaking Hiccup's train of thought.

"Huh?"

"Jokes. Do Viking's have jokes?"

"What kind of…yes. Yes, we have jokes."

"Sweet!" Jack sat down on his butt, crossing his legs and leaning forward, resting his elbows on his legs as he eagerly awaited Hiccup's joke. "Tell me one!"

Oh. Well, Hiccup could already tell this might end badly. He didn't know that many jokes, and the ones he did he didn't even think were that funny! The rest of the village thought they were 'okay' at best, but that's pretty much it. Still, since Jack wasn't exactly a member of Berk's tribe, maybe he would think they were actually kind of funny? Hiccup decided to go for it, deciding on a joke to use that he had heard since he was a child.

"Okay, so a sheep, a boy and girl chicken, and a yak are alone in a pasture when suddenly, a Nadder swipes up the sheep. The chickens are worried sick but the yak acts like he doesn't even care. The Nadder then comes back for the yak, seeing it as being a bigger prize, and the chickens go and hide. But not the boy chicken. He comes out of hiding and tries to warn the yak when the Nadder suddenly-"

"Hiccup?" a booming voice called out that startled both of the boys. "Hiccup, is that you I hear?"

Hiccup quickly jumped to his feet as he heard his dad approaching. "Dad?"

Stoick walked up to the shed, ready to rest in his chair after a long day's work. "Hiccup, what're you doing out here so late? It's going to get cold soon."

"Yeah, I know dad," Hiccup began to plead as he walked past Toothless and Jack, the Guardian still curious as to how a joke about a yak, a dragon, and two chickens could possibly end funny, "but Toothless is still sick and he's got this-"

"No son. You need to go inside. It's getting dark. I'm sure Toothless can manage by himself." Stoick hated to have to put his son down like that, but he knew that it would be best if he went inside and stayed where it would be warm.

"But dad you don't understand. Toothless is," finishing his statement for him, Toothless began coughing once more, the purple embers making the chief realize why his son was so worried for his dragon friend. "Well, I think you got it now," Hiccup said as the embers floated away. "Please dad, just this one night, let me stay out here with him."

"Hiccup,"

Jack, coming up with an idea he thought might aid both father and son, walked over to Hiccup's side and said, "You know, I can actually stay out here and watch Toothless for you. That way your dad can get what he wants and Toothless can have someone watch over him."

Hiccup thought about it for a short moment. It _was_ a good idea. It would make his dad happy and Toothless would get the treatment that he needs… No. No, he had to stay out there. He had to be there for Toothless. He wasn't about to leave him when he's showing signs of getting worse. "No. No dad I'm staying with Toothless. Just this one night, please. I promise, I _promise_ you dad, I'll be fine. I-I-I'll get a fire going and, uh, I'll just stay beside him. I won't go anywhere. I'll be right here the whole time, it'll be fine dad."

Stoick sighed as he son begged. His better judgment was telling him that Hiccup needed to come inside and that there was no way he should be okay with his son spending the night outside on a cold night like tonight. But he could hear it in Hiccup's voice that he desperately wanted to be out here with Toothless. He could tell there was no way Hiccup would change his mind. At least, not this time. With a hesitant and defeated tone, Stoick nodded his head and spoke, "Alright. For one night. Just tonight, you can stay out here with Toothless. But only," Stoick pointed at Hiccup, "only, if you try your best to stay warm. Is that understood, Hiccup?"

Hiccup sighed with relief, smiling as he nodded his head and brushed his hand through his hair, "Yeah. Yeah dad, completely understood."

Jack shrugged his shoulders and walked back to Toothless, speaking to the dragon, "Ah well, worth a shot. And just when I was thinking we'd actually get some quality alone time." Toothless rolled his eyes and he placed his paws under his head and lied down.

"Good." Stoick cracked his knuckles as he coughed and cleared his throat. "Did you eat?"

"Huh? OH! Oh, yeah, yeah I ate. I was with Astrid in the Hall."

"Good. Good, that's good to hear. So,"

Hiccup bit his lip as he tried to think of what to say. "Oh, you know, taking care of Toothless mostly. Didn't really do much. Today was kind of, you know, dull."

"Really?" asked Stoick. "Because I saw you come from the woods earlier, just an hour or so ago."

'_Oh crap. Crap. Crap. Crap. You can fix this. Just think for a moment.'_ "Oh yeah, uh, Toothless was taking a nap so I thought I'd go for a walk. I thought it might be good to try to clear my head a little, try to get rid of some of the stress."

Jack nodded his head at the clever answer. "Nice save," he thought aloud.

Stoick smiled, happy to hear that his son was trying to take himself out of these stressful situations and manage to get some alone time. "Ah, I see. Well, that must have been good for ya."

"It was. It was," Hiccup replied.

Stoick clasped his hands together. "Well, I'll just be inside if you need anything. Try to stay warm, take care of Toothless," the chief paused for a moment before giving his son a single nod and turning to head inside the house, "have a good night, Hiccup."

Stoick paused mid step, just for a split second, thinking about whether or not he should turn around and give his son some kind of hug, or a pat on the shoulder or something. But hearing his son turn around and walk back to Toothless as he called out, "Thanks, dad. You too," made up his mind, and the large Viking continued on his way back inside the house.

As Hiccup sat down on the other side of Toothless, Jack looked back to the house and began to wonder. His dad seemed to be really concerned with his son's health, yet he didn't say anything about a blanket or putting some wood on the fire. Perhaps he trusted Hiccup more than Hiccup thought. Jack went back to his two friends to see Hiccup checking Toothless and shaking his head. The Viking grabbed two handfuls of snow and placed them on the Night Fury's head and began to move it about, trying to cover as much as he could.

"Well," Jack said as he picked up his own handful of snow, "looks like we'll be out here for a while then, huh?"

"Yeah, no kidding."

"Are you sure you'll be okay out here all night?"

Hiccup smiled at Jack as he replied, "Yeah, yeah of course. I just gotta, uh. I just gotta put a log or two on the fire." Hiccup stood to go get two pieces of chopped wood, grabbing the biggest ones he could and gently setting them down on the glowing remains of the previous fire.

"Really?" Jack inquired. "What about Toothless? Can he handle the heat if he's already getting to warm?"

Hiccup had in fact already thought about that and had come to a decision while he and his dad were speaking, answering Jack without so much as a pause for thought. "Nope. At least I don't think it will. If it does well, then, I'll just either put more snow on him or deal with the cold."

"Wish I could make it a little warmer for you," Jack went on to say. "Unfortunately I can only make the cold; I can't really take any of it away."

Hiccup shrugged his shoulders as he wiped his hands on his vest. "It's fine. A little cold never hurt anyone."

"Speak for yourself."

Jack's snappy comeback was enough to get another chuckle out of Hiccup, causing Jack to do the same. The boys shared a few seconds of laughter, the Night Fury even chuckling at how ridiculous the boys were acting.

The two talked quietly for another hour, Hiccup finishing the joke he was telling earlier which, to his own surprise, managed to make Jack laugh and made the Guardian asking for more which Hiccup was happy to do. Jack even told some old jokes that he knew that Hiccup would laugh at. Although it was a little difficult for jack to think of some jokes that Hiccup would understand that didn't involve anything modern like what was considered the norm in the real world, or even 'dumb blonde jokes'. Instead he had to resort to the simple animal jokes that he knew Hiccup would get and hopefully find humorous.

Hiccup never left Toothless' side during that time, constantly petting the dragon, asking if he needed anything, and checking his head to see how he was feeling. Jack felt a touch of sympathy every time he saw Hiccup check on Toothless and grow worried over his worsening condition or get hopeful every time he would smile at the thought of him getting better. Regardless of how Hiccup felt, Toothless looked the same throughout the time they spent together. He looked miserable and as if he was forcing himself to look more active and happier than he was just for the sake of not having to see Hiccup get nervous and bothered.

As the moon began to shine down on the friends, Jack felt a familiar twinge of hope as he saw the light begin to shine directly on Toothless for a moment as two clouds began to pass in front of the moon. Looking back at Hiccup, Jack noticed that the teen had scooted closer to Toothless and was resting his head on his friend's side, shivering from the cold. "I thought the fire would be enough," Jack said.

"Guess not," replied Hiccup.

"Do you want a blanket or something?"

"Maybe. I'll just go inside and-" Before Hiccup could finish, Toothless opened his wing and wrapped it around Hiccup, providing him with any warmth that he could. "Wha? No, Toothless. I'm not gonna lay on you while you're sick." Hiccup took his head off of Toothless and tried to move his wing off of him, but Toothless wasn't having it. He pushed his wing closer to Hiccup, making sure Hiccup wasn't going anywhere. Hiccup didn't know what to say at first, staring at Toothless' squinted eyes, his pupils in full circle as he slowly nodded his head and let his friend know that it was ok.

"Are you sure?" Hiccup asked, just to make sure Toothless would be alright with this. Once again, the dragon nodded his head before he pulled Hiccup closer with his wing. Hiccup smirked at the Night Fury as he crossed his arms and laid on the dragon.

Jack couldn't help but smile at the two, brushing some hair out of his eyes as he spoke, "Aaww, now don't you two just look so precious?"

"Shut it, frostbite."

"Again with the name calling. What's with the name calling? I thought we were buddies."

"We are. This is how I show appreciation for my friends. I call them names."

"You didn't call Astrid any names."

"Because if I do, she'd kill me."

"Oh yeah? Well how do you know I won't kill you?" Hiccup looked up at Jack with half opened eyes, raising a brow as if to say 'Really?' Jack blinked twice before sucking in his lips and holding up both hands in defeat. "Alright, you got me there."

"Glad we came to an agreement," Hiccup yawned. "Can you check his head please?"

"Sure thing Hic," Jack said as he reached out to grab some snow.

"Hic?" Hiccup asked.

"Huh?"

"You called me Hic," Hiccup stated as he looked back up at Jack for a second time.

"Well…yeah?" Would that be some kind of problem? "I mean, other people do, right? And besides, if you get to call me names then why don't I get to call you names? At least mine isn't hurtful. I can get hurtful, Haddock."

Hiccup smiled as he closed his eyes. "It's fine, Jack. It was just a question."

"Glad we got that covered," Jack said as he placed the snow on Toothless' head, thinking it would be best to go ahead and put the snow on him instead of simply checking since they needed to do so every ten minutes or so.

Meanwhile, Hiccup felt a little twinge of excitement. Only his really close friends had called him 'Hic', and now here Jack was, saying it as if it meant nothing. Of course Hiccup felt that he might be overreacting to the whole thing, but that didn't stop him from getting a little enthusiastic to know that Jack considered him that close of a friend, even if he didn't know that Hiccup held the nickname to an important standard.

A few minutes passed by, Hiccup's relaxed breathing being the only sound that was heard over the chirping crickets as Jack continued to scratch Toothless' side. As the clouds continued to move, the moon was able to once again shine its light down upon the pair of friends. Jack, looking up at the moon gleefully, grabbed his staff and whispered over to Hiccup, "I'll be back. Don't do anything fun without me."

"Hmmph, whteffer," Hiccup mumbled in response.

Jack slowly floated up to the roof of Hiccup's house, keeping his staff in hand as he sat down on the slanted edge of the house and brought his legs to his chest. The Guardian of Fun looked up at the moon with a smile and a simple wave of his hand before he crossed his arms and rested them on his knees. "Hey. How's it goin'?" he asked the moon. Of course, he got no response.

Jack tapped his hands on his knees rhythmically as he thought of how to put his thoughts into words. "So listen," he began, "you know, I uh, I'm not really sure how to say this. But, uh, you remember that time when I was kinda pissed at you for not talking to me for three hundred years?" Obviously, no response. Worth a shot though. "Yeah, of course you do. Anyway, remember when I thanked you a few years or so ago after I became a Guardian? Officially, anyway?" Still no response. "Well, I wanna just, *ahem*, thank you again, sorta."

"You see," he continued, "gah, I just…okay, you know what, I'll just come out and say it. One of the perks of being is immortal is that you get to meet all these awesome people. The rest of the guys, they have to stay in their own little workshops practically but for me, for me it's different. I get to go out and actually see everyone. It kinda, and don't tell the others this, they'll kill me, especially Bunny. But, it kinda makes my job a little better, don't you agree?"

Still, the moon said nothing in reply to Jack. "I'm taking your silence as a yes, f-y-i. So yeah, just….thanks and all that jazz. It's kinda…cool, yeah, it's cool to meet people that are just as fun and awesome as I am. Which is a rarity you know." Jack chuckled at himself as he stood up and jumped off of the roof, little bits of snow bursting off of the wooden roof as the force of Jack's ascent forced them into the air.

Jack hovered over the shed for a moment, wondering if Toothless' warmth might really be enough for Hiccup. Deciding it would be better to be safe than sorry, Jack headed for the window that led to Hiccup's room. Carefully entering the house and stepping onto the rough wooden floor, Jack walked over to the bed to grab Hiccup's blanket.

His hand moved slightly away from the bed as he started to reach out in confusion. He could have sworn Hiccup had a blanket. Did it fall off? Wait a minute, who was walking down the stairs? Jack quickly moved to the top of the stairs and looked down to see Hiccup's large and muscular father descending the stairs with Hiccup's blanket draped over his shoulders.

Jack smiled at the sight of the caring father walking towards the door before he jumped out through the window and flew over to Hiccup, reaching him before his father was even halfway there. Jack sat on the edge of the shed, letting his legs dangle off of the edge as Stoick walked towards his son.

"Hiccup?" Stoick whispered. "Listen I, ah, I know how much you want to be out here with Toothless and all, but I would really 'ppreciate it if you could come inside where it's warm. But, hold on, before you say anything, I also want you to know that I...I respect your wishes, son."

"Awh, well isn't that sweet. The big guy is a softie after all," Jack thought out loud.

"So, I brought you your blanket. Thought you might be getting a wee bit cold out here and all." Stoick paused for a moment, waiting for some kind of response from Hiccup before he took a couple steps closer to the front of the shed. "Hiccup?" he called out softly. Stepping in front of the boy and his dragon, Stoick sighed and smiled slightly as he saw his son fast asleep on Toothless' side, the boy curled up into a ball as the Night Fury had its large and ebony colored wings carefully wrapped around him.

Stoick placed one more log on the low-burning fire before he walked over to Hiccup as quietly as he could, arms reaching out with the blanket unfolded. Jack moved his feet out of the way, even though they would have passed right through Stoick's helmet, and casually jumped down from the top of the shed to see what was going on.

The chief cautiously moved Toothless' wing just enough so that he could reach his son and gently placed the blanket on top of him. "Sweet dreams, Hiccup. May Odin watch over you and see to it that you have a good and well-deserved rest." Stoick moved the hair off of Hiccup's forehead and had the urge to place a small kiss on him, but quickly tossed the idea aside for fear of waking his son up…plus, in case Gobber might be watching, he'd never hear the end of it.

Stoick stood up and went to leave, but stopped as he saw the Night Fury's deep green eyes slowly open and glance at Hiccup before looking to Stoick. "Oops," Stoick uttered as Toothless adjusted his wing in order to keep Hiccup warm. "Sorry. Didn't mean to wake ya."

Toothless did nothing but shake his head, clearing his throat and giving a small sneeze before he laid his head back down on his paws. Before he left however, Stoick bent down on one knee and placed a hand on Toothless' warm head. "Aye, you are getting a bit warm," Stoick said with a twinge of sadness and pity. "Thank you though, for making sure my boy stays warm tonight."

Toothless, without opening his eyes, huffed at Stoick, giving him a silent 'you're welcome' response. "Right, right, I'll just, uh, leave you be then. Odin be with you, Toothless." With that final blessing, Stoick made his way back to the house, yawning as he eagerly anticipated falling asleep by the fire.

Jack smiled as he set his staff down and down beside Toothless with one leg bent and the other sticking out. "Well that was sweet of him. Didn't know the big guy had that much of a heart."

Again, Toothless gave a huff with closed eyes as a response. "Yeah, well, I thought it was nice. Judge me all you want. My skin may be cold but I've got a warm heart, alright?" Toothless opened his left eye and looked right at Jack, only opening it halfway so as to glare at the winter spirit. "Okay, yeah, you can judge me on that, I'll admit. That was pretty cheesy."

Toothless rolled his one eye before he closed it and tried to go back to sleep. Jack, beginning to grow bored, pulled his other foot closer and wrapped one arm around his legs while the other grabbed whatever snow it could and made a small pile over his feet, Jack smoothing out the snow as if he were making a small little hill. When his feet were completely covered, Jack slowly moved his big toes, breaking the smooth surface of the snow before he moved his feet completely, shattering and destroying the small little hill he had made over his feet. He brushed the rest of the snow off each foot before he crossed his legs and huffed. Now he really was getting bored. He didn't want to leave Hiccup since he knew he might need his help tomorrow taking care of Toothless, but he didn't want to just sit there for eight hours until the sun rose and Hiccup woke up.

Reaching out to the dragon, Jack could tell that he was in fact getting a little too warm and reached out for some snow. However, he stopped right as he grabbed whatever snow he could and realized that Toothless could perhaps have the best of both worlds. Jack was cold to the touch, so all he had to do was pet the Night Fury and the dragon might possibly become as comfortable as he could ever be.

Jack let go of the snow and scooted a little closer to the dragon, flattening his hand out as he began to rub his hand over the dragon's head. Toothless seemed to sink into the ground, relaxing as Jack moved his hand all over his head instead of just one spot like he was before. "Ah, you like that, don't you Toothless?"

The dragon cooed in response, loving how cold Jack's hand felt. If he didn't know any better, and if he could promise he wouldn't move while he was asleep, he'd let the frosty spirit simply lie down on his back and let Toothless take in as much cold as he could.

"You know," Jack spoke, bringing Toothless' attention back to reality, "for a giant pain in my butt, sometimes you can be a pretty cool pet. So, you know, you're kind of cool, Toothless." Jack was tempted to scratch behind Toothless' ear and begin treating him like a dog, calling him a good boy and giving him fish as a treat and such, but decided against it even thought it was oh so tempting. So tempting his toes curled at the thought of how funny it might be; but the dragon was sick after all and probably wouldn't like having Jack mess with him like that. "Sweet dreams, Toothless," Jack said softly before he let his side rest against Toothless, sighing as he tried to get comfortable.

Jack only sat there for a few minutes before Hiccup's mumbling in his sleep got his attention. The Viking shuffled just a little against the warm dragon, still staying as close to the warm scaly body as he could. A bit of Hiccup's hair fell in front of his face as he moved, curling and bending as Hiccup moved his hand and ending up resting it between his head and Toothless.

Jack laughed quietly as Hiccup moved about in his sleep. But that hair though…it wasn't where it should be. He had to fix it. It was blocking the view. Jack carefully reached out with the hand he was petting Toothless with and gently moved the hair out of Hiccup's face, giving Jack the perfect view of the sleeping Viking's face. Closed mouth, relaxed breathing, his fingers just barely curing as his hand gave a slight twitch.

The only other thing that caught Jack's eye was Hiccup's sketchbook sticking out of his vest. Yet again, another tempting decision came to Jack's mind. Hiccup was asleep and there was no way, if Jack was careful enough that is, that Hiccup would know that Jack looked inside it, right? Curiosity was getting the better of him as he began to slowly reach for the book, curious as to what kind of things he might find inside it.

Halfway to Hiccup's chest, Jack closed his hand and moved away from his friend's sketchbook, knowing that it was a huge invasion of privacy to look inside it without Hiccup's permission. Thought it was tempting to take just a quick peek inside, Jack decided against it and thought it would be best to either ask later or wait until Hiccup brought it up himself.

Hiccup once more adjusted himself against Toothless, Jack looking at his friend with a small and warm smile as the Viking scratched an itch he had on his chin. Jack took in a deep breath and sighed as he looked out of the shed and into the dancing light of the fire, occasionally looking back at Hiccup every so often. Just to see if he was doing alright and hadn't woken up yet of course.

'_Just to check on him_' Jack kept telling himself. That was it. Just a simple 'how is he doing' kind of look…yeah.

* * *

><p><strong>Again, I don't know what to say. Things happened, one thing led to another and...there ya go. This is a thing. I don't know how to explain how or why this thing happened but...there you go. an entire chapter of trash filled with whatever the heck you might call it leading up to...whatever that was. Hope you liked it though!<strong>

**Here's another Happy New Year's wish for ya. Please feel free to leave a comment or review! **

**Aaaaaand I think I'm good here? Yes? Okay, good.**


	14. Chapter 14

**Two updates in one month. I feel like I should be proud of this seeing as how compared to how irregular my usual updates are this is kind of a bit of an accomplishment. **

**Moving on, a big thanks to all the follows/favs/comments that happened or ere left since the last update. They mean soooo much to me!**

**I can't wait to see what you guys have to say about this chapter, especially since (and I apologize for this) not much _really_ happens and this mostly consists of the boys just goofing off and being, well for lack of a better term, dorks.**

**So yeah, enjoy!**

* * *

><p><strong>Chapter 14<strong>

North didn't like what he saw. Not one bit. Each light that sparkled on the metal frame of the globe gave the Guardian a feeling of doubt and worry every time that they passed. Surely by now there had to be more of a difference between the last time he had looked and now, right? Maybe he had miscounted? No, no that couldn't be right. He had checked, double checked, even triple checked! After years and years of checking lists, counting the small amount of lights on the globe should have been an easy task, but that didn't stop the toy maker from counting the lights several times in order to make sure he wasn't seeing things.

Unfortunately, North wasn't seeing things. With clenched fists and a deep sigh, North reached out and twisted an illuminated clamp before pressing it down and causing the globe to light up and shoot out brightly colored lights into the cold and frigid sky. The lights began to slowly crawl over the sky in four different directions, invisible to any mortal eye. But to the rest of the Guardians, it was a sign none of them would want to ignore.

* * *

><p>The combination of Jack's laughter and the Night Fury slowly and carefully moving underneath him woke Hiccup slowly, scratching his eye as he looked around to try to make sense of everything. He was surprised that he managed to stay warm all throughout the night, wondering what happened last before he fell asleep. He was surprised though to see the blanket draped over him, trying to remember when he might have gotten it. Dismissing it, he looked over to Toothless to see his head lifted up, eyes wide with eager appreciation as Jack teased a large fish right in front of him.<p>

"Yeah? Is this what you want? This big guy, right here? Huh?" Jack badgered with a smile. "Looks tasty, doesn't it?" Toothless, tongue sticking out as he panted in hunger, nodded his head in glee. "You want it? You want it?" Jack continued to pester. Toothless was itching to just reach out and take the fish right out of Jack's hands, but thankfully the winter spirit tossed the fish in the air towards Toothless. The Night Fury caught the fish with ease, swallowing the fish whole and licking his lips afterwards.

Jack laughed as Toothless swallowed the fish, reaching out and scratching the top of Toothless' head. "Haha! Yeah, did ya like that?" The Night Fury of course nodded in reply, even bobbing his head closer to Jack and asking playfully for more. Jack kept his smile as he looked back to the basket, but returned to Toothless with an apologetic smile instead of his playful one. "Sorry man, looks like you're all out."

Toothless' eyes closed halfway as his ears and the rest of the 'nubs' on the side of his face drooped as Toothless looked at the basket, huffing at it as if it was the basket's fault it couldn't hold more food for the Night Fury's growling stomach. "I'm sure there's more somewhere," Jack encouraged, "I just dunno where. So, why don't we just wait for your pal over there to wake up and tell us where it is, okay?"

"You won't have to wait long," Hiccup said with a groan as he leaned his head off of the dragon and ran his hand through his tangled excuse he called hair. Stretching his neck as he yawned, Hiccup lightly tapped the dragon wing that was still covering him, letting Toothless know that he was ready to get up. The dragon happily complied and even moved his head closer to Hiccup just in case his friend needed some help standing up. But Hiccup gave Toothless a small wave with his hand, smiling as he let his friend know that he would be fine. The young Viking stood up and cracked his knuckles as the blanket fell to the ground in a small and curved lump.

"Sleep well?" asked Jack.

"Oh yeah, nothing like dragon scales to make the best pillow ya know?" Toothless, as expected by Hiccup, reacted a little negatively to the news, glaring at Hiccup and lightly shoving his back with his wing. Hiccup however laughed at Toothless' reaction. "Easy, easy there bud. You know if I was going to make a pillow out of dragon skin it wouldn't be a Night Fury's. You're too…scaly!"

"Well which dragon would you use then?" Jack asked as he leaned against the inside wall of the shed.

"For a pillow?"

"Yyyep-puh," Jack said, over-exaggerating the 'p' sound.

Hiccup had to think about it for a moment obviously. He had never even once considered making a pillow out of dragon skin. Come to think of it, even when they were still hunting dragons, did anyone even think about skinning the dragons and using their hides for something other than wall decorations? "If I _really_ had to use dragon skin?"

"Mmhmm."

"Terror skin," Hiccup said coming to a somewhat regretful decision. "It's a little smoother than you might expect."

Jack smiled as he looked up into the sky and said to Hiccup, "I'll remember that the next time I see a Terror or two. Now I know what to get you for your birthday."

Hiccup laughed quietly as he shook his head. "Shuttup," he said as he moved closer to Toothless' head and gave him a soft pet. "So, what did you do when I was passed out?"

"Not much, really," Jack answered with a shrug, recalling the scarce amount of events that happened the previous night. "I just sat here with Toothless, kept him cool, made sure he didn't get worse which he obviously didn't. Not much really happened." '_Oh yeah and I couldn't stop staring at you and thinking about how wonderful you are and how much I appreciate our friendship and wish you could meet Jamie so the best kind of craziness could ensue'_ Jack thought.

Hiccup furrowed his brows as Jack gave his response, still petting Toothless as he asked, "Really? You stayed?"

"Of course I stayed. Why wouldn't I have?" Jack asked with a tilt of his head.

"N-nothing, nothing, it's just," Hiccup didn't think Jack would have actually stayed if he had the choice. He thought he would have at least flown somewhere where there wasn't complete and total boredom while the sick dragon and his rider slept; there are plenty of islands to explore after all. "I just didn't think you would have is all."

Jack rolled his eyes as his smile returned and he moved away from the wall. "Come on, Hic, I couldn't just leave when there's a sick dragon right next to me. I might be a little mischievous here and there but come on, I'm not _that _harsh."

Toothless, with closed eyes, purred as he leaned into Hiccup's soothing touch, loving the fact that he wasn't so hot anymore and that the irritation in his throat was long gone. Finally he was feeling like his normal self again, and he couldn't wait to show Hiccup how grateful he was for all those days he took care of him by showering the boy with affection. The dragon bumped his head against Hiccup's chest, slowly and carefully spreading his wings as he stepped out of the shed and shook his head, perking up and looking towards the open sky in eager anticipation for a well-deserved flight.

Moving out of the way for his friend, Hiccup brushed his fingers together and smiled, realizing the importance of Jack staying. If he hadn't stayed, then who was to say Toothless would be feeling better? Hiccup looked to Jack with a grateful smile and gave the Guardian a nod before moving to his dragon. "Thanks, Jack."

"Ah, it was nothing. Just couldn't stand to see the big guy so miserable, you know?"

Before Hiccup could give a reply, he heard the sound of the front door opening and his father's voice calling out for him. "Hiccup?"

"Back here dad."

The chief of Berk walked around the corner, surprised to see Toothless standing upright and looking so energetic. "Ah, I thought I heard ya. Sleep well?"

"Yeah, yeah I did. Toothless was really warm last night so I was actually kinda comfortable."

"Good," Stoick said with a nod, glad to see that his son was able to make it through the long and cold winter night outside. "Glad to see you doing so well, Toothless."

The Night Fury gave a small and happy grunt to Stoick, nodding his head before he leaned back and stretched his spine and two front paws.

"I came out last night to check up on ya, but you were already asleep."

"Oh," Hiccup said in understanding. "So I guess that explains the, uh, blanket." Hiccup turned and gestured towards the blanket that was still sitting on the ground in the small pile where Hiccup left it.

Stoick nodded as he placed his hands on his side. "Yes I, uh, just wanted to be sure that you would still be warm is all." Stoick appreciated the fact that Hiccup made it through the night unharmed thanks to his small gesture of love, even if the main source of warmth was coming from his sick dragon friend.

"Awww," Jack called out from behind Hiccup, walking closer to the Viking and his dad in order to stand next to the pair. "Now isn't that sweet?"

Hiccup nodded to his dad. "Thanks, dad."

"Ah, it's no trouble son," Stoick replied. "I'm just glad to see Toothless feeling so well." Toothless, shuffling his paws for a quick moment, let out a small roar before firing into the empty sky, licking his lips afterwards and retracting his teeth as he looked back at Hiccup and smiled. "Any plans for today then now that he's feeling better?" asked Stoick.

Hiccup thought about it for a moment before slowly shaking his head. "I don't think so. I mean other than let Toothless fly around for a little while now that he's feeling better. Might stop by to see Astrid for a little target practice, I dunno." Hiccup shrugged as he continued, "I'll probably just see where the day takes me is all."

"Aye, that sounds like a good idea. Unfortunately for me," the chief took off his helmet and scratched the top of his head, "I have repairs to oversee down at the docks."

"What? Again?"

"I know right? They can't seem to fix the darn thing, can they?" Stoick gave a small laugh, Hiccup smiling and giving a forced laughter in reply, but still happy that his dad was able to find humor in the situation. "Ah, well, don't be out too late tonight. I'll be doing the cookin' tonight."

Hiccup would have dropped his jaw if it wouldn't have made him look like a fool in front of his dad. "Really?"

Jack playfully bumped Hiccup's right side with his elbow. "Ha, is he that bad of a cook? I would have thought after raising someone for eighteen years he would have learned something by now."

"Yeah, I haven't cooked in a while," Stoick said with a smile. "I think it's high time I try again. And I mean really cookin', not just heating up whatever I can find, what do ya say? I'll make that stew you said you liked."

Hiccup couldn't help but light up on the inside. It was great to see his dad try so hard to connect to him like this. True that maybe sometimes he might overdo it, but he couldn't blame the guy for trying to make up for the years he felt he lost with his own son. Hiccup nodded in reply as he answered, "Sure! Yeah-yeah, I'd like that!"

"Great," Stoick clasped his hands together, squeezing them as he tried to think of anything he might have forgotten to tell his son. "I'll be down there for a while but if you need me, well, you'll know where I am, right?"

"By the docks, dad, I heard you," Hiccup said with a roll of his eyes.

Stoick sighed as he continued to nod his head, his beard bouncing as it collided with his chest. "Good. I'll see you later then. Have fun with Toothless," Stoick began to walk towards the dock, looking back at Hiccup and giving him a small goodbye wave, glad to see Hiccup being so enthusiastic about dining at home. It would be good to spend some real time with Hiccup instead of just having the small conversations like the one they just had. Though he felt as if he shouldn't complain; after all, they were both very busy and Stoick appreciated every moment he could get with Hiccup. He looked forward to the time they would be able to have as father and son later that night.

"Seriously though," Jack said as Stoick walked off. "Is he a bad cook?"

Hiccup shook his head, glancing back at Stoick as he made his way down the hill towards town. "Actually no. Not really. He used to be okay but now he's….well it's okay. But it-it is better. He makes a really good stew though. Really, I was surprised that my dad managed to make something like that."

"Hm, well, be sure to save some for me then if I ever get hungry." Jack said as he walked over to his staff that he left lying on the ground where Toothless was once lying.

"Thanks again," Hiccup said as Jack used his foot to kick up his staff and swiftly grab it while it was still in mid-air. "For watching Toothless I mean."

Twirling his staff in hand, Jack looked at the large dragon who was still staring at Hiccup, waiting for the moment when he would say he was ready to go flying again. "Hey, like I said, I couldn't just sit there and do nothing while the poor guy suffered. I had to help him best I could."

"Thank Odin you did," Hiccup added as he moved back towards Toothless. "If you hadn't, I don't know if he would feel better." Toothless nudged Hiccup's chest again with a smile, rubbing the side of his face along Hiccup's shirt. Hiccup was pushed back just a little, but moved back in order to place both hands on the side of Toothless' head and look him in the eye. "Yeah, you're feeling better now, huh bud?" Toothless gave little grunts in response, his tongue sticking out of his mouth as Hiccup gave his head a small shake. "Yeah? Yeah I bet you do!"

"Oh get a room you two," Jack said as he walked over to the duo, grabbing his staff with both hands as he watched the two mess around with each other.

Hiccup let Toothless' head go with a sigh, the Night Fury giving it a small shake. "You're just jealous of how strong our friendship is. Admit it."

"Ah. Yes. You have figured it all out, Hiccup. I'm jealous of you and your pet dragon. What is it that obvious, be honest with me Hiccup. I need to know!" Jack tucked the staff under his arm and clenched his hands together, pleading for some kind of answer from Hiccup, who wasn't about to deal with any of Jack's ridiculous and sarcastic nonsense this early in the morning.

Not even giving Jack a simple gesture for a response, Hiccup turned his attention back to Toothless. "What do ya say, bud? Wanna go for another spin?" Toothless practically jumped when he heard Hiccup mention flying, quickly tucking his head in-between the boy's legs and lifting him up onto his back facing the wrong way. "I'll take that as a 'yes'." Hiccup said through his laughter. "Yeah, you've been looking forward to this for a long while, haven't ya?" he asked as he rubbed the bottom of Toothless' jaw, Toothless raising his head up with each scratch on his chin.

Jack slowly drifted over to Hiccup, hovering at the Viking's eye level. "Mind if I tag along?"

"Only if you promise to behave," answered Hiccup as he secured his left foot, giving it a couple slight movements and looked back at Toothless' tail in order to see if everything was secure.

"Yes dad, I promise I'll behave," Jack said before sticking his tongue out at the Night Fury, who stuck his own tongue out in retort.

After making sure the tail was working properly, Hiccup looked ahead towards the open sky, making sure there wasn't anyone he and Toothless were about to run into. "Okay Toothless," Hiccup said as he leaned down and braced himself for take-off. "Whenever you're re-WOAAAAHH!"

Toothless wasn't going to wait a second longer, taking off as soon as he saw that Hiccup and his artificial tail were ready to go. Hiccup held on as tight as he could onto the small harness at the front of his seat, squinting his eyes at the sudden rush of cold air being forced against his face at the initial take-off. Jack laughed as Hiccup's shout grew more and more distant, sighing in order to calm himself down before he flew after the pair. By the time he caught up with them, Toothless was already doing barrel rolls, Hiccup's voice going in and out as he shouted in his own excitement.

"Having fun there?" Jack asked.

"DOoo I NeeD TOoo AAAnnsswEERRrr?" Hiccup shouted while Toothless continued his barrel roll.

"Uh, I'm gonna have to go ahead and say that the answer is…no."

Steadying himself and finally allowing Hiccup to sit upright, Toothless roared in his excitement, finally being able to fly freely and no longer stuck to the ground for almost a whole week. Hiccup, dizzy from all the sudden spinning, tried to keep himself still and placed both hands on the sides of his head, closing his eyes tightly before slowly opening them and removing his hands. "Well that was, uh, fun," he said as he looked down at the village to see how far up they were.

Jack nodded in agreement as he flew underneath Toothless in order to get to the other side of the dragon. "Yeah, it looked fun. You might also have a couple bugs in your teeth, but still fun though."

"Seriously!?" Hiccup exclaimed as he ran his finger along his teeth, worried that he might have accidentally swallowed one again.

"I'm just messing with ya, Hic. Your teeth look fine. Well, for a Viking anyways."

"Should have known," Hiccup said as he twirled his wrist before grabbing onto the harness once more. "It's winter. Most of the bugs are gone this time of year."

"You're welcome," Jack said with a hint of pride. "Are you sure you should be working Toothless this hard though?"

"I don't really think he cares right now, Jack. Besides, all I said was 'fly', remember? Not any of that rolling nonsense."

"No, no," Jack said gesturing towards Toothless with his free hand, "I mean the guy just got done being sick, ya know? Are ya sure it's a good idea for him to be doing all of this? You don't want him getting sick again." Toothless looked at Jack with his own sense of pride, eyes partially closed and a thin smile spread across his face.

Hiccup hadn't really thought about it, if he had to answer. Toothless seemed to be okay and after all, it was pretty obvious that Toothless wanted to fly more than anything right now and Toothless knew how he felt. His temperature was getting better, he was eating more, his throat wasn't sore anymore. It seemed to Hiccup that Toothless had made a full recovery. Shaking his head and scratching the top of the Night Fury's head, Hiccup replied, "Nah. I'm sure he'll be fine, won't ya bud?" Toothless grunted in response, looking up at Hiccup in order to reassure him that he felt fine. "Besides," Hiccup continued, "if he feels bad later we can always land and give him some rest."

"Doesn't look to me like he wants to stop any time soon though," Jack said nodding towards Toothless.

"Well we'll both be careful anyways. Right, Toothless?" The Night Fury groaned as he rolled his eyes, fighting the urge to do another barrel roll if it would get Hiccup to stop worrying so much.

Jack chuckled at Toothless' groan of discomfort, glancing back at the tail Hiccup had built and back again to Hiccup's prosthetic, his foot constantly moving in order to keep Hiccup's tail steady. "Question," Jack said, "does it ever get uncomfortable sitting like that?"

"What? Like this?" Hiccup asked as he looked down at his legs. He wiggled his shoulders, adjusting himself on the seat before he answered, "Eh, not really. I mean it kinda was at first when I didn't really have a saddle, and even then the first needed a few tweaks, but you get used to it. Plus, I guess it kind of depends on the dragon. My dad had this Thunderdrum once, I have no idea how he thought it was comfortable riding that thing."

Jack bit his bottom lip, trying to remember what the heck a Thunderdrum was. "Thunderdrum?" he repeated.

Hiccup sat straight for a moment as he began to explain, his hands being as expressive as they possible could as he tried to remember each detail about the dragons. "Yeah, they're these dragons that can live underwater. They're usually this dark shade of blue and they have this really big and flat head that makes this really loud piercing scream instead of shooting fire."

"Oh!" Jack said in understanding. "Okay, now I know which ones you're talking abo-…you're dad rode on one of those?"

"Yeah! For a long time actually," Hiccup responded. "He ended up having to get rid of him so he could take care of some babies. We called him Thornado."

"Heh. Clever."

"My dad has his moments. But get this; he ended up coming back after a while. I guess his kids were grown enough to be on their own."

"Really?"

"Yeah. They pop by every now and then. Thunderdrum's can be very compassionate dragons. They hunt in groups and are known to stick together no matter what. Guess he just couldn't stay away from dad for long."

"Cool!" Wow. Jack found himself still being surprised by how much stuff Hiccup knew about dragons. "So riding on Toothless then," Jack continued as he flipped around and started flying on his back, "it's not as bad as it looks?"

Hiccup shook his head as he glanced down at the Night Fury. "No! No, he's good. Not for everyone, but he's good."

Jack nodded towards the dragon as he repositioned himself and started flying on his stomach again before inching a little closer to the Night Fury. "That's good enough for me!" he said as he started to fly over Hiccup's head.

Ducking down as the Guardian flew over him, Hiccup looked back and forth between Jack and the sky as Toothless did a slight curve and climbed a little higher into the sky. "Good enough? What's that supposed to mean?"

"Just scoot forward, would ya?" Jack asked.

"Fine, fine," Hiccup said as he understood and did what he was asked and waving a hand at the winter spirit, trying his best to scoot up as far as he could without practically falling off of the saddle. Why Jack would want to ride on Toothless instead of just flying on his own though was beyond Hiccup as flying by one's self instead of on the back of a dragon seemed like the more fun alternative. "There. That good enough?"

Jack looked back down at Hiccup's saddle and smiled as he nodded. "Yeah, that oughta do it." Slowly and carefully, Jack tucked his legs in and sat down on the back part of Hiccup's saddle, grabbing Hiccup's shoulders before he placed his legs on Toothless' side, making sure his left leg and foot didn't interfere with the flying mechanism Hiccup was using to make sure that he and Toothless didn't fall to their death. Hiccup ignored the cold sensation that was seeping through his shirt and giving him goosebumps, thinking Jack would remove his hands sooner or later. Besides, it wasn't like it was that warm to begin with.

Jack did remove his hands after a few moments from Hiccup's shoulders, but kept them hovered over his shoulders just in case he did need something to grab on to should he lose his balance. As expected, Jack didn't really feel much different riding on Toothless as opposed to flying by himself; the only real difference was that now there was a fire-breathing reptile underneath him. But still, it did achieve something. Now he was able to see everything like Hiccup did. And he did have to admit, seeing Toothless' wings flap up and down was a bit calming and it did feel nice to have Toothless do the flying and let Jack sit and enjoy the ride for what it was.

"It gets even better when I do this," Hiccup said as he let go of the harness and held his arms out to his side. "Toothless, wanna go a little higher?" Toothless huffed as he prepared for his ascent. "You might wanna hold on to something," Hiccup said as Toothless quickly swooped up and flew vertically towards the clouds.

All Jack had to say during the split second before Toothless changed his direction by a full ninety degrees was, "Wait, what?" and instantly grabbed Hiccup's shoulder tightly with his free hand and tucked the hand that held his staff underneath Hiccup's arms and held Hiccup's torso, hoping he didn't slip and fall, though even if he did Jack was fully aware that he would survive.

"WOO-HOO!" was all Hiccup could shout, whereas all Jack could manage was an incoherent shout of both fear and excitement, as if it was the first time he had ever flown.

"I CAN SEE WHY YOU WOULD THINK THIS IS MORE FUN!" Jack shouted, trying his best not to let his staff slip out of his hands.

Steadying himself, Toothless stopped his wings and quickly started flying forward, making a slight downward curve in order to get closer to the village; it was way too cold up there and Toothless did not feel like getting sick again anytime soon. "What was that?" Hiccup said as he ran his hand through his hair.

"I said," Jack began as he tried to take a calming breath before letting out a small laugh, "I said I could see what you would think flying on Toothless is more fun. He can get a little, you know, unpredictable."

"He pushes it every now and then though," Hiccup jested, Toothless quickly turning his head and trying to smack Hiccup with his ear. Hiccup however moved out of the way just in time, laughing at Toothless' reaction. "Hey, don't give me that! You and I both know how you can be! I'm only speaking the truth!"

Jack chuckled at the exchange between the two, moving the hand that was still on Hiccup's shoulder down to join the hand that was around the torso, grabbing his own wrist and looking around as Toothless circled back down towards the village. It was only then did he realize that he was still holding onto Hiccup, despite the fact that the sudden vertical climb was over and the nice and easy descent was well underway. Still, Jack decided to keep his hands where they were. It didn't really make that much of a difference where he put them really, and besides, it wasn't like Hiccup was saying anything about them. Even then, he hoped he didn't say anything at all. This felt…nice.

And despite what Jack was thinking, Hiccup did notice that Jack's hands were still there. Although he paid no mind to it, having been used to people holding onto him when they were flying on Toothless. It was a natural response after all; even he was guilty of holding onto someone when he was flying on their dragon. However, he and Jack did agree on something; neither of them wanted it to stop, but both were too nervous to even bring it up. Jack was nervous because he thought he would look like a fool. Hiccup on the other hand just didn't want to have to deal with Jack messing with him again, knowing that if he brought it up Jack would surely find a way to playfully tease him about it.

"When did you think you were gonna go by what's-her-face's house?" Jack asked.

"Who? Astrid?"

"Yeah."

"Uh, I dunno," was all Hiccup said for a short while, looking down at the village at trying to find Astrid's home, thinking he might see the familiar shape or even the familiar color of Stormfly sitting on top of her home. "I was thinking many around lunchtime I would try to stop by. Usually she's not much of a morning person and Stormfly gets pretty active then so it's best not to-"

"Hiccup?!" someone called out from below.

"Oh no," Jack said recognizing the voice. "Is it really that guy again?"

"Unfortunately yes," Hiccup regretfully answered, looking down to see Hookfang flying closer and closer to him.

"Why does he always show up? Seriously, am I a magnet for that guy or what?"

"Probably," Hiccup answered in a hushed tone, turning his head so Snotlout wouldn't see him talk to no one.

The young Viking flew up to near eye level with Hiccup, Toothless flying straight ahead as he said his own hello's to the Monstrous Nightmare, who returned them with a simple grunt. Jack still wasn't feeling so easy around the Monstrous Nightmare, but at least his chills went down knowing that at least this dragon was calm…at least to everyone but his own owner half the time.

"Hey!" Snotlout called out. "I thought Toothless was sick."

"Yeah, well he got better in case you hadn't noticed."

"The medicine actually worked, huh?" asked Snotlout. "It didn't work for me! Why'd it work for your Night Fury so quickly?"

"Well that's the thing Snotlout," Hiccup said with a shrug, "you actually have to give them the medicine daily. Not just every other day."

"My dad said he didn't need the medicine every day!" Snotlout looked down at his dragon as he continued, "My dad said pain is just weakness leaving the body. Every time you get hurt, you can only get stronger, so the same has to apply with being sick, right?"

Both Hiccup and Jack shook their heads in reply. "I'm gonna say no," Hiccup said as-a-matter-of-fact-ly, "but let me know if that philosophy works if you ever fall off the top of your house or worse; stabbed."

Snotlout scoffed at the idea, keeping his palm on Hookfang's horn as he waved his fingers at Hiccup. "I just didn't think he'd get better that quick with you. It's not you had that much help or anything. You practically refused to do anything other than take care of him."

"Hey you know just because you can't see me doesn't mean your words can't hurt me!" Jack shouted at the stubborn Viking. "Ah who am I kidding? Like he would care even if he could see me."

"I took care of him as best I could and look where it got him!" Hiccup exclaimed, Toothless wagging his head around before he licked his lips and looked at Snotlout with a smile, a bit of a teasing 'ha ha' expression looking right at him.

Snotlout scoffed as he looked around at the open sky, the only other dragon as high as they were being a lone Zippleback flying towards the woods. "Yeah, and look where he is now."

"What's that supposed to mean?"

"What it means," Snotlout looked back to Hiccup, "is that your dragon just got done being sick, and the first thing you two do is go flying."

"Uh, so would you!"

"Not this high! It's like you want him to get sick again!"

"He's not gonna get sick again Snotlout."

"You know, how did he get sick in the first place?" Snotlout asked, Hookfang slowing down just a tad. "Actually, don't answer that. I know how he got sick."

Jack slowly moved his hands from Hiccup, not wanting to move just yet but knew that if Snotlout didn't shut his trap he might have to do something about it. "I don't know if any of us really want you to tell us how."

"You pushed him too much," Snotlout scolded. "He got that way because of you."

"Excuse me!?"shouted Hiccup. Even Toothless was so caught off guard that he came to a sudden halt, getting offended that Snotlout would say such a thing.

"Yeah," Snotlout said as Hookfang stopped and turned around to fly beside Hiccup and Toothless. "You took him out too much and he got sick!"

"He went out on his own! All dragons, actually no," Hiccup paused for a short moment to point at Snotlout, "no, I'll give you that; _most_ dragons like to stay outside most of the time! I'd like to see you try to have Hookfang go inside your house!

"That's not the point, Hiccup."

"Then what is the point besides you trying to find fault in the way I take care of Toothless?"

"If I had to guess," Jack said as he slowly floated off of Toothless, "it's because he's just an ass-"

Snotlout cut off the rest of Jack's statement, Hiccup not hearing the rest of what Jack was trying to say. "The point is that I think you're just being a little reckless."

"Oh I'm being the reckless one here?"

"Yeah, you kind of are. You're always the one to talk about how to take care of our dragons, and as soon as Toothless is feeling better, you fly as high as you can towards Thor where it's the coldest." Snotlout tisked as he looked up at the sky. "And to think you always say I'm bad at handling my dragons."

"Where did this come from?" Hiccup asked as he and Toothless moved in front of Hookfang, both of the dragons trying their best not to look at each other, feeling awkward as their riders had this little spat as two parents would argue about their children. "What, did-did I say something to you earlier?"

Snotlout shook his head, as if the answer to Hiccup's inquiry was obvious and didn't need any kind of response. Still, Snotlout was always the type of person that had to have the last say in whatever fight he was in. "Hey, I just thought with all the knowledge you keep spitting at me and everyone else about how to take care of our dragons, it would be nice to return the favor."

Hiccup stared at Snotlout for a moment, blinking in disbelief with a close mouth as he tried to comprehend any kind of sense that Snotlout was trying to make in this situation. Try as he could, he didn't see how Snotlout thought he was doing Hiccup a service this way. He was only broken out of his trance when he saw Jack lightly and slowly float down, lying on his stomach with his lower legs crossed and raised, his one hand underneath his chin as he looked down at Snotlout and smiled. "You know," Jack said, "maybe it's time you learned to shut up. I'm thinking frostbite on your tongue maybe? Or perhaps, frostbite on your fingers? Or I could just freeze them right to this big guy's horns. Which do you think he'd prefer, Hiccup?"

"No!" Hiccup cried, instantly sucking in his lips as he looked back at Snotlout who was staring right at Hiccup, waiting for him to finish whatever statement he had started. "Uh, no," Hiccup managed to stutter out. "No, that's, uh, not the way I would have gone about it, if I had to be honest."

Once more, Snotlout looked at the sky and lightly shook his head, sighing in disbelief as the winter spirit invisible to him groaned and flew away back towards the Night Fury. "Of course. That's not the way the great dragon trainer Hiccup Haddock would have done it, huh?"

"Are you seriously going back to this? I thought we'd been over this Snotlout!"

"We did! I was trying to help! You get on to me when you say I do stupid things! Odin forbid I try to do the same for you!"

Sighing, hoping that this would calm him down, Hiccup closed his eyes and tried to think of any reasonable solution for this argument that was sure to go on for a long while if he didn't try to end it here and now. "Okay, well, while I appreciate the fact that you were trying to help Snotlout, maybe next time try not to be so harsh about it?"

"I didn't think I was being harsh! I thought I was being honest!"

"Yeah, well, sometimes they can be one in the same."

"Look I was just trying to be helpful you know, give you some tips so Toothless doesn't get sick again. You would have done the same for me, right?"

"Of course!" Hiccup quickly answered, "Just, except, like I said. You don't have to be a jerk about it!"

With a huff, Snotlout looked away from Hiccup and down towards Berk. "Fine. Sorry for being a jerk then." Snotlout started to fly away, but stopped when he heard Hiccup call his name.

"Snot wait!" Hiccup paused for a moment in order to try to find the right words to express what he wanted to say. "Thanks, for uh, for caring at least," was the only thing he could think of that would have filled the awkward silence between the two.

"You're welcome…I guess." Snotlout flew down towards Berk and dissolved into the blurred image of the Viking and dragon filled jumble in the village.

Sighing, Hiccup looked behind him towards Jack, who was already flying in front of Toothless, glaring at Hiccup with an unamused face and folded arms. "What?"

"What? What the heck was that? The guy is rude to you and all of a sudden you're nice to him?"

"He meant well," Hiccup retorted before Toothless started flying, Jack quickly moving out of the way and following the duo.

"Oh is that what it was?" Jack called after Hiccup. "I thought it was being inconsiderate. You could see how I would confuse the two."

With a roll of his eyes and a shake of his head, Hiccup looked to Jack and tried his best to explain. "Look, words and their effect on people isn't exactly Snotlout's strong suit."

"That much is obvious," Jack said under his breath.

"He just has trouble communicating is all. He meant well so I couldn't get too mad at him."

"I think you could."

"Well I shouldn't have." By now, Jack had gotten right beside Hiccup as he continued explaining his reasoning for not being mad at Snotlout. "He was trying to help, which in and of itself is actually a good thing for Snotlout. Half the time he really doesn't care. The fact that he actually tried to offer me some advice shows that, hey, he's actually trying to be a nice guy."

"Funny way of showing it if you ask me."

"Yeah, well, he probably said it that way because that's how me and Astrid treat him. We have to be upfront with him otherwise he'd never get it. He's like the twins sometimes. Thick-headed and hard to work with." Even Toothless had to agree with Hiccup on that note, giving a small roar in agreement as he recalled all the times Barf and Belch had to separate the two whenever their debates got physical. "Believe it or not, he can actually be a good guy, Jack. Like you said, he just has a weird way of showing it."

Switching his staff from one hand to the other, trying not to fall behind, Jack did a quick look back to where he saw Hookfang land and added, "Yeah, well, every has good in them I guess. They just express it in their own way. That's something I've come to learn from being around for three hundred plus years. Even ol' Cottontail can be a big softie if you catch him in the right mood."

"Well there you go. Picture Snotlout as, uh, Cottontail then." Hiccup didn't really want to say this out loud, but he had no idea who 'Cottontail' was. Maybe it was the giant rabbit?

Jack shook his head at the very thought. "Mm-mm. No can do. Bunny's nice to the children and gives them candy and treats. I'm not exactly sure Snot is that kind of person. He seems like the kind of person that would try to take all the treats before the kids found them."

"No argument there," Hiccup, agreeing with Jack. "But seriously, he can be good. You just gotta get to know him a little more."

"Can I still freeze him if he ever pisses me off too much?"

"Maybe. We'll see how far he goes. Astrid's normally the ones who takes care of Snotlout for us when he gets a little, well, out of hand."

Both of the teens laughed for a brief moment before Hiccup realized they were about to fly right over the Dragon Academy. And by the looks of it, the Academy was actually being used. Though by who, Hiccup couldn't really tell. He was too far away to make out any familiar colors for the dragon and all he could see was the infrequent glow of fire coming from underneath the chain-linked roof.

"Looks like someone's busy down there," Hiccup called out, adjusting Toothless' tail and moving toward the arena. "Take five, Toothless. I gotta see what's going on in there."

Toothless complied, eyeing the infrequent bursts of fire coming from within the Academy. Jack flew right beside Hiccup and eyed the blasts himself, hoping that he didn't get burned once he entered the Academy. The two entered the arena, flying through the entrance and skidding along the ground before Toothless came to a slow halt, Jack still staying in mid-air. Of all people Hiccup expected to see practicing, Hiccup was surprised to see that it was the twins, both of them shouting at their dragons in order for them to understand whatever commands they were giving. Although the whole thing really sounded like a jumbled mess of incoherent shouts.

Jumping off of Toothless, Hiccup glanced back to the dragon and shrugged his shoulders, wondering if he should interrupt their training, if he could even call it that. For now, Hiccup just stood back and watched as the siblings tried their best to train their Zippleback.

"Come on Barf, it's easy!" shouted Ruffnut.

"Belch, really, it's not that hard!" cried Tuffnut. "All you gotta do is shoot the sparks out farther!"

"Yeah, and all you have to do, Barf, is just make to gas go farther than usual! Simple!"

"Maybe we're doing something wrong?"

"What could we possibly be doing wrong? Barf does gas, Belch does sparks, they just need to shoot it farther. Maybe we're not yelling loud enough?"

"Uh, I don't think yelling is the problem here," Hiccup finally called out to the twins, curious as to what in Odin's name they were trying to accomplish.

"Well then what is the problem?" Ruffnut groaned, tossing her hands in the air in annoyance.

"Maybe we need an actual target," Tuffnut thought aloud. "Oh! Oh! Go get Snotlout!"

"No! No, we-we don't need Snotlout. Alright? Now let's just try to figure this thing out reasonably" Hiccup said as he tried to calm the twins.

"Good luck with that," Fishlegs called out from behind Hiccup. Startled, Hiccup turned around, startled to see his friend leaning against the wall, not knowing that Fishlegs was even in the arena in the first place. "They've been at this for a while," Fishlegs continued as Meatlug slept beside him.

Hiccup looked back at Barf and Belch, wondering if what the twins were even trying to do was possible. "Okay, so, what seems to be the problem here?"

Ruffnut eagerly jumped at the chance to explain their plan. "Okay, so get this. Barf shoot out just a small little bit of gas, right? And we let it float for just a little bit, like a small little blast of fire, but, you know, it's gas instead. Then Belch shoots out a little spark and BOOM! Fire destroys everything!"

"We figured we could use it if we need to sneak up on someone…or if we just need to get back at someone, or if we just want to burn someone, or maybe burn some_thing_ without anyone knowing. You know, simple things like that," Ruffnut explained.

"Is that even possible?" Hiccup asked, unsure if a Zippleback's gas could even travel that far without dispersing so much that it would barely light.

Letting her arm fall around Barf's head, Ruffnut look at her brother and answered, "Well that's what we're trying to find out."

"I told them it wouldn't work," Fishlegs said, moving away from the wall and towards the small group. "At least, not the way they're wanting to do it. A Zippleback's gas can only travel so far before is dissolves into the air so much that igniting it would be more difficult. Plus, they can't really shoot sparks that far, so they'd have to be much closer to the gas."

"But we're trying to see if they can go farther," Tuffnut clarified.

"Yeah, you know," Ruffnut added, "with practice and stuff."

Hiccup and Fishlegs exchanged a small glance, both pleasantly surprised to see that the twins were taking an interest in training their dragons with practice instead of brute and juvenile force. Hiccup took a small step toward the large two-headed dragon with gentle hands reaching out for it. "Well, okay, let's just see if we can compromise with this idea. I mean it sounds like a good plan, right Fishlegs?"

"Good, but not likely to ever really happen."

"HEY!" both of the twin shouted with clenched fists.

"Good! Okay, he-he said good. So, maybe we can try to make this work. Test it out a bit." Hiccup clapped his hands together as he took in a deep breath, thinking that this was either going to turn out well or be a huge waste of his time. But at least the twins would get some kind of real experience with Barf and Belch, so maybe it wouldn't be a complete waste.

Meanwhile, Jack still hovered besides Toothless, watching as Hiccup became the leader of the group and tried to keep everything calm and collect. Jack watched as Hiccup tried to keep everything in order and had Tuffnut and Ruffnut practice their commands individually, the Zippleback understanding each of their commands without fail. Hiccup and Ruffnut spent a small bit of time working with Barf, working on his gas and seeing how far they could go before they dissolved into the air. Jack slowly set his heels on the cold ground, rocking himself for a moment before he set the rest of his feet down and crossing his legs, clutching his staff with both hands as he continued to watch.

Jack smiled as the other head of the Zippleback bumped itself on Hiccup's back, asking for a little bit of attention and personal training. Hiccup gladly worked with both of the dragons and their riders while Fishlegs occasionally spoke up and offered his own advice, his dragon still sleeping back against the wall. Jack admired how much of a leader Hiccup was and how, despite how he once was, he was actually getting some respect out of these guys and they were treating him as if he was their elder when it came to the dragons. Well, sometimes anyway. Tuffnut scoffed at most of the things Hiccup was trying to explain, but eventually gave in and tried it the way Hiccup was suggesting.

As Hiccup moved on to the dragon that controlled the sparks and let Ruffnut work with Barf herself, Jack thought about every other good thing that Hiccup managed to bring to the table and moved closer to Toothless and started to scratch behind his ear, the Night Fury closing his eyes and leaning into the scratch as he purred in amusement. There was of course his intelligence, his creativity, his dragon training skills alone were remarkable and, in Jack's own mind, were cause enough for everyone on Berk to show him a great deal of respect even if he wasn't the Chief's son. Then there was his sarcastic sense of humor, his loyalty towards Toothless, his amazing flying skills, his laugh, his stupid little mannerisms and the way he talked with his hands, man even the way he awkwardly stuttered every now and then should be reason to see that this guy was one of the nicest guys on this whole island!

Jack wondered if anyone else on Berk was able to see that this guy was going to be a great chief if ever given the opportunity. And even if he didn't, just being able to say you were friends with the guy might as well be a treat itself! Jack had a slight and almost silent chuckle as Belch huffed on Hiccup, the young Viking pinching his nose and turning away as he fanned the air of the foul-smelling dragon breath. Hiccup didn't seem to notice; Toothless on the other hand did. The Night Fury looked up at Jack with half-opened eyes and a smirk spread across his face, giving the Guardian a small purr as his ears slowly raised up just a tad.

"Oh what're you looking at?" Jack asked the dragon, who rolled its eyes and looked back to Hiccup and the Zippleback. But not before the Night Fury whacked Jack with the back of his tail hard enough to have Jack caught off his guard and take just one step forward. He rubbed his back and he glared back at Toothless, who paid Jack no mind at all and kept his eyes fixed on his rider. Jack too looked back to Hiccup and finally realized that, aside from his physical appearance, Jack practically listed all the things he saw in Hiccup that he thought were, well, fantastic really.

What the heck was going on? He hadn't had this close of a friendship since, well, Jamie. '_Maybe I just found another really good friend_,' Jack thought. '_I mean, he's nice, funny, and charismatic, why wouldn't I have a good time with him?_' Jack did however recall one other time he had felt the same way about someone; a long time ago. He still remembered their face, every detail, the way they laughed, their dance…

'_I'm just overthinking all of this_,' he finally decided and tried to focus back on the training that was happening in front of him. Hiccup had successfully gotten Belch to shoot his sparks just a little bit farther than normal, but even then it didn't seem to be enough to hit the gas.

"Why don't you just light the gas and run or something?" asked Hiccup.

"Well Fishlegs said we could use it for other stuff," answered Tuffnut.

Hiccup looked back to Fishlegs who sighed as he folded his arms. "I _tried _to tell them that _if _it did work then it could also be used for long-range attacks. Of course I use the term long-range very loosely."

Jack shrugged and tilted his head, as if to silently say 'makes sense' in reply to Fishlegs. He glanced back down to Toothless who was speaking (if Jack could even call it that considering the dragon was making grunting and huffing noises) to the Zippleback, both heads grunting back. "Maybe it's just not a thing Zippleback's can do," Jack said to Hiccup. "Although, who knows? Maybe it just takes a little bit of practice. It makes perfect, doesn't it?"

"Well practice dopes make perfect," Hiccup repeated.

"Hey!" Jack exclaimed, letting go of the staff with one and gesturing towards Hiccup, "Don't steal my lines! Just because they can't see me doesn't mean…ah forget it, do whatever you want."

Hiccup smirked at Jack's response, quickly looking over his shoulder towards him and raising his brow. "Uh, why don't you guys just take a break? How long have you been at this?"

"All day, really," Ruffnut answered. "We ate breakfast and then came straight here. We were planning this all night!"

Man, Hiccup could see the twins really were full of surprises today. "Really?"

"Yeah!" spoke Tuffnut. "We actually put some effort in this! I thought results came from effort!"

"Successful effort," Ruffnut quickly answered. "This was just for nothing."

"Awh man, and I thought we had something. I drew up battle plans and everything!"

"No you didn't. You fell asleep before I did! I should know, you snore like a congested Gronckle."

"Well, maybe I didn't draw them on _paper_, but I drew them in my head! It's sort of the same, right?"

"Not really," Hiccup said, interrupting the twins bickering. "Look, why don't you guys just take a break, think of some ways to make this thing work and we can meet back here in, say an hour? Sound like a plan?"

The twins looked at each other, seeing if the other had any problem with coming back here in an hour. Both of them limited their options, but since they had nothing planned for the rest of the day, they decided that there was no harm in taking a break so Barf and Belch could take a breather. Ruffnut was the first to speak up, "Sure. Why not, if you think it'll help."

"It might," Hiccup replied with a shrug. "Who knows, maybe you guys will think of something else within the hour."

Tuffnut's eyes lit up as he ran towards his saddle, eager to let his destructive creativity flow. "Come on! I think best when we're flying! I had this one idea where we fill this barrel with gas, and then we just throw it down on someone and light a match and BOOM!"

"How is that something we can train our dragons for, dingus?" asked Ruffnut as she casually climbed on top of Barf, who had already lowered his neck so Ruffnut could easily climb aboard.

"We don't have to! We can just make things explode! We have to go try it out!"

"Uh," Hiccup began, holding up a finger and wagging it at the twins in nervousness, "uh, well, that might not exactly be the, uh, best-"

"Yeah! Yeah that does sound cool! Let's go!" shouted Ruffnut in her enthusiasm.

"Uh actually guys," Hiccup continued to protest, but to no avail. The twins continued their rambunctious hollering and flew out of the Academy, shaking their fists as they soared over the village. Hiccup looked at Fishlegs and sighed as he place done hand on his hip and scratched the back of his head with the other. "Well, uh, this can only end one of two ways, can't it?"

Fishlegs nodded in agreement and answered, "Yes, it can. It can end badly, or it can much worse than 'badly'."

"Is that even grammatically correct?" Jack thought aloud. "I wanna say no but at the same time it does kind of make sense."

"Can't agree with ya more," Hiccup said, letting both of his hands drop.

Fishlegs waved to Hiccup and started for his dragon. "I'll try to make sure they don't kill anyone," he said as he clapped his hands and tried to wake Meatlug. The Gronckle slowly opened her eyes and flapped her wings as she stood up and looked at Fishlegs eagerly. "Hey girl, did ya have a nice nap?" he asked her. He hopped on top of Meatlug and held on tight as she slowly began to float in the air, the buzzing of her wings filling the arena. "I guess I'll see you around, Hiccup," Fishlegs said as he headed for the exit.

"See ya, Fishlegs!" Hiccup called out as his friend exited the Academy and flew after the twins, Toothless shaking his head and spreading his wings just slightly as he watched Meatlug fly off. "Well," Hiccup began, "that was…interesting."

"At least they were practicing," Jack added, giving Hiccup a better sense of optimism towards the situation.

The Viking tilted his head and looked up at the sky, thinking that it really was a good sign that they were so enthusiastic about training, just not that they were just as excited about blowing up all of Berk. With a sigh, Hiccup turned to look at Jack and held his hands at his side. "Okay! So, uh, what do we do now?"

"Well, heck if I know," Jack answered as he jumped into the air and started to float in a circle around Hiccup. "For all I know the only really exciting thing that's going to happen today is you finding some wild dragon and trying to tame it, except with hilarious results."

"And, uh, what does that mean?"

"It means exactly what it sounds like," Jack answered as he set the bottom of his staff on the ground and began to hover horizontally, resting his arm on the crook of his staff. "It means that if we were to go out right now and find, oh, let's say a Nadder, you would have trouble trying to get it to not try to bite your face off."

Hiccup folded his arms as he and Toothless shared a quick look, seriously doubting that Jack knew who he was speaking to. "You do realize that Nadder's are one of the easiest dragons to train, right? You just gotta get their trust and avoid their tail."

"And if this Nadder doesn't want to be trained?"

"Then I let it go? Honestly Jack, I'm not trying to train every single dragon out there. I'm not working on some plan to control every single dragon just so I have something to show-off. A wild dragon is a wild dragon."

"So, I take it you wouldn't go out and train the first Nadder you found?"

"I never said that,"

"You never didn't say it either,"

"…wait, what?"

"Never mind. My point is," Jack lowered himself and slowly set his feet back on solid ground as he continued, "I bet that you can't train a wild Nadder within the one hour time limit you have before the twins come back to finish training that dragon of theirs."

Toothless scoffed at the idea, knowing full well that he and Hiccup could easily take care of a simple Deadly Nadder within one hour. "Well what if I can't find a Nadder?" asked Hiccup.

"Then use any dragon!"

"What if I can't find a dragon?"

"Did you seriously just ask that?"

"Most of the 'wild dragons' you're talking about on Berk have been trained to some extent. They recognize us and don't really attack, so there's not going to be much of a challenge to this. I'm trying to help you here, Jack. You'd lose this bet."

Jack bit his bottom lip as he tried to think of another way to make this game of his a little more interesting. His eyes grew wider just slightly as he thought of a certain and very unique aspect that might prove to be a bit of a challenge for the Viking, snapping his fingers before he pointed at his friend. "You can't use Toothless."

"Sorry?"

"You heard me. No. Night. Fury."

Hiccup would have gotten a little upset at the preposterous idea, but then again, it did seem to spice things up a bit. Even he had to admit that it would prove quite a challenge that he couldn't back down from. "Alright then," Hiccup said, Toothless looking at Hiccup with wide eyes as if Hiccup just signed his own life away. "You've got yourself a deal." Toothless huffed at Hiccup and nudged his head against his shoulder, hoping that his rider wasn't completely losing his mind. Hiccup smiled and even laughed a little as he placed one gentle hand underneath Toothless' head and scratched behind his ear. "Don't worry bud. I'll be careful. And who knows? Maybe the first dragon we'll find is a Terror. You know how easy those things are. I'll tell you what though, you can stand by and just in case things get really bad, you can jump in and be the hero and save the day for us both, huh?"

Toothless did have to admit, that did sound like it was the safer option. He nudged Hiccup's shoulder again before he took a few steps away and licked his lips before he smiled at Hiccup, letting him know that he was okay with this plan. So long as Hiccup was safe of course. "Alright," Hiccup went on, clasping his hands together and giving Jack a devious look, knowing that he would easily win this game, "looks like we've got ourselves a bet!"

"Awesome!" Jack shouted as he grabbed his staff with both hands, his own mischievous smile glaring right at Hiccup. "Now, let's head over to the forest and-" Jack stopped short of finishing his statement and looked at the sky. His smile began to fade as the sky began to fill with the familiar colors that he had seen in the North Pole. The same colors that spread out all across the globe, visible only to the Guardians, whenever North was summoning them. Either something really good had just happened, or something really bad was happening at that very moment. Jack feared that it would be the latter.

"What?" Hiccup asked, glancing up at the sky and wondering what Jack was looking at. "S-something wrong?" he asked again.

Jack blinked, coming back to reality and looking around as he fiddled his fingers together, trying to think of what to do next. Or, better put, how to explain to Hiccup why he had to suddenly leave so soon when they were just about to go out and have some fun together. "Uh," was all he could say at first, an awkward pause sitting between him and Hiccup and practically laughing in Jack's face. "Uh, I-I gotta go," he finally responded before he started to float slowly towards the exit.

"Wait, what!?" Hiccup exclaimed, wondering what could possibly make Jack leave now of all times. "I thought we were gonna go hang out!"

"We were! We were! It-it's just, gah, something just came up. With-with the Guardians." Jack tried to think of any way he could make this up to Hiccup, but knew he had to get to North's Workshop as fast as he could, or else risk some kind of lecture from Aster about how lazy he was…or, is.

"Oh, uh," Hiccup looked back at the sky, but still saw nothing that he thought would have made Jack stop like that and stare at the sky for a good five seconds, "th-that's okay! Yeah, don't worry about. You can always come back. I can still kick your butt whenever, you know!"

Jack's smile slowly started to return as he floated closer to Hiccup and Toothless, "Oh I'd like to see you try string bean!"

"Oh you will! You know what else you'll see? My victory dance!"

"I don't think I want to see you dance. If it's anything like I think it is, it'll just be a jumped mess of you throwing your hands everywhere and stomping the ground like a crazy person!"

"Yeah, my victory dance!" Hiccup snapped.

Jack laughed at the quip, running his hand through his white hair before he floated closer to Toothless and scratched his side. "I'll see you later then."

"How much later?"

Jack paused for a moment, trying to think it over as best he could. "Uh, I dunno," he answered with a shrug. "I guess we'll just have to see how busy I am. Unfortunately, the rest of the world needs me too."

"Unfortunately," Hiccup repeated.

"Take it easy!" Jack said before he placed both of his feet on Toothless' head and pushed off, shooting towards the sky and out of the arena through its chain-linked roof. "I'LL SEE YOU LATER, DORK FACE!" Jack shouted, waving at Hiccup and Toothless before he took off over the water.

Toothless shook his head and rubbed the top of it with one of his front paws, the cold feeling from Jack's feet slowly fading away. Hiccup waved back at Jack and called out after him, "SEE YA!", though he doubted Jack would even hear him. He looked to Toothless, and saw the Night fury still rubbing his head and huffing in annoyance. When he finally put his paw down, Hiccup smiled and lightly pushed Hiccup's head. "Awh, come on. That was funny." Toothless only rolled his eyes, though even he was still hoping that the Guardian would come back sooner than later.

Hiccup paused for a moment, scratching the top of Toothless' head as Jack's last words echoed through his head. Dork face. What kind of an insult was that? Whatever kind it was, it was making Hiccup start to blush.

* * *

><p>To Jack's pleasure, he wasn't the last of the Guardians to arrive at the workshop. He wasn't the first, but at least he wasn't the last. Sandy and Bunny arrived at the same time, North itching to tell everyone the news.<p>

"Look all I'm saying," Bunny explained to Sandy, "is that I should get a good movie! A real one! North has lots of em, and what do I have? Peter Cottontail and that one movie where I'm just a family of rabbits that almost gets overthrown by, by chickens! It's embarrassing!"

"Well, at least they almost got your accent down pat," Jack added, smirking at the rabbit as he hopped between Jack and Tooth, "You should be grateful they at least did their research."

"Last I checked, I didn't crap out jelly beans. Ridiculous, that's what that is."

Tooth giggled at the thought of seeing a six-foot tall rabbit trying to poop out tiny jelly beans. She covered her mouth and tried to look away from Bunny, but the Pooka knew exactly what she was thinking. "Oh come on! It's humiliating to think that kids think of me that way!"

"I-If it makes you feel any better," Tooth began, trying to calm herself, "I was a bald wrestler once. Then some gross, fat, hairy dude."

"Don't even get me started," Jack said, placing his free hand inside the pocket on his hoodie.

"If you please?" North said, politely informing his friends he was ready to speak. Once they settled down and gave North their full attention, the Guardian folded his large arms and took a deep breath before he began. "It is not working," was all he said at first.

Silence fell over the Guardians, Jack being the first to speak up. "Awh man, really?" he asked, looking at his staff as he held it up for everyone to see. "Dammit, I just got this thing recalibrated. Maybe it's finally time for an upgrade. I hear the new models have Wi-Fi!" Jack's joke was thankfully able to get a little bit of laughter out of everyone, even Bunny.

"Alright," he said, "I'll give you that one. That was funny."

North, slowly losing his smile as he realized he needed to further explain the bad news to his friends, spoke once more. "I mean our plan. It's not working."

"Plan?" Tooth asked. "You mean the plan with Pitch?"

"Exactly," North answered. He turned around towards the panel for the globe and flipped a few switches, making the globe's lights fade away as the lights for Pitch's believers turned on. "He's losing his own believers, this is good. Very good. But, he's still getting more."

"What-what do you mean 'more'?" Bunny inquired.

"Exactly what it sounds like," North answered as he turned back around towards the Guardians. "Children are losing their belief in Pitch, yes? Other children, however, are just starting to believe."

The Guardians stood silent for a minute, each of them trying to process what this might mean. Tooth spoke first, "Well, I mean come on guys, this is to be expected after all. It's not like Pitch wasn't gonna go down without a fight. I mean really, we should have seen this coming."

"She's right," North said solemnly, "I thought the same, until I counted."

"Counted?" Jack asked, "H-How many did you find?"

"Ninety eight."

The Guardians were all shocked to hear this news. They had all tried their best to make sure the number went down, not up. Sandy seemed to be the most disappointed out of all the Immortals. The four members of the group looked at one another, hoping the other would speak up and have some kind of brilliant plan to get the ball rolling and once again have the upper hand. "So, what do we do?" Bunny asked.

"Ah, where has your hope gone, Bunny?" North asked, switching the globe back to its original state and having it glow with the thousands of lights the Guardians were used to. "We just have to step our game up is all. Is no biggie."

Sandy gave the rest of the Guardians a thumbs up, knowing already that he would try much harder to give the children as many good dreams as he could and paying extreme close attention to those specific children Pitch had targeted. Maybe there was some kind of pattern between them. A common trait or detail about their past.

"Well I still think we would have something accomplished by now," Bunny stated, hoping closer to the Globe. "I mean we've been at this for weeks and we still haven't even seen the guy. The closest we came was one of Tooth's little helpers, and even then he chased her off!"

Jack bit his lip as he switched his staff to his other hand, knowing that he was part to blame for this mishap. While he wanted to keep his mouth shut, the responsible part of him knew he had to speak up. How that responsibility got in him he had no idea, but he hated that he wanted to say this while he could. "Uh, about that," he began, "I might not have exactly been spending all of my time looking after all of my believers."

"What do you mean?" Tooth asked.

"I mean…," Jack scratched the back of his head and looked away from the Guardians as he continued, hoping that an elf would come and distract everyone by offering some kind of cookie or drink and keep them occupied for just a few seconds longer. "I mean I might have spent a little more time elsewhere than I should have…"

"And that's supposed to mean what, exactly?" Bunny asked as took a few steps closer to the Guardian of Fun.

Jack paused for a moment before he looked up at the rest of the group, Sandy stepping closer to Jack's side with a comforting hand rather than stare at him from the front like the rest of the group. Jack sighed before he spat out, "I've been spending some time at that island with the dragons. I've been there every so often for a long time now. I only leave to make sure that the weather is as it should be."

None of the Guardians had anything to say at first, each for their own reasons. Tooth was trying to be polite, knowing that Jack knew what he did was wrong…well maybe not wrong, but it wasn't exactly right either. Sandy still stood by Jack's side with a comforting hand. North sighed and looked down at the ground, wondering how he would put his rambling thoughts into words. Bunny, on the other hand, knew exactly what he wanted to say.

"Are you serious, mate?" he shouted, just a few steps away from being right in Jack's face. "How could you be so irresponsible? We're this close to letting Pitch have over a hundred believers, and you're hanging out with your friends?"

"Well hey it's not my fault!" Jack retorted, "I don't have that many believers to begin with! It's not like I can help them or anything! They all believe in you and me and they're in just as much danger as yours!" Jack looked around the room at the rest of the Guardians before continuing, "Now could I have done better, yes, absolutely. But the best thing I can do right now is get more believers! And how I do that is by doing what any weather Immortal is supposed to do! Spread winter!"

"We understand that Jack, really we do," Tooth assured calmly as she flew closer to Jack, placing a hand on his shoulder. "But you just said you've been spending a lot of time at that dragon island."

"Berk."

"Sorry?" North asked.

"Its name is Berk. And you know what? Maybe I have been spending some time there, but I happen to like it there you know. What I do on my down time is my business."

"Is this really the time for you to be relaxing?" Bunny asked with a loud and assertive tone. "Look at what you caused!"

"ME? I'm NOT the only one to blame here, Aster! We've all got slack to pick up! At least I'm admitting that I was slacking more than the rest of you!"

"Exactly! We wouldn't be having this problem if you had only done your job! You're a Guardian! Now act like it! You can hang out with your friends later!"

Jack's grip on his staff was tightening, the frost starting to grow closer and closer towards the tip of the crook. Although Jack knew Bunny was right, he hated being treated like a child because of it. He saw this coming though, he expected Bunny to be the one to give him the lecture and treat him like he was still a kid.

"We're all at fault here, Bunny," North said, looking at all the Guardians as he continued, "All of us need to do better jobs. Jack might not have the best, but at least he can admit that he was wrong." Jack's grip was starting to loosen. "While I cannot say that I agree with Jack, I can say that I do not disagree with him either. As long as he is willing to help, then he has my trust and my respect."

Jack nodded towards North, Bunny looking down at the ground and breathing slowly, trying to calm himself down before looking back at Jack and pointing at him. "Just remember you have a job other than snow days, Frost."

"It's a lot harder than it sounds or even looks, believe it or not."

"I'm a giant talking rabbit that paints eggs for a living. I'll believe most anything," Bunny stated before hopping back to the panel that controlled the lights on the Globe. Jack did have to give Bunny that one, shrugging as he tilted his head to the right. "Alright then," Bunny said, "so what now?"

While they discussed their next move, Jack felt a small tug on the end of his sleeve. He went to look down but only saw Sandy start to hover right beside him, climbing up Jack's sleeve. Jack held his arm out, elbow bent so Sandy could have something to hold on to, and gave his friend a smile. "Something wrong?"

Sandy pointed to Jack before a simple smiley face appeared above his head. He pointed again to Jack before he himself started to smile, pointing then with both fingers to his own smile. "Sooo," Jack said with a smirk, "I shhhhooouuullld brush my teeth more? I thought Tooth was the one who was supposed to be telling me all this."

Sandy's smile grew as he rolled his eyes and playfully punched Jack's shoulder. "Alright, alright. Be happy, I gotcha!" Jack finally said. Sandy closed his eyes and nodded, a thumbs up sign appearing over his head before he let go of Jack's sleeve and floated slowly back down to the ground.

"We'll think about that part later," Jack heard North say before he stepped closer to the rest of his friends. "Well! Other than this news, how is everyone's day?"

"Don't even get me started," Tooth answered.

"No, really; don't. We'll be here for hours," Jack jested.

The Guardians, even Tooth, shared a small laugh. Afterwards, each of them, save Jack, shared small details about their day, though all Sandy could give was two thumbs up. Jack was the first to excuse himself from the group, flying backwards before he started to fly towards the ceiling, but North called out to him before he could even get three feet off of the ground.

"Jack, one moment please!"

Jack turned around, not floating back down to the ground as he waited for North to catch up and allowing them to have their conversation in private. "Wassup?"

"When do you think you'll go back to the island?" North asked in a hushed tone.

"Berk?"

"Yes. Berk."

Jack thought about it for a moment, knowing that he promised Hiccup that he would come back soon after he got done with whatever business he had to take care of. Unfortunately, this business dealt with taking care of Pitch which would take a lot longer than Jack had anticipated. "I, uh, don't really know," Jack answered.

"Well, take some time. Plenty of time. I'm sure your friends won't mind, right?"

Jack hated to say it, but he knew North was right. Hiccup didn't seem like the kind of person to even hold grudges, so it wasn't like if he went back to Berk he'd have to apologize and hear some kind of lecture from Hiccup like he would Bunny. "No," Jack answered with a forced smile, "he shouldn't mind."

"Great," responded North, noticing jack's smile was obviously forced but still gave him a gentle and warm one in return. "I know this might be hard, but we need you. He'll be there when you get back, no?"

"No, he'll be there! Of course."

"Well, I'm glad you are being thoughtful about all of this, Jack."

"Hey, I should have seen this coming," Jack said with a hint of optimism returning to his voice, "I mean, it was the same with Jamie, right? Just gotta balance everything out is all. No big."

"Excellent attitude, Jack. Very good." North glanced back to his friends and nodded, deciding all was good and well with Jack. The large man looked back at the winter spirit and gave him another hopeful smile. "Have safe travels then, my friend!"

"Thanks, North!" Jack replied as he floated to the open window in the ceiling. "Keep an eye on that globe for me!" Jack exited the Workshop, hearing the mumbling noise of North shouting back something that was probably along the lines of 'I will'. Jack flew for the States, not knowing where exactly he was going, but knew that he had to get his head cleared up and focus on taking care of the problem with Pitch.

He could only hope Hiccup wouldn't get too upset over leaving him to take care of that wild dragon without him.

* * *

><p><strong>See what I meant about not much really happening? I think my point has been made. But to be fair I wouldn't have all of this happen for nothing. I'm a strong believer in building relationships instead of jumping right into them and I'd like to think that's what I'm portraying here...I hope. I'm just trying to move the story along and such.<strong>

**So yeah, you should leave any kind of comment you want on your way out if you enjoyed the chapter or just the story in general. They strengthen me.**


	15. Chapter 15

**~III~ think I have some explaining to do.**

**First off, I'm sure you all must know how sorry I am it took me SO LONG to update. To make a long story short, school happened. And with school comes all of my Theatre work, which included taking part in two separate shows with two different teams. And with all the school drama/workload came more work for my daily life. I barely had time to work on anything else.**

**All in all, things just weren't the best and because of that I had little to no time to sit down and write.**

**But when I did find time to write (and my muse also decided to cooperate), you can bet I tried my hardest to get stuff done.**

**So then I guess without further ado, here's Chapter 15. Let's hope it meets up with whatever expectations you may have!**

**(Hint: it won't)**

* * *

><p><strong>Chapter 15<strong>

Nothing.

That's all that was going through his mind as he jumped from rooftop to rooftop. At least, that's what he was trying to achieve as he tried to focus on other, more important things. Jumping through the air and rolling onto the next rooftop, swinging his staff to grab the small pipe that was part of the chimney in order to swing to the next rooftop, back-flipping off of that rooftop just to land on the smaller one before turning around and running for the next one, Jack's energy knew no limits tonight.

He had to get his mind off of Berk. Off of Toothless and the many dragons that inhabited the island. Off of Hiccup. He had a job to do after all and there was hardly any time to waste. Bringing winter to the rest of the world was a task that Jack knew how to do with ease. Keeping himself occupied while being entertained at the same time however was another story. Finally taking a stand on top of one of the larger buildings, the Guardian looked over the town, the streetlights giving off a warm glow as they lit the way to the large group of homes near the edge of town. The moon also helped give Jack as much light as possible, shining brightly in the night sky before any cloud had the chance to fly in front of its white light.

Jack twirled his staff in hand as he looked behind him and looked at the town one last time, a gust of wind blowing in his face and making his bangs wave and bounce. "Alright," Jack said for no one to hear, "time to get to work."

The Sinter Spirit jumped down and stopped just a foot off of the street, hovering for just a moment as he held his staff out to just slowly glide along the pavement as he flew down the street. A thin layer of frost, shimmering and sparkling like the stars, started to grow behind Jack as he made he made his way towards the homes. Jack whizzed past every car, streetlight, stop sign; he didn't even wait for the squirrel to get out of the road, instead he just flew right past it and looked behind him and watched as the little critter scurried away from the growing frost.

Jack laughed as he entered the neighborhood, coming to a slow halt and looking at the first group of houses on either side of the street. The trees had already lost a good part of their leaves; some yards even had no trees at all. Jack decided to start with the house to his left, slowly moving towards the house until he was hovering right beside the line of bushes that sat in front of it. Clutching his staff with both hands, Jack closed his eyes and took in a deep breath before he slowly opened his eyes and moved quickly throughout the neighborhood. A cold chill followed him as layers of frost were scattered everywhere. Along the grass, windows, cars, mailboxes, driveways, everywhere Jack could go he would leave some trace of him behind.

Shouting and laughing through the wind, Jack turned the corner and saw a park just at the end of the street, a jungle gym, swing set, and a see-saw placed where children could have fun on their days off. Jack's grin grew devious as he let his frost follow him towards the playground, covering it with thin layers of sparkling ice that would shine even brighter than it was now once the sun rose.

Jack flew higher into the sky and looked over the community, knowing that soon the snow would follow and the children of the town would get a fun-filled day off from school. Unless it was a weekend when the snow finally arrived, in which case Jack didn't really see the point of calling it a snow day if the kids weren't going to get a day off from school. But nonetheless, he knew the children and maybe even a few adults would love the sight of the first snowfall of winter. A few adults however might groan at the sight, knowing that with snow came shoveling it off of the driveway or making sure one didn't slip down the stairs leading to the backyard. But even then, Jack didn't care. He just knew the kids would love it, and that was all that really mattered.

Taking one last look around the neighborhood, Jack noticed he missed a spot on one house at the end of the street, right beside the tree that stood in the back yard nonetheless. Jack made his way over to the back yard, admiring how nicely kept it was. A swing set for the kids, a nice patio for the parents, lots of space for playing, the back yard itself seemed like it had plenty of potential for a battleground for a great snowball fight. Jack made the final touches on the grass, giving it a nice coat of frost before he turned to leave, but came to a slow halt as he saw a light twinkling in the second story window.

Normally, Jack wouldn't have stopped to question the soft glow of a light coming from inside a house this late at night. Obviously a child lived here, so there was the possibility it was a nightlight. But Jack could see a shadow moving about in the room. Judging by its shape, Jack guessed that it was a boy but had no idea how old he was. Regardless, Jack's curiosity got the better of him and he moved closer to the window, wondering why anyone would be up this late. Having no roof to stand on, Jack floated outside the window, no curtains or blinds hindering him from seeing who inhabited the room.

Jack saw the outline of what appeared to be a teen who couldn't be past sixteen, dark-skinned, short hair, sitting on his bed and staring at the wall. The kid did nothing but sit there and stare at the wall for the few seconds Jack stared at him. The Guardian tried to think of any possibilities as to why this kid was up this late. Maybe he just couldn't fall asleep was the more likely option, but Jack's mind continued to wonder more and more options. Maybe Pitch was just here? It seemed unlikely since he usually like to hang around to see how his victims would react once awake.

Taking Jack by surprise, the kid turned around and looked right at Jack, his half opened eyes staring right at the window. Jack's curiosity got the better of him again and he slowly waved his hand at the kid. "You wouldn't happen to be able to see me, would you?" Jack asked. The kid however said and did nothing but stare at the window. "Thought not."

The kid reached over to a small dresser he had beside his bed, scattered with small boxes, and grabbed his phone, turning it on and swiping his thumb as he opened some app Jack couldn't see. The kid coughed once, twice, three times, pausing to breath for a short moment before he started coughing even louder, covering his mouth in order to not wake up anyone else in the house. It was only then that Jack noticed the small boxes on his dresser were actually medicine containers. Jack focused on the boxes, squinting his eyes and seeing that two of them read 'Cold Medicine' while another had the word 'congestion' on it.

Jack sighed as he saw what was really keeping the guy up this late. He felt even sorrier for him as he grabbed a tissue and tried to blow his nose, becoming agitated as he tossed the flimsy piece of paper back onto the dresser since he couldn't get his nose to clear up. The first thought that came to Jack's mind was of course to give the kid something to wake up to in the morning, but it wasn't like the kid was going to be able to go outside and enjoy it even if he did. At least he would miss school tomorrow, knowing there was no way anyone's parents would make their kid go to school if he felt as miserable as he looked.

Jack was once again reminded of how children could come to hate this time of year just as much as adults could. Colds, flu's, stuffy noses alone were a nuisance. Jack tried to think of any way to make the kid feel better, but without the kid seeing him, there was really nothing that Jack could do besides write a message on his window. Even then, the boy was a teenager, there was no way he'd believe in someone like Jack Frost right off the bat just because of some mysterious writing that appeared on his window.

Jack looked away from the boy and flew for the sky, not turning around to even take a second look at the house before he flew off to whatever town was next. Reaching the clouds, Jack came to the conclusion that, since the sold winter air followed him wherever he went, why not take a break from his work? After all he had been at this for two, maybe three days, a short break was surely deserved by now.

Having no idea where he was exactly, Jack knew he was at least was somewhere in the UK. He tried to remember where his closest believer was, hoping to maybe get some fun out of them. But unfortunately, by the time he arrived he would still have to wait hours before the sun rose. At times, Jack was a patient guy. Waiting hours for someone to wake up however, that was pushing it. Instead Jack decided to head back to America, recalling one believer he had in Maine where he was sure his cold presence wouldn't be an unexpected welcome. Jack turned and headed East, hoping his arrival would be one his believer would find to be a wonderful surprise.

The journey was a long one, but Jack arrived on the coast of Maine with ease, heading straight for the town where he remembered his believer living. Though he had traveled across practically every inch of the country, Jack always knew where his believers were. Call it whatever you will; maybe he was good at remembering directions, but Jack had a feeling, a connection perhaps, to each of his believers. Wherever he met them, he would know exactly how to get back to that spot, be it by remembering landmarks or knowing only the name of the town and finding his way to the familiar spot as if he was in a maze.

Regardless, Jack found the home of his believer. If he remembered correctly, and he usually did, his name was Jacob. Last he saw him he was ten years old, so by now he should be eleven. Luckily, Jack saw the kid running around in his backyard, his light skin a light shade of pink from the cold and his brown hair seeming to bounce with each step he took, his dog following him as he chased the stick the boy was teasing the Black Labrador with. Jack slowly floated down and stood on the boy's wooden fence, smiling as the blue-eyed boy and his dog played together.

"Good boy!" Jacob laughed as the dog tried to bite down on the stick. "Now go get it!" Jacob threw the stick across the yard, facing away from Jack and still not knowing that his old friend had come back to say hi. The stick bounced off of the fence and it wasn't long before the dog snatched it up and brought it back to the boy, obediently dropping it at the boys feet and sticking his rear in the air, anticipating Jacob to throw the stick once more. "Good boy!" Jacob repeated, "Yeah, you're such a good boy!"

"Big deal," Jack finally called out, making Jacob jump and turn around to see the Guardian squatting down and balancing himself on the fence, "show me a dog that can convincingly play dead and then I'll be surprised!"

Jacob smiled once he saw the familiar face, running towards the gate and making sure he stopped in a spot where Jack would have plenty of room to jump down. "Jack!"

"Hey, kiddo," Jack greeted as he jumped down from the fence and knelt down in front of the kid, placing a hand on his shoulder as he returned his smile. "How ya been?"

"Awesome! I've been playing with Chico all day!"

"Chico, huh? So that's his name."

"Yeah! I got him almost a year ago!" The dog in question slowly made his way over to Jack, unsure if this stranger was safe or not. Jacob seemed to think this man was nice, but the dog still was unsure if the stranger with the big stick posed any kind of threat.

"Well he's a big fella, isn't he?" Jack said looking at the dog and slowly reaching out for it with an open hand. "Come on buddy, I don't bite."

"He's usually pretty friendly." Chico slowly inched closer and closer to Jack, sniffing his cold hand with curiosity. A few seconds was all it took fir Chico to start licking the stranger's hand, realizing he was safe and seemed as if he posed no threat to the smaller, more playful child. "See? He likes you!"

Jack nodded as he scratched behind the dog's ears. "I never doubted it. Dogs love me! I don't think I've ever met a dog that didn't like me after a little while. Maybe it's because my breath smells like dog treats."

Jacob laughed as he gently tapped Chico's back, getting the rambunctious dog's attention. "I didn't think you'd be back so soon!"

"Yeah, well, I was in the neighborhood. Thought I'd pop by to say 'sup."

Jacob giggled as he mimicked Jack, leaning his head back a tad and repeating in a 'cool' tone, "'Sup?"

Jack smiled as he messed with Jacob's hair before jumping in the air and floating over to the center of the yard, Chico staring at Jack the whole time and barking at him as he showed off his power. "Why are you out here? Why aren't you with your friends?"

"Dad's at work and mom's out grocery shopping. I'm not allowed to leave the house."

"Bummer," Jack said as he swiped the ground with his staff, a few sparks flying out from the tip. "How long will she be gone?"

"Dunno. She only left, like, a few minutes ago? She'll be gone for a while I guess."

"Well then, it's a good thing I'm here." Jack pointed his staff at the ground and twirled it in a slow circle, a small pile of ice and snow starting to slowly form underneath it. "So, how old are you now, Jake? Nine?"

"I'm eleven, genius?" Jacob spat as he folded his arms. "My birthday was yesterday!"

"What!?" Jack shouted, still working his magic and letting the pile of snow grow. "It was yesterday? You're kidding me! I missed it!" Although Jack had no real way of knowing when Jacob's birthday was, he did feel a slight twinge of guilt for not showing up and missing his special day.

Jacob didn't seem to mind though, only shrugging and acting as if it was no big deal. "It's fine. I wasn't even here. I was out with some friends. We went to the movies then we had some pizza then went bowling. Had some cake and ice cream too and oh my GOSH the cake my mom got was amazing!"

"Oh yeah?" Jack asked. "What kind of presents did you get?"

Jacob's eyes seemed to light up as he remembered all the cool things he got and began to count on his fingers all the things he got from his friends and parents. "I got this new video game, I got some movies, I got this book, ooh, and my mom and dad got me a new skateboard _and _a new sketchpad!

"Oh, what? No car? Dude, you totally got robbed this year!" Jack joked.

Jacob laughed as Chico grabbed the stick and wagged his tail, begging Jacob to throw this stick again. Taking the stick form the dog's mouth, Jacob tossed it across the yard as he answered, "Nah, it was cool! Wish you coulda been there though."

"Yeah, well, just don't get too old on me, okay? I don't need you forgetting the fact that I even exist!"

"I don't think that's gonna happen soon, Jack," Jacob answered.

"_I wouldn't bet on it_" Jack thought as Chico ran back to Jacob and handed him the stick. It was after all around this time that kids would start to stop believing in people like Jack and Santa and the Tooth Fairy. While eleven was still young, Jacob maybe had one more year left before he forgot about Jack. Some kids stopped believing by the time they were thirteen at the very most, but Jack learned that most stopped around the time they were twelve.

Jack tried to tell himself that he was different from the rest of the Guardians though since he actually had time to spend with the kids instead of being held up in some workshop and only arriving when the kids were fast asleep. Still, Jack had lost believers in the years gone by. Jack was eagerly waiting for the day that one, just one of his believers other than Jamie or Sophie would stick around.

Jack stayed with Jacob the whole time his mother was gone, using the pile of snow he had made that had grown inch by inch with each blast he had made with his staff for a snowball fight and snowman building contest. When the time came, Jack even flew up to Jacob's room when his mother told him to come inside since he had been outside for almost a whole hour and needed to warm up. Jacob showed Jack some of his new artwork and even tried to do a caricature of Jack. Jack was surprised by how well it came out, saying it captured his likeness very well. Jacob urged Jack to keep it, saying it was a gift to him, but Jack insisted that Jacob keep it. Just so he would always remember Jack and the fun that they shared.

Jacob finally gave in and decided to keep it but on the condition that he draw something else for Jack as a token of his gratitude for him spending whatever time he could with Jacob. Jack gladly accepted, Jacob saying he would have something ready by the time Jack came back again, which Jack promised would be soon. The two spent another hour or so together up in Jacob's room before Jack had to go, reassuring Jacob he would be back again to make sure he got a few days out of school. The two said their goodbye's and Jack took to the sky once more, waving at Jacob's window as he flew out of sight.

Jack flew over the town and headed for the clouds, his hood ruffling and flapping through the rough wind. Spending as much time as he was with Jacob made Jack grow a little homesick; and so the Guardian decided to visit his old friend back in Burgess.

The flight was much shorter compared to the last one he had to take, arriving in Burgess in what seemed like little to no time at all. While Sophie was playing outside, Jack looked through Jamie's window and saw the teen begin to take off his scarf, his gloved already sitting on his bed. Jack knocked on Jamie's window, earning a smile from his friend once he saw who had arrived.

Jamie opened the window and looked down to notice that Sophie still didn't know that Jack was here. "She'll be pretty peeved if you don't at least go say 'hi' you know," Jamie stated.

"Eh, I'll say 'hi' later. Right now, I want you to tell me more about that story of yours," Jack said as he carefully stepped inside Jamie's room. "I thought about it on the way over and couldn't stop! I wanna know how it's coming along!"

Jamie glanced back at his laptop with a sigh. "Well, it's coming. In a way, I guess."

"Uh-oh," Jack said as he tossed his staff on Jamie's bed. "That doesn't sound good."

"It's not," Jamie responded.

The two spent some time talking about Jamie's story, mostly where his muse had decided to run off to. The two chatted about names for a new character Jamie was introducing, what mystical place the protagonists should go to in order to find the mystic artifact they needed to find, but what really got Jack interested once more was when Jamie brought up the subject of the dragons. Instantly his mind was back on Berk and how Hiccup and Toothless were doing. While he tried his best to focus on Jamie and his story, Jack couldn't help but let his mind wander back to the idea of Hiccup and his green eyes shimmering in the sunlight as they flew over Berk, eagerly anticipating their next adventure.

Over time, Jack managed to help Jamie out with his story a good amount and managed to squeeze in some play time with Sophie, teaming up with her against her brother in a snowball fight which they won, though to be fair Jamie didn't give it his all since he was clearly outmatched and he purposely let his sister win every now and then.

Before Jack knew it, it was already night fall and the two had to go back inside. Jack waited outside as the two had their dinner, Jamie going upstairs as soon as he was done. Jack was let back inside once Jamie had reached his room, quickly shutting the window behind him since he didn't want Jamie's room to be as cold as it was outside.

"Well, I'd say today was a productive one, wouldn't you?" Jack asked.

"Aside from that thing?" Jamie asked as he pointed his thumb over his shoulder towards his laptop, "Then yeah. I got a good amount of things done."

"Oh come on man! I guarantee you, once you have this thing finished, people will be begging their friends to borrow their copy!" Jack encouraged as he moved past Jamie and gestured towards the closed laptop.

"If I ever get published," Jamie added.

Jack tisked at the thought of 'if'. "You say that like it's not going to happen. Hey, you know what? If you don't, you can always just post it online, can't you?"

"I don't want to post it online though."

"Understandable," Jack stated, moving back towards Jamie's bed and carefully leaning his staff against the wall. "I guess the best you can do is hope. For now anyways. Just get this thing done as quickly as possible, and who knows? Maybe you'll get the best publishing company out there."

"Glad to see you're so optimistic."

"I'm a Guardian of Childhood. Optimism is kinda required."

Jamie laughed at Jack's little joke and agreed with him, even though he knew that Jack was usually the hopeful one if things weren't getting too bad. The two boys spent another couple hours or so together, Sophie popping in only once to say goodnight to Jack. When it came time for Jack to leave, he did so as slowly as possible, dragging out each word before he managed to slowly fly out the window and say goodbye to his friend, who shut the window behind him and sarcastically waved his hand goodbye at the winter spirit.

Jack rolled his eyes as he started flying. Wherever he ended up flying to, he didn't care. He just knew that he needed some fresh air. Hiccup. That's what was on his mind ever since he left Berk: Hiccup and Toothless and the dragons and all of Berk itself. Why couldn't he clear his mind? All he could think for some reason was Hiccup and whether or not he would disappoint him being gone for so long. He just had to see him, just once, even if it was to say he would be back soon only then to fly off and not be back for just a few more days. It was practically excruciating! Jack knew he would have to apologize once he got back to Berk and hope that Hiccup wouldn't be too disappointed in him. Jack shook his head at the thought; disappoint Hiccup? Since when did once believer become so damn important to him? "_I don't understand_!" Jack thought. "_He's just one guy! One believer! I've got plenty of those! Why is he so damn special all of a sudden, huh Jack_?" he asked himself.

Jack tried to run through a list of everything he saw in Hiccup that he thought would make him pay more attention to him that any of his other duties as a Guardian or a spirit of winter. "_Let's see_," he began as he kept flying through the cold winter air, "_his dorky attitude, his sense of humor, his dragon, his personality, his…his laugh, that _damn_ stupid laugh of his, the way he played with his hands whenever he talked, how his eyes seemed to light up whenever he started talking about something he really truly seemed to care about, heck, his eyes altogether, the way he played with his hair when he got nervous…wait…_" Jack's flying began to slow down. "What the heck?" he thought aloud as he came to a slow halt, hovering hundreds of feet above the ground.

Jack tried his best to make sense of everything. The constant thoughts about Hiccup, his constant need to be around him and have fun with him, the way he loved hearing him laugh thanks to whatever joke Jack had just done…Jack remembered the last time something like this had happened. He shook his head as he continued flying, though it was much slower than before. "No. No I'm wrong," he whispered to himself. "_I'm overreacting is all_," he told himself. He felt the same way about Jamie too, didn't he? He always wanted to be with Jamie; he was his best friend after all! So why was Hiccup any different?

The answer came to Jack's mind all too quickly. The Guardian yet again came to another slow stop in the air as his grip on his staff tightened. "_Because he's Hiccup,_" he thought. "_And it's because he's Hiccup that…that…_"

"Dammit," Jack muttered as he grabbed his staff with both hands, squeezing it as hard as he could with shaking fists. This can't be happening again. Not again. The last time this happened it didn't end well at all. With Tooth it was different; she lived forever. But Hiccup, he was mortal and would grow old and die. "No, no, no," Jack kept saying, trying his best to ignore it and try to make sense of everything. But thought after thought, one right after the other slowly inched their way into Jack's mind, making him slowly realize what was really going on. The idea of hugging Hiccup, watching him that night while he slept and fixing his hair, messing around with him as much as he was, that time he held onto Hiccup when he was riding Toothless and didn't want to let go even for a second, heck even the time he let Hiccup ride him as they flew over the trees on Berk, each thought brought Jack closer and closer to the realization that he didn't want to have.

Jack, as much as he didn't want to admit it, was starting to like Hiccup more than he had originally planned. In fact, Jack was even scared to admit that he could call it a crush. Waving his stick through the air in one swift motion, Jack shouted in anger as bright blue sparks flew out of the tip of his staff, flying through the air and sounding as if ice was cracking all around Jack. The sparks soon disappeared into nothing, vanishing as if they were the sparks of a firework.

"Dammit. Dammit. DAMMIT!" Jack reached up and placed his palm on his forehead as he grabbed his bangs, his head falling down to his chest as he gritted his teeth. There had to be another explanation for this, there _had _to be. But unfortunately, Jack couldn't think of one. And Jack knew this wasn't going to end well. The last time he had a crush, it made it all the more worse once they stopped believing in him. They were one of the first people Jack had seen besides Jamie to go past age fifteen and still believe in him. They seemed mature for their age, smart, funny, creative, all the things Jack liked in a person. Even though he knew they would never be together, it still brought Jack joy knowing that they enjoyed their time together just as much as he did.

Jack tried to calm himself, thinking of any way he could handle this logically and responsibly. First off, don't tell Hiccup. Secondly, don't tell the Guardians. There was no way they would ever let him off the hook for this. As far as Jack knew, Manny wouldn't tell the Guardians, and that was even if Manny knew about Jack's crush in the first place, but since Manny usually knew everything about the Guardians, he felt safe to assume that Manny probably knew about this before he did.

Third, Jack knew he would have to try to ignore his feelings. He would have to try to get past them and pretend like they didn't even exist. It was the only real way he was going to get through this. But what then? He had to go back and see Hiccup eventually, right? It wasn't like he could ignore him. He couldn't just leave him there on Berk and never come back. Maybe ignoring his feelings was going to be harder than he realized, especially when he went back to Berk and would have to deal with Hiccup's painfully amusing laughter and wonderful smile. Jack closed his eyes as he tried to think of a real game plan.

But all the Guardian could think of was going back to Berk and seeing Hiccup. He had to see him again, that much he knew. It was painfully obvious. A deep and shaky sigh escaped Jack as he moved his hand back down to his side and looked up at the night sky, a few stars shining through a hole in the clouds. Jack hadn't been back on Berk in a few days and knew that he would have to go back soon. He just needed a couple more days to clear his head.

Slowly, Jack began flying forward, not knowing where he would end up, but not really caring. At this point, all Jack wanted to do was fly. He needed to clear is thoughts and make sense of all of this. "_Who knows?_" he asked himself. "_Maybe I'll find my answer in a couple days._"

* * *

><p>Hiccup's week didn't seem to drag on as usual. He hadn't heard form Jack since he left practically out of nowhere just a few days ago, but tried not to pay much attention to it, knowing in his gut that he could trust his friend and that he would keep his promise. He knew Jack would come back soon. He was sure of it.<p>

Until then, life continued as it normally did. Hiccup took care of Toothless, he and his friends trained in the Academy whenever they had the time, he was sure to help out his dad in any way he could around Berk but would always find time to go out on Toothless and explore. At night, when the day was over, he'd sit in his room and plan for the next day's tasks before blowing out the candle by his bedside and falling asleep.

It wasn't until Jack was gone for four days did Hiccup realize just how long Jack had been missing. The four days seemed to fly by fast to Hiccup, but once he realized how long four days really was, it was then that he began to wonder how long Jack would be gone. Although he knew he had a real job to do as a Guardian and as the guy responsible for winter, so he knew that Jack probably shouldn't be bothered with rushing back to Berk so quickly. The next day however brought different outcomes for Hiccup. Every time the boy felt a gust of wind or see a small bit of snow fly across the ground, his hopes would grow high as he'd look to the sky in the hopes of seeing Jack land on some rooftop or even right beside him.

Hiccup would be lying to himself if he said he wasn't just the slightest bit disappointed whenever he saw that it wasn't Jack that had caused the wind. He still tried to remain positive however, knowing that jack would turn up sooner or later. Even Toothless was anticipating Jack's arrival, looking around the sky every time they flew for any sign of Jack's blue hoodie in the distance flying closer to Berk.

It wasn't until the night of the fourth day did Hiccup's growing eagerness for Jack's return grow to the point where he couldn't get it off of his mind. The candle still burning by his bed and his dad fast asleep downstairs, Hiccup stared at the ceiling and sighed. Occasionally, he'd look at the window, which he had left open that night, just to see if Jack would poke his head in or Odin forbid even try to sneak in so he could scare Hiccup and Toothless. Once more, Hiccup's hopes were crushed when he saw that Jack was nowhere to be found.

Bored out of his mind and not being able to sleep, Hiccup reached down and grabbed his sketchbook from underneath his bed. He opened it to the last page that he had used and began to reflect on it. It was a simple drawing, a slimmer design for a new axe that a man had asked for. He flipped back a few pages to see what else he had drawn and stopped when he came to the page he had covered with small sketches of Jack. It and two other pages were filled with small sketches of Jack, ranging from just his head to a full body sketch that took up half the page. Hiccup smiled as he looked at all the details he hadn't added, or the weird faces he gave Jack in some of them.

Realizing he wasn't going to be able to sleep any time soon, Hiccup reached out, grabbed his pencil and sat up against the edge of his bed. He flipped the pages in his book until he came to a clean page and began to draw Jack. But this time Hiccup wasn't going to draw just a few simple doodles here and there. He intended to take up the whole page with one standalone picture of Jack from head to toe. He drew Jack as if he was seeing him just about to land after flying around Berk on a windy day. His hood flapping just slightly above his back as he descended, one leg outstretched in front of him while the other was bent so that his foot was just underneath him, one hand grabbing his staff while the other was reached out and bent at the elbow in order to balance himself. As for Jack's expression, Hiccup gave him the usual devious and mischievous smile that Jack always made whenever he had something really fun planned.

Adding folds in his hoodie, adding more spikes to his hair, trying his best to be as precise as he could for the frost patches on his hoodie, making sure his staff didn't seem too long, Hiccup was determined to make this picture look as close to Jack as he could possibly make it. Hiccup had no idea how long it took for him to finish, but by the time he did, he was ready to pass out. He rubbed his eyes before he took one last final look at the drawing and decided that, while there were some aspects he thought he could do a little better on, it was a picture that he could feel proud of. He set the sketchbook back down underneath his bed and the pencil back on his bedside table and blew out his candle, taking one last look at the window before he curled under his covers and began to sleep.

The next day, everything was as it should have been. Stoick wandering off somewhere to help with the people, Snotlout making progress, however minimal it may be, at the Academy, and Hiccup flying off on Toothless to explore whatever he could as well as get some fresh air. Astrid and Fishlegs even joined him, the trio encountering a wild Typhoomerang and watching from afar as it ate its lunch. While Astrid and Fishlegs were more focused on the wild dragon, Hiccup's mind, for a brief moment, wandered elsewhere as he looked around to see if Jack was close by. When he saw the Guardian was nowhere in sight, Hiccup's attention returned to the large dragon just in time to see it fly off, Astrid anxious to follow it while Fishlegs interjected that if they do follow it that they keep their distance.

Hiccup stayed out late that night. He and Astrid hung out by Stormfly's pen while she and Toothless got their own playtime together while their riders sat down by a fire they had started. The two talked about a number of things: the Academy, the Typhoomerang they saw, their home life, whatever came to mind. But even as he sat close to the fire, Hiccup would occasionally glance up to see if Jack was coming to bring even more winter cold back to Berk.

"You okay?" Astrid asked, Hiccup losing his train of thought and looking away from the night sky and back to his friend.

"Huh? Wha-OH! No, no I'm fine," he managed to answer.

"You sure? You look distracted."

"No, no really. I'm okay."

Astrid nodded her head slowly before replying, "Is my story that boring that you'd rather watch the clouds roll by?"

"Well, yes, sometimes, but that's not the case now, lucky for you."

Astrid smiled as she rolled her eyes and gave Hiccup a polite shove. "Whatever. You wanna look at the clouds, fine. We'll look at the clouds." Astrid folded her arms behind her head and leaned back against the cold ground, thankfully cleared of snow when she and Hiccup began making the fire so that they'd have a place to sit. Hiccup slowly followed Astrid and did the same as she, folding one arm behind his head while the other rested on his chest. "So," Astrid began, "what do ya see?"

Hiccup tried to focus on one cloud in particular, although most of the clouds he could visibly make out in the night sky only seemed to be nothing but a giant mess of lumps and lines. "Uuuuhhh," he managed to say as he tried to stall and see if Astrid would interrupt and say something, anything to break this awkward tension. "I see…a sheep?" Hiccup finally answered, pointing at a random cloud that barely even looked like a sheep.

"A sheep?" Astrid repeated. "Where do you see a sheep?"

Hiccup traced his finger along the edges of the cloud as he tried to explain it to Astrid. "Well, uh, right there are its legs, and that's the head, and it just happens to have a slightly bigger-than-normal tail."

Astrid squinted her eyes and lifted her head up just an inch as she tried to make out what Hiccup was saying. She slowly began to nod her head before turning her head towards Hiccup, but still keeping her eyes fixed on the cloud. "Oooookay, I guess I can see it? Tail kinda throws it off though."

"Well alright then Ms. Imagination! What do you see?" Hiccup asked.

Astrid turned her head back to the clouds, not even five seconds passing by before she pointed out another cloud to the left of Hiccup's sheep cloud. "There. A Gronckle."

"Okay, where do you see something that even remotely resembles a Gronckle?"

"Right there, mush-for-brains!" Astrid said, taking Hiccup's hand and having him point towards the cloud. "See? Head, wings, stubby legs, and a tail! It's an obvious Gronckle!"

While Hiccup did see the Gronckle-shaped cloud, he shrugged before taking his hand back and responding, "Tail's a little short."

"Oh come on!"

"Hey, if you're gonna get onto me about my sheep having a tail that's too big, I think it's safe for me to get onto you about your tail being too small!" Hiccup interjected, looking at Astrid and knowing that he would win this argument.

Astrid make her annoyance known, groaning as her head fell back against the cold ground with a 'thump'. "Fine. You win. We both suck at this."

"Hey, it was your idea," Hiccup stated.

"Yeah well if it wasn't for you staring off into the clouds I wouldn't have said anything in the first place," Astrid added.

Instantly, Hiccup's mind was brought back to the idea of Jack appearing through the clouds at any moment, laughing as he showered Hiccup and Astrid, along with their dragons, with a thin flurry of frost and snow. Where was he anyway? What exactly was he doing that was so important? Was it something dangerous or just something that he needed to get done as soon as possible? Hiccup was practically itching with anticipation for Jack's return.

"Fine," Hiccup said reluctantly, "I'll give you that one."

Astrid scrunched her nose and mouth at Hiccup, giving her head a small shake as she teased and mimicked Hiccup nasally, "Ny-I'll give you th-yat one."

"Alright, I do not sound like that. Wh-what was that? Who was-who was that supposed to be?" Hiccup asked in his astonishment of Astrid's far from close impression of him.

"You whenever you complain about being wrong," Astrid answered as her face returned to normal.

"O-Oh, you know what? I do not sound even close to that! A-and I was not complaining!"

"Oh my Gods, you so were!"

"No! No, that wasn't complaining!"

"Then what was it then?"

"Not wanting to admit defeat and verbally announcing that I was wrong and you were right! I just, you know, didn't want to do it."

"Complaining!"

"Shut up!"

The two bickered back and forth, their dragons occasionally giving them a caring glance to see what all the commotion was about. Of course they knew that they would be fine; the two constantly had this little arguments and friendly quarrels almost every day, so it was no surprise to Stormfly or Toothless whenever the young Vikings would shout jab after jab at each other.

Hiccup stayed with Astrid for another hour before he and Toothless went home. He helped Astrid put out the fire and was back home before his nose even got a chance to turn red. Stoick was still downstairs, sitting down in his chair as Hiccup walked in.

"Ah, Hiccup! How was your day?"

"Good," Hiccup nodded. "Yours?"

"Ah, fine you could say." Stoick cracked his knuckles before continuing, "You just missed Gobber by the way. Says he wants you to stop by the shop tomorrow when you get the chance. Don't know what for though."

Hiccup nodded again as Toothless walked past him and began climbing the stairs towards Hiccup's room. "Will do, dad."

"Toothless," Stoick greeted as the Night Fury went upstairs, the dragon giving his own nod to the chief. "Well, it's getting' late. I'm calling it a night."

"Yeah, I should too," Hiccup replied as he began making his way to the stairs.

"What were you doin' out so late anyway?" Stoick asked as Hiccup kept walking.

Hiccup shook his head as he answered, "Nothing much, I guess. Just hung out with Astrid for a bit. We talked, Toothless and Stormfly did, well, whatever it is those two do together. Just, normal stuff, really."

"Ah," Stoick said with a smile, "for you, son, _'normal' _is out flyin' Odin knows where and hunting down new dragons and discovering new lands and getting' into all sorts of trouble. This? This was a vacation in its own right."

"If you say so," Hiccup answered with a smile as he started walking up the stairs. "I'll see you tomorrow, dad."

"Goodnight, son," Stoick answered as he adjusted himself in his seat and tried to get more comfortable.

Hiccup reached the top of the stairs and watched as Toothless sent a continuous plasma blast on his stone bed, walking in a circle as he made it more comfortable for him and lied down and curled up into a tight ball. Hiccup went over to his window and inserted a block of wood the same height and width of his window, blocking any wind from entering his room on this especially cold night. Hiccup thought it would be a sign that Jack was on his way, but decided against it, not wanting to get his hopes up.

Still…it was possible.

Hiccup took the block out of his window and looked outside at the sky, figuring he'd look for just a few minutes more before calling it a night. The first few seconds seemed to drag on, but soon they turned into minutes, and before long Hiccup wasn't really sure how long he had been there. Five minutes? Seven? No more than ten, surely.

Still, he saw no sign of Jack.

With a sigh, Hiccup placed the block in the window, making sure it was nice and secure before he slowly walked back to his bed and sat at its edge. Where the heck was Jack? The question kept coming through Hiccup's mind, biting at him as if it were a tick that would never leave him alone. Soon, another and more important question popped out of nowhere to Hiccup. Since when did Jack mean so much to him?

There was no way Hiccup was going to sleep any time soon. His mind was still very active and it felt like it would be a waste of time to even attempt to relax and try to fall asleep. He was even jealous of his own dragon since the Night Fury seemed to be already in a deep sleep. Hiccup rested his head on the palm of his hand, his arm supported on top of his leg, as he thought about what he could possibly do in the meantime. Looking down at the floor, he noticed the corner of his sketchbook peeking out from underneath his bed. Hiccup, unable to think of a better use of his time, picked the book up and flipped to the last page he had used.

The last picture of Jack he had drawn the night before somehow brought him solace, a warm smile beginning to form. Even though Jack was nowhere to be seen, Hiccup could hear his laughter ringing through his ears as if he was right outside his house, hovering right beside his closed window as he twirled his magical staff in his hand. Hiccup looked over the picture he had drawn and, of course, he almost immediately noticed things he wanted to change. For instance, Jack's hair wasn't messy enough, and his hood seemed to be smaller than it should have been, and exactly how did those even remotely look like hands. Embarrassed, Hiccup slowly closed his book, not wanting to humiliate himself any more. However, temptation gave in and he opened the book once more, looking at the same picture and finding some kind of comfort seeing Jack's devious smile.

Hiccup traced his fingers along the edge of the paper, fidgeting as he looked over to his bedside table and saw his pencil lying there and wondered if he should try drawing Jack again. He quickly looked back at the drawing and decided against it, knowing he'd need to save the book for more important matters.

He couldn't help, still, but to look at the book and the drawing he had made. By the Gods he had no idea what was becoming of him. _"It makes no sense,"_ he thought. _"None of this does."_

He was just one person. One guy that had become a close friend all in the span of, well, days. Was he really getting this worked up over the fact he hadn't seen Jack in a few days when he knew full well he had great responsibilities to tend to? Something wasn't adding up. Either Hiccup was acting like a child, or there was something going on he couldn't wrap his head around.

Hiccup tried to think of any logical or at least any reasonable idea as to why he was behaving the way he was. But nothing seemed to click. There were only a few ideas that seemed to make even the least bit of sense to Hiccup.

Idea number one, he had just grown too attached to his knew friend.

Idea number two, and this one correlated in a way with the first idea, that Jack presented something completely new to Hiccup in so many ways that he had become addicted to the lifestyle Jack had and seeing all the amazing things the Guardian could do and all the wonderful stories he could tell.

Lastly, idea number three, which Hiccup thought to be one of the more absurd ideas, that Hiccup enjoyed spending time away from his duties and responsibilities of his own and enjoyed having time to spend with Jack. While it wasn't Jack exactly he enjoyed, it was the fun adventures he had. But that one wasn't likely since he was allowed to go explore new lands practically all the time, and those alone were adventures of themselves. The only real difference was that those were with his mortal friends while the ones with Jack were kept on Berk and involved small games here and there.

Hiccup moved his legs and laid down on his bed, folding his arms under his head as he stared blankly at the ceiling, still lost in deep thought. If anything, Hiccup assumed that his second idea was the more likely one since it seemed to make the most sense. After all, why else would he be obsessed with Jack?

"_I mean, it's not like he's the only person that's meant this much to me in my life,"_ Hiccup told himself. _"There's dad, obviously. He means a lot. But why wouldn't he? He's family. Astrid, Odin help me, she meant so much to me. And Toothless, of course, he's practically the reason I am where I am now. There's no one else I've cared about like this…"_ Hiccup stopped as he realized one tiny detail.

His…fixation on Jack wasn't like the one he had on his dad. His dad, well, he just cared about his safety and well-being every now and then. Besides, if anything Stoick probably worried more about him than he worried about Stoick. Toothless, well, he was the very reason everything had changed on Berk and life began anew for everyone. He was his best friend after all.

And then there was Astrid.

Hiccup remembered a time when she meant almost everything to him. Her smile, her laugh, her eyes, her hair, her soothing voice…once they had gotten close of course. Although his infatuation with her had digressed over the years, he still had to admit that every now and then he did feel a twinge of something from the past. Something that he hoped he might find in someone else and, hopefully, have them feel the same way towards him. But, for the time being, there was no one Hiccup saw on Berk that he thought had any of those qualities including a bright smile, or bright blue eyes and a calming voice, a sense for marvelous adventures, a thirst for a fun time, and not to mention a sense of humor.

….

"Oh Gods."

"_Nope. Not happening. I'm just being crazy. Crazy crazy crazy Hiccup, that's all I am."_ Hiccup rubbed his eyes, telling himself over and over again in his head that he was completely overthinking this. Jack was just something else to Hiccup, that's all. Right?

"Gods," he repeated. He didn't want to admit it. He couldn't admit it. He even tried to convince himself there was nothing to admit in the first place.

"_He's just a friend,"_ he kept telling himself, _"Just a close friend. I'm just eager to see him again is all. Yeah. Yeah that's it. That has to be it."_ He tried to force himself to believe anything. What he was thinking was just a late night thought that popped in his head. Nothing more.

But it wasn't going to happen. Little by little, Hiccup began to realize he had felt this way before. Except last time, it was for a girl. This time it was…well, something he knew he shouldn't tell his dad. But there had to be another explanation!

But he couldn't help it. Jack's smile, his laugh, his constant need for something fun and exciting, Hiccup saw only good in the guy and felt like he needed to be around him no matter what. He needed more time to spend with Jack, feeling as if the time he had had already wasn't enough. He needed to see him again, but knew that if he did it might make things worse. Looking back on it all, he could think of all the times that he should have read the signs and realize that this was bound to happen sooner or later.

He rolled onto his side, facing away from the stairs as he curled his legs and brought them closer to his chest, afraid to accept what was happening was a reality and not some kind of dream. He was having feelings for Jack. Jack freaking Frost, Jokul Frosti, an immortal spirit, a Guardian, none of this was making any sense! He was so scared he felt like crying. This couldn't be happening. What would his dad say? What would the entire village say? Hel, what would Jack say if he ever found out?

No. No that wasn't going to happen. No one was going to find out. Not if he could help it. Hiccup knew that, like it or not, he would have to keep these thoughts to himself. No one could ever know about them or else he would have to face the possibility of being shunned by everyone in the village and, even worse, have to deal with disappointing his dad in a way he never thought would happen.

Hiccup turned over and blew out the candle on his table, grabbed his blanket, and went back to the same position he was in facing the wall. Curled up into a little ball, Hiccup began to wonder what would happen if he did tell Jack what was going on. Would Jack understand that he was just confused or would he be freaked out? More importantly, how would Stoick react? Would he be a disgrace to him or would he still love and accept him as his son and the future Chief of Berk?

Hiccup just needed time. He knew he needed to sort out everything and try to make sense of it all. It was the only way he was going to get through this. Just because Jack meant a lot to him didn't exactly meant he had a crush on him or anything like that, right? Of course not. He just had to find a way to work around those feelings he had was all, although he had the terrible feeling in his gut that it was going to be easier said than done. Only one thing he knew was certain: no one could ever know. He just had to ignore the feelings he had and hope that they would soon go away.

Time seemed to drag on and on for Hiccup, but eventually the young Viking fell asleep. And it wasn't even half an hour after he fell asleep that darkness itself seemed to crawl out from underneath his bed. The darkness began to take form, making a head, then two arms and hands, a torso, then a shadowy tail to finish it off. The fearling opened its eyes and looked around the room, making sure the coast was clear before it peered underneath the bed and gave a raspy breath, signaling that everything was alright.

While the fearling stayed close to the bed, black sand gliding along the floor underneath the bed and gathering on the right side of the bed. The sand, seeming to have a mind of its own, started to move towards the sleeping dragon just on the other side of the room. It slowly began to crawl towards it, inching closer and closer to its wings. Before it reached the sleeping reptile, a voice seemed to call out to the fearling, "No. Not yet. It's not time." The sand came to a halt as the fearling reached out with its ghostly hand and called out as if commanding it to stop. "Later," the voice said in a whisper piercing the silent air as if its origin was in all four corners of the room.

The fearling crawled back underneath the bed as the sand moved away from the dark dragon and back towards the bed, reaching the edge before it began to float towards the boy's head and hover over him in a circle. The boy moved just a little in his sleep as the sand began to do its job, Hiccup closing his eyes even tighter as his fingers began to twitch. "There's more work to be done here," the voice said to the fearling as it left the room, leaving the sand to do its work.

* * *

><p>Seven days. If Jack was right, he had been away from Hiccup for seven days now. He could only imagine what he was thinking right now. Unfortunately, his mind was still on Hiccup more than it should have been. Ever since Jack realized what his real feelings for Hiccup were, he knew he was in some kind of trouble. It wasn't that Hiccup was a guy; it had happened before after all. The problem was that Hiccup was mortal, and there was no way Jack was going to come out of this without some kind of scar. Still, that wasn't going to stop him from seeing Hiccup. He knew despite whatever feelings he might have that he was going back to that island and seeing Hiccup and Toothless again, absolutely no doubt about it.<p>

Jack had been gone for a full week already; that was pretty much the same amount of time he would spend away from Jamie and Sophie. If the subject came up, Jack knew that none of the Guardians would get mad at him if he went back and saw his friend. He had already done his duty of bringing winter for a full week, not to mention visiting a few of his believers along the way. It only seemed fair that he would be able to go back to Berk and see his friend now when he was allowed to do the same for Jamie back in Burgess. Without any hesitation, Jack flew straight for Berk, already planning the fun things he and Hiccup could do.

* * *

><p><strong>See what I said about not meeting expectations? Regardless, any commentsreviews are more than appreciated, and another thank you to those that followed/favorited and continue to read!**

**-UPDATE 5/1/14-**

**Finals are being a SUPER pain, but with only one week of school left I can go back and focus on my writing. I feel so bad for letting you guys wait this long, but I promise I'll get back to writing this thing as soon as I can!**


	16. Chapter 16

**I don't even know where to begin. **

**I could say I'm sorry but I don't know if that would even cover it. I mean I am sorry it took so long, but I'm coming to the realization that this thing is going to take forever for me to finish. I mean I started it back in November of 2013. It's now May of 2015 and I'm not even halfway done with it.**

**I guess all I can say is that if you guys keep reading that I know you'll love it! ... I hope. The same can be said for this chapter. It's all been a lot of talk these past few updates, but things are really gonna heat up soon. Trust me.**

**Anyways here's the next part of Frozen Dragons!**

* * *

><p><strong>Chapter 16<strong>

Despite the fact he was headed straight for Berk, Jack decided to spread whatever winter he could on his way. In Michigan, a small town had just recently gotten a good snowfall, snow covering all front yards and backyards and parks and practically everything except the street. Piles of snow were on both sides of the road where the snow had been shoveled off and tossed out of the way of any traffic.

The Guardian perched himself on the top of a streetlight, admiring all of the fun the kids were having in their yards. He couldn't find a single child that wasn't smiling or laughing while they played. Some were building snowmen, some were making snow angels, and some were building forts in preparation for their upcoming snowball fight. One kid, much younger than the rest and probably still in first grade, standing in his driveway alongside his mother as they exited their car, looked at all the snow with wide eyes and a loud laugh that was so contagious even his mother began to laugh as she held him by the hand.

"Mommy, mommy! Let's play! Play in the snow!" he called out in his excitement.

"Soon, honey," his mother assured as she fiddled with her keys until she found the right one that unlocked the front door. "We gotta get you in your play clothes first."

"Hurry mommy! Hurry!" The child began to laugh again, bringing a smile to Jack's face. As the mother began to unlock the door, the child suddenly got a case of the hiccups, looking at his mother in confusion as he touched his throat with his free hand.

"Awh, honey," his mother said sympathetically as she opened the door and led him inside. Jack's smile didn't fade, but it did dwindle. The door shut, and Jack took to the sky, flying right over the unsuspecting children as he led a gust of cold winter wind right over them. He laughed as he flew even higher, hoping he wouldn't show up at Berk too late. It had been a week since he had last seen Hiccup, and Jack wasn't about to wait any longer.

* * *

><p>Just like in Michigan, Berk was covered in a new layer of snow. While the pathways were cleared, the rest of Berk was covered in a thick coat of frost and snow. Jack knew already that Hiccup was probably off having fun with Toothless and the rest of his friends if he wasn't already training with them in the Academy. Thankfully, Jack didn't arrive too early or too late. The sun was in the middle of the sky so Jack knew that Hiccup shouldn't be asleep. His first stop was at the Academy, but saw no one there. Not even any prints in the snow. Clearly, no one had been there all day.<p>

Wondering where else Hiccup might be, Jack hoped that Hiccup would still be in the village and not flying off anywhere on Toothless. If he was, Jack had no idea when he would be back or where he would even be for that matter. If Hiccup was anywhere on the island, the next place Jack would have to check would be his home. Eagerly, Jack turned and headed right for Hiccup's house, smiling the whole way there.

* * *

><p>*thirty minutes ago*<p>

"So, how'd you sleep?" Fishlegs asked Astrid as she sat down at the other side of the table.

"Not so good, in case you can't tell," she quickly responded, resting her chin on her open palm and gesturing towards her eyes, bags hanging right underneath them.

"Sorry," Fishlegs said looking back down at his plate. "Just saw you looked pretty miserable is all."

"Yeah, well, I'm sure I'll feel fine tomorrow. I've just gotta go to bed a little bit earlier tonight is all." Astrid sounded pretty confident when she spoke, though she looked as if she wanted to set fire to anyone that crossed her and then crawl right back into bed.

Hiccup was sitting right beside Astrid and, although they had been close friends for quite some time, he knew that now wasn't a good time to try and amuse her with any kind of joke or silly conversation topic and thereby risk getting an elbow to the gut. "Well what about you?" he asked Fishlegs. "How'd you sleep?"

Fishlegs shrugged as he poked at his plate of food. "Same, I guess."

"You had a rough night too?" asked Astrid.

Fishlegs nodded, looking between both of his friends as Snotlout came and sat down, joining the group. "Yeah. I had a bad dream is all."

"You too?" Snotlout said as he sat down, ushering the twins to the table as they looked around the Meade Hall in confusion. "I had a weird dream last night. My house was on fire and I couldn't get in."

The group looked at Snotlout in confusion, Astrid taking a small sip from her cup as Hiccup spoke up. "You were trying to get _in_?"

"Yeah."

"Why would you want to get in?" Fishlegs inquired. "Normally if there's a building on fire you'd want to stay _out_ of it. Or at least try to put it out, right?"

Snotlout shrugged as he poked at his food before snagging himself a piece of meat and stuffing it in his mouth. "You'd think. But apparently my dad was in the house." Everyone at the table grew silent, even the twins managed to stay quiet long enough for Snotlout to continue. "I don't really know how, heck, even why, but he was in the house when the fire started. He couldn't find his way out or something so he was trapped inside. I tried to get inside but the fire was too hot and bright I could barely get close. Even Hookfang couldn't help me put it out."

The table still stayed silent, none of them knowing what to say next. "So," Astrid finally said, "was it scary or just, you know, a bad dream."

Snotlout scoffed at the idea, shaking his head as he picked up a couple small bits of potato. "Hel no! Of course not! It wasn't scary or anything! It was just a bad dream is all, nothing more," he replied before he popped the bits of potato in his mouth.

"You had a bad dream too?" Ruffnut asked. "Dude, me too! I was flying on Barf and he just disappeared out of nowhere. I woke up just before I hit the ground!"

"No way! You were falling in your dream?" asked Tuffnut. "So was I! Except I was at Gothi's house for some reason and I just fell right off her roof or something."

Fishlegs, Astrid, and Hiccup looked at each other, each of them wondering if the other had a bad dream last night as well. "I was just lost in the woods was all," Fishlegs said, twirling his cup in his hand and making the water just barely hit the rim of the cup. "I couldn't find my way out and there were these really loud roars that got closer and closer. I woke up before I saw anything though."

"I was drowning," Astrid responded, crossing her arms on the table. "That's pretty much it. No idea how I got there."

Everyone at the table then looked at Hiccup, expecting him to tell the table what kind of dream he had last night as if it was an obvious fact by now that he had a bad dream as well. Hiccup, however, only shrugged and continued to poke at his food. "Sorry to disappoint but I don't remember what my dream was about." Tuffnut seemed the most upset by this news, groaning as he slumped down in his seat and folded his arms on the table, resting his chin on his arms with a 'huff'.

"But, you did have a dream, right?" Snotlout asked.

"I think so," Hiccup answered with a small nod, "I just can't remember what happened. Only bits and pieces, really."

"Well what kind of pieces?" asked Astrid.

For a moment, Hiccup remained silent as he tried to piece together what little memories he had about the dream. "I'm not sure, really," he said at first, tapping his fingers on the table as he bit his bottom lip, lost in thought. "I think there was darkness…and voices? I think? I dunno, it wasn't really clear."

"Hm, darkness and voices," repeated Ruffnut. "Yeah, that's specific. Sounds super scary, Hiccup."

"Totally," Snotlout added sarcastically.

Hiccup didn't let it get to him. Truth be told, he wasn't even that affected by his dream. Sure he was a little tired, but he was able to fall right back asleep after his dream. When he woke all he could remember was that he did in fact have some kind of dream that managed to get his heart pounding, but he couldn't remember much about it. Only the very few details he had just shared with his friends. "So, we all had some kind of messed up dream then?" Hiccup wondered aloud, hoping someone at the table might come up with some kind of logical reasoning behind this.

"Guess so," Astrid answered. "It's weird, right?"

"How's it weird?" Snotlout asked. "It's just a dream. It's not like we had visions of the future or anything."

Fishlegs paused and sat completely still for a brief moment as he thought about what it would be like to see into the future. "Wait, but like, what if you could? Like what if, at some point in our lives, we dream about how we're going to die? Like, Snotlout will die in a fire, and Astrid, you'll die by drowning."

Astrid looked up from her plate and gave Fishlegs a fake smile as she responded, "Always the optimist, aren't ya, Fishlegs?"

The rest of the time they spent together, no one mentioned the dreams. Not once. Instead all they talked about was training, preparing for the cold weather, some story Astrid told about how she caught her dad trying to serenade her mom and looking like a complete fool while doing so, and some weird rash that Ruffnut was getting on her arm that she couldn't stop scratching; although everyone would have agreed that it wasn't the best conversation topic to have at lunch.

When they were done with their meals, they still sat and talked about whatever else came to mind. Snotlout was the first to leave, followed by Hiccup who made sure Toothless was done eating his own food before he said goodbye to his friends. Fishlegs, not really that hungry, tossed his last piece of meat to Toothless as they passed the table. The Night Fury snapped at the meat and licked his lips as he swallowed, not even chewing it since the piece he was graciously given was smaller than most fish he would swallow whole. "You're welcome!" Fishlegs said, waving to Toothless as he looked at Fishlegs and smiled on his way out.

Hiccup left the Mead Hall with a full stomach, a fact he was quite surprised by considering boiled yak wasn't one of his favorites. They must have actually added something to the mix besides potatoes, meat, and water. Toothless followed close behind, still licking his lips as he enjoyed the aftertaste of the leftover yak that Fishlegs had tossed him. "Did ya like that, Toothless?" Hiccup asked his friend, to which the Night Fury yapped in response as he nodded his head. Hiccup chuckled as he descended down the stairs, reaching back and scratching the top of Toothless' head. He hadn't thought about Jack all day. Normally, he would have looked to see if the winter spirit was on his way back to Berk; he had checked at least ten times yesterday, but not today. Not even once did the winter spirit cross his mind as he made his way back home, his Night Fury friend walking right beside him the whole way.

That would soon change, however, for as Hiccup began walking towards the front door, the winter spirit himself finally saw his friend. Well, he saw the large Night Fury walking right beside him first. Jack thought of any way he could make some kind of entrance other than calling out Hiccup's name and flying down to greet him. Although it was cliché and Jack had done it dozens of times before, there seemed to be no reason to not repeat a classic every now and then. Quietly, the Guardian descended and hovered just a few feet behind Hiccup, hoping the light breeze he would feel wouldn't alert him of his presence.

Jack picked up a small handful of snow that fit just in the palm of his hand and made sure it was packed nice and tight. Quickly, Jack flew right for Hiccup, pulled on the back of his collar, and dumped the snow down his shirt. What happened next made Jack practically howl with laughter. Hiccup spazzed out in a way Jack wasn't expecting at all. "YAA! WHAT THE- AAHH!" His arms flailed everywhere as he seemed to dance in place, spinning around as he tried to reach down his shirt and grab the snow. When that didn't work, he simply opened the bottom of his shirt and waited for the snow to fall out.

As the snow fell out of his shirt, Toothless watching in amusement as Hiccup's breathing returned to normal, yet he grew very impatient and annoyed as he turned around in order to see who the culprit was. He became very confused though when he saw no one standing behind him, laughing at their little prank. Hiccup looked at Toothless and quietly asked, "Okay, you couldn't have done that, could you?"

Toothless shook his head in response, glancing up above Hiccup's head and looking at Jack as he covered his mouth and tried to hide his laughter. Following Toothless' gaze, Hiccup slowly looked up right above his head to see the familiar blue of Jack's hoodie, his feet crossed at the ankles, and his free hand covering his mouth which, once he saw that Hiccup had spotted him, he removed and waved at his friend.

"What's up?" he asked. "I take it the snow was cold?"

Instantly, Hiccup's frown grew into a wide smile, laughing as Jack slowly began to float down beside him. "Jack!" Hiccup exclaimed through his laughter. Even Toothless seemed to be excited that the Guardian of Fun had finally returned.

"That's my name," Jack said as he stretched out his arms. "What? No hug? I feel sad, Hiccup. Truly sad. I've been gone for days and this is how-" Jack didn't even get to finish his sentence. All he had to do was give Hiccup the word and the young Viking wrapped his arms around his friend and squeezed him tightly. "Oof!" Jack grunted.

"This good enough for ya?" Hiccup asked, the threads of Jack's hoodie brushing up against Hiccup's cheek as he spoke.

"Uh, yeah. Yeah I'd say so," Jack quickly answered, returning the hug with both arms. It felt good to see Hiccup again. Really good. So good in fact, he didn't even second guess standing there for as long as he could and just hold him.

The same thought was going through Hiccup's mind as well. Jack was back, and that was all that mattered right now. For all he cared, he could spend the rest of the day with him just standing there outside his house, laughing at whatever miserable joke Jack might have. He found his hand squeezing a small handful of Jack's hoodie as he sighed in relief. He suddenly realized however that to anyone walking by, it would appear that Hiccup was hugging nothing but thin air. That and, the sudden memoires of what happened the other night had returned. Everything that he had thought about made their way back inside his head, along with the feeling of dread that this wouldn't turn out well if he wasn't careful. He still needed time.

He quickly unwrapped his arms and scratched the back of his head as he smirked at Jack and asked, "There. Feeling better?" he asked.

"Uh," Jack said, feeling his heartbeat increase. "It was alright. I guess," he jested, returning Hiccup's smirk with his own. Jack too remembered the feelings he had felt before, but tried his best to push them out of his mind, knowing it was best to ignore them.

"Yeah, well, noodle arms here. Remember? Can't get much out of these things."

"Osh, what're you talking about, Hic? Look at those things! They could punch out a dragon any day!" Jack reassured optimistically.

Hiccup rolled his eyes as he placed his hands on his hip, shaking his head as he reiterated, "Noodle arms can't punch much, Jack."

"Oh, whatever." Jack felt something bump against his back and turned around to see a happy Night Fury, tongue hanging out the side of his mouth and eager to get some kind of attention from Jack. "Oh fine! I guess I'm a little happy to see you too, Toothless," Jack said as he scratched Toothless' chin, to which the dragon closed his eyes and leaned into the touch despite Jack's cold fingers. "I bet you missed me, huh? Are you starting to have a new favorite playmate?" Jack glanced back to Hiccup as he continued, "I dunno. I think someone prefers being your number one."

Hiccup shook his head before he walked over to Toothless and moved Jack's hand away from the dragon's chin. "Please," he remarked, "as if anyone could replace me."

"I dunno," Jack said with a shrug, "you did kind of cut off half of his tail."

"It was an accident!"

"You still did it."

"Well I replaced it, didn't I?"

"Not the same thing, though."

Hiccup groaned but kept his smile as he tossed his hands in the air in annoyance. "You're hopeless."

"Not hopeless," Jack assured, "just an annoying little grievance every now and then. There's a bit of a difference you know."

The young Viking shook his head as he turned back to face Jack. "I rest my case." While Hiccup made Jack stop scratching Toothless, the Night Fury still wasn't done greeting his friend. Toothless took a step towards Jack and nudged his head against his chest, giving the Guardian a small purr before he began to lick his face.

"Aah! Toothless!" Jack cried out as he took a couple steps back to try to get away from the dragon's slobbery tongue only to have the Night Fury follow him with each step.

Hiccup only laughed at Jack's expense, knowing what it was like to be covered in dragon spit. Finally, after seeing Jack almost stumble over his own two feet, Hiccup called out to Toothless, "Come on, bud. You don't want your tongue sticking to the talking icicle."

Toothless did as he was politely asked and moved away from Jack, the spirit holding his arms up in defense as the dragon walked off just in case he had one more surprise in store for him. "Please tell me this stuff comes off easily," Jack pleaded.

"Depends," Hiccup answered with a smirk as he draped one arm around Toothless.

"Figured as much." Jack tried to wipe off whatever slobber he could from his arms, chest, and face as he looked around Berk, wondering what the three of them could do beside stand there and poke at one another. "So, did you ever go train that dragon like we talked about?"

Hiccup shook his head. "Nope."

"Lazy," Jack spat. "Okay, well then, what're we supposed to do now?"

Hiccup hummed a simple 'I dunno' sound while Jack jumped and landed on the crook of his staff, taking a moment to try and balance himself so he didn't fall face first on the ground. "Race?"

"Not in this weather," Hiccup answered solemnly. "I don't want Toothless getting sick again. He can fly in this weather, of course, but racing? I think we'll just try to place it safe for the time being."

"Suit yourself," Jack said as he cracked his knuckles. "You got any ideas?"

"Well there's no training scheduled for today so I, uh, I guess we could just fly around until we think of something."

"You didn't have any plans already, did you?" Jack asked, hoping the answer would be 'no'.

Hiccup looked to his house as he spoke, "Not really. Today was just kinda an off day for me, to be honest."

"Sweet!" Jack said as he jumped off of his staff, leaving one hand to grab onto the crook and hoist it up in the air with him before he fell to the ground, hovering just a couple feet in the air. "Hey, how about that, uh, that place we went where we had him chase those dragons we made?" Jack asked, gesturing towards Toothless.

Hiccup looked to Toothless as he tried to remember what Jack was recalling. "You mean the Cove?"

"Yeah! That place!"

Hiccup thought about it for a short moment and quickly decided that, for now, it seemed like a good idea. It would give them and Toothless something to do. Plus, Hiccup did have to admit, it was a little amusing seeing Toothless chase the frost dragons that he and Jack had made for him to use for target practice that one time. Mounting Toothless and making sure his foot was secure, Hiccup responded, "Sure. Sounds like fun. Whaddya say, Toothless?" The Night Fury perked his ears up and looked back at Hiccup with a smile. The cove sounded like a great idea. "The Cove it is then!" Hiccup said, watching Jack as he flew higher into the air, flying up and up until he was just past the top of Hiccup's house.

"Ready whenever you are!" Jack called down.

It didn't take long for the anxious dragon and his rider to take to the sky, Hiccup looking down at the village as he flew overhead and saw how busy everyone was today. The trio arrived at the Cove in what seemed like no time. Just like the rest of Berk, the Cove was covered with a nice layer of snow, the only barren spot being the open water, which surprised Jack who thought that the pond might have frozen over if even at least the tiniest bit. Still, it didn't cause him to lose his eager and hyper attitude, smiling as he sat on one of the flat rocks towards the edge of the pond.

Even Hiccup was excited, wondering what they might do to pass the time today. Whether it be a snowball fight, making more dragons for Toothless to chase, or even just sitting down and talking while making whatever childlike doodles they could make in the snow, Hiccup didn't care. He was glad that his friend had returned and he was finally able to see him again and have some fun, a bit of a relief from all the work he would do around Berk helping everyone with their dragon problems. He was just glad that Jack was back.

"So, what's first?" Jack asked. As he crossed his legs and set his staff down.

Hopping down from Toothless, Hiccup surveyed the area, hands placed on his hips as he thought about anything the two could do to pass the time. Admiring the view, Hiccup realized he had never really seen the Cove like this before. He had seen it in snow, but not like this. Something about it seemed…different. A good different. "Well, right now," Hiccup began as he took out his sketchbook and pencil from underneath his vest, "I'm gonna try something."

"Jeez, do you always carry that thing around?" Jack asked as Hiccup began to sketch the landscape.

"Yeah," Hiccup answered without hesitation. "But I really need to get another thing to carry it around. Maybe a satchel for Toothless, but I need a way to carry it around with me. I was thinking maybe a belt or something?"

"Why a belt?"

"I dunno. I could carry lots of things. A knife, the book, pencil, heck if I get strong enough, maybe even a sword."

"Oh man, I don't know if I wanna see you with a sword, Hiccup," Jack stated.

Hiccup expected such a reaction. "Uh-huh. Just wait though, one of these day's I'm gonna get a really good sword that everyone will want."

"If you say so."

"Seriously," Hiccup insisted, not breaking any more concentration from the drawing that he was attempting. "I've been thinking about a lot of cool new improvements I could do. Like, instead of this flimsy shirt and this vest, maybe I could have this suit I wear when I go out on Toothless."

"A suit?"

"Yeah." Hiccup paused for a moment as he looked around the Cove and back to his drawing a couple more times before continuing his explanation, "You never know what kind of dragons are out there, right? I gotta be prepared. I don't think I can do it with this shirt and fur vest. Seriously, this is the second brown vest I've worn, and the first one lasted five years. Am I doomed to have the same color scheme?"

"Hey, Hic, whatever works, works man. I'd roll with it," Jack reassured.

But Hiccup wasn't going to change his mind so easily. "Mm-mm. Not gonna happen. One of these days I'm gonna get myself a new look. A cool new look at that. One people will actually be jealous of."

"Well someone's getting a little prideful," Jack said, holding back his giggle.

"Not prideful. No, not the word I'd use."

"Then what word would you use?"

"I dunno. I just know I'm gonna be remembered because of what I did with the dragons is all. Plus if I'm, unfortunately, going to have to be Chief one day then I at least want to look good doing it." Hiccup groaned as he realized he made a mistake and quickly tried to fix it, lightly rubbing off the mark he had made on the paper with his thumb.

Jack could understand what Hiccup was going for. Paintings were surely going to be made of Hiccup, so why not be remembered by wearing something people would think was nice and tough-looking? "Makes sense," Jack said with a small nod.

Hiccup continued his drawing for only a few more moments, taking one last look around the Cove before he held out his drawing with one arm and closed one eye, changing his perspective to make sure he had done the Cove justice. He even had a bit of his tongue sticking out as he looked back and forth between the drawing and the actual Cove. He changed his focus when he saw Jack walking casually towards the large pond and squatting down at its edge, shifting his weight onto the balls of his feet.

Holding the bottom of his staff, Jack reached the crook out and tapped it on the water, frost instantly crawling over the pond with a mixture of frosty swirls and spikes. Jack tapped the frost a couple more times, both times sending out another layer of thick shimmering frost in order to make sure the ice was thick enough to stand on.

Hiccup watched as Jack stood and tapped the ice with his foot a couple times before walking out onto the frozen pond. The Guardian, still holding his staff upside down, trailed the tip of the crook along the ice, a line of frost following him with each step. He looked back to Hiccup with a small smile, quietly inviting him over to the pond. While Hiccup paused for a moment to consider it, Toothless wasted no time in making his decision. He slowly stepped out onto the ice, taking his time with each step fearing he'd slip or worse, even crack the ice and fall in. Jack effortlessly picked up his pace and made his way over to Toothless, walking behind him and giving him a hard shove, helping the Night Fury out onto the pond.

Understandably, Toothless had a small panic attack as Jack helped him onto the ice, giving a small grunt of worry as he glided into a slow halt farther out in the pond. Jack couldn't help but laugh just a little at Toothless' worry-filled expression. "Haha! Oh come on, Toothless! You'll be okay! Just take it nice and slow. I promise you won't fall in, 'kay?" Jack assured. Toothless only gave a nervous trill in response, looking down at the ice as he used his tail to try and push himself closer to the edge of the pond where he felt safer.

Hiccup rolled his eyes as he wiped off the snow off of a nearby small stone and set his sketchbook face down, keeping the sketchbook open to the page he had just been drawing on. He cracked his knuckles as he began to walk towards the ice, eager to join his friend's fun.

Jack noticed Hiccup moving towards the ice and jumped just slightly off of the frozen pond, letting the wind carry him just a foot off of the ground over to Hiccup. "Glad you decided to join us," Jack said as he took Hiccup's hand and led him onto the ice.

"I think I can manage skating, Jack," Hiccup said with annoyance due to Jack grabbing his hand and leading him as if he were a child. Although, he did feel a small knot in his stomach start to form when Jack did start to hold his hand.

"You can," Jack stated, "just not out in the open. Staying by the edge is too boring! You need something more exciting!"

"Okay so I'll go out towards the center."

"Now what's the point of that if you're not gonna have someone do it with you? Share the experience, Hiccup!" Before Hiccup could ask what Jack meant by that, Jack led him over the ice to where the Night Fury was standing, placing the hand he was holding on the dragon's side. "Now, hold on, this is gonna get slippery," Jack warned before he moved behind Toothless and gave him a hard shove.

Despite Toothless' roars of worry and fear, overpowering Hiccup's amused laughter, Jack continued to push Toothless until he and Hiccup were near the center of the large pond. Letting them glide on their own for just a few more feet, Jack flew above the pair and laughed. "Have fun you two!" he teased as he flew back to the edge of the pond.

While Toothless looked at the ice anxiously, Hiccup looked around him and, keeping one hand still on Toothless, began to slowly skate around his friend, keeping extra attention focused on making sure his artificial foot didn't slip out from underneath him. "Come on, Toothless. It's not that bad. Look, all we gotta do is just slowly move back to the edge and you'll be fine. Or, and this is just my opinion, we could stay out here in the open and actually enjoy this." Hiccup gently rubbed Toothless' side with his other hand as he tried to calm his friend down and help him through this, knowing that he was obviously a little unsettled by being out here in the open.

"I don't need to come rescue you guys, do I?" Jack called out to the two as he descended and slowly set both feet on the snowy ground.

"I think we'll be fine!" Hiccup shouted back in response before looking back to his friend. "What's it gonna be, bud?" he asked once more. It took the dragon a moment, but he came to a decision and looked to his rider with a devious smirk and squinted eyes. Before Hiccup could stop him, Toothless had moved his head behind Hiccup and gave him a playful shove, sending him out sliding away from Toothless and letting him have to sway his arms and torso back and forth as he tried to find his balance, shouting the whole way.

"Woah-WOAH!" Hiccup exclaimed as he fell over on his hands and knees. Sighing with closed eyes, Hiccup looked back to his friend who laughing triumphantly as his little prank. "Oh, so that's how it's gonna be, huh?" Hiccup asked with a smile of his own. Slowly and carefully, Hiccup found his balance and stood up, holding his arms out in an attempt to not fall over again. Thinking he might still stumble, Toothless carefully made his way over to Hiccup and stuck his head out, providing extra support for Hiccup. "Thanks, bud," Hiccup said as he placed one hand on Toothless' head and waited for the rest of the dragon's body to get closer so he didn't have to push down on Toothless' head just in case his did slip.

Jack watched amusingly as the two helped each other skate along the ice, but not until Hiccup held his palm on the ice for a few seconds and quickly held it on Toothless' chin, causing the large dragon to have a mini panic attack. The Guardian laughed as Toothless playfully shoved Hiccup with his head in response. Sitting down on the snow with crossed legs, Jack set his staff down and leaned his chin on one hand, the other hand twirling one finger in the snow incoherently.

He continued to smile as he watched the two, only looking away when a small gust of wind seemed to come out of nowhere, making him look away from the two and cover his face with his free hand. When Jack looked away from his friends, he noticed the sketchbook that Hiccup had laid down earlier. At first, Jack looked away and didn't think anything of it and instead put his attention back towards Hiccup and Toothless. But when the two turned away from Jack and had their back's facing him, the urge to look grew even more.

As if it was a sign from Manny, another gust of wind moved the sketchbook and caused it to start slipping off of the rock. Quickly, Jack reached out and grabbed the book before it fell on the snow that would surely have damaged the pages. Looking to see if Hiccup was still looking the other way, Jack took a quick peek at what Hiccup was drawing. He had seen other stuff that Hiccup had drawn before, so he was expecting something good compared to the other stuff that Hiccup had drawn. Jack wasn't disappointed to say the least.

The picture was much better than Jack was expecting. Though Hiccup didn't have any colors to work with, Hiccup had managed to capture almost everything about how the Cove looked when it was covered in with snow. It was amazing how just a few lines and some curves here and there would show the lumpiness of the snow, or the shimmering water of the pond before it had frozen over, or even the rough texture of the stones. Jack definitely had to admit, Hiccup had quite the array of talents.

While Jack did want to see what else was inside Hiccup's sketchbook, he knew better then to look at an artist's work without their permission and placed the book back the way he found it, not knowing that just a few pages back was the page Hiccup had used to practice drawing Jack himself. The Guardian went back to watching his friends, laughing as he saw Toothless' legs finally slip out from underneath him; the Night Fury's head falling to the ice with a 'thump'. Hiccup too laughed at Toothless' expense, but it wasn't long before Toothless used his wing to give Hiccup's leg a small tap and let Hiccup's own two feet slide and have the young Viking fall on his butt.

"Having fun?" Jack asked as Hiccup tried to stand up once more.

"Oh yeah. Tons of it," Hiccup answered as Toothless shook his head as he slowly stood back up.

Jack rolled his eyes as he grabbed his staff and got up, brushing off any snow that stuck to his pants. "Uh-huh, sure." Jack walked onto the ice and used his staff to give himself a bit of a push, sliding his way over to the two where he took Hiccup's hand in his own and placed his other hand on Toothless' side while also holding his staff under one arm and held it close to his chest. "Now if you two want to get off you just let me know, alright?" Jack said with a tone that most mothers would use when talking to their young children.

Toothless didn't wait for Jack to help him and already began making his way over to solid ground, whereas Hiccup stayed with Jack and gave his friend a shrug. "I'm fine. It's actually something to do and besides, it beats going to the shop and having to listen to Gobber's stories for the fiftieth time."

"Mmm, yeah, that doesn't sound like a lot of fun."

"Especially when they're obviously made up," Hiccup added.

Carefully, Jack placed one hand on Hiccup's back and gave him a small push, staying as close as he could to Hiccup's side should he begin to stumble and fall. Jack followed Hiccup's movements closely. Whenever Hiccup went left, Jack went left; whenever Hiccup went right, Jack went right, and so on. It brought a smile to Jack seeing Hiccup like this, and knowing he was responsible for it. Seeing Hiccup this way made Jack feel, in a way, better and more hopeful. He felt his own sense of accomplishment and happiness seeing Hiccup laugh like this. Still, Jack knew he couldn't let this kind of stuff go one for much longer. He had grown attached like this in the past and it never ended well for him. He had to keep his distance and yet it seemed that such a thing was practically impossible if it meant he would see things like this less and less as time went on.

Hiccup on the other hand, while he felt relatively the same way, had different opinions on the matter. Hiccup didn't want to say anything out of fear and worry that he would make a fool of himself. There was no way Jack would even like him back, it was impossible. And even in the rare chance that he did, it wouldn't work out. It couldn't. But that didn't mean Hiccup wasn't going to enjoy this moment while it lasted. He stole a quick glance at Jack's eyes while Jack wasn't looking as they made a slight turn, getting lost in his ocean blue eyes and entranced in the way his white hair seemed to move as the waves on the ocean, bouncing up and down with each small gust of wind. It was easy for Hiccup to forget where he was and what he was doing, but he made sure not to stare for too long in case Jack noticed him staring.

Jack didn't notice Hiccup staring thankfully, but that was only because he didn't want to look at Hiccup. He didn't want to get lost in his eyes or his smile or anything. He wanted to get his mind off of things like that and just focus on the time that he had with Hiccup as a friend and nothing more.

Hiccup started to stumble, just as Jack had anticipated, and started to lean forward about to fall on the cold hard ice. "WoAH!" he cried out.

Quickly, Jack reached out and placed one hand on his friend's chest, holding him still just long enough until he was able to regain his balance. "Gotcha!" Jack said as he helped his friend stand up again. "It's okay, I got ya," Jack reassured, noticing Hiccup's breathing had gotten faster. Leaving his hand on Hiccup's chest for just a few more seconds, to see if he was okay of course, Jack moved his hand away from Hiccup, keeping the other one still on his back just in case, and helped him continue on his way over the ice.

"Yeah, whew, thanks," said Hiccup with a small sigh.

Realizing that he'd had his hand on Hiccup's back for a short while, Jack moved it to Hiccup's shoulder and gave his friend a small shove towards the edge of the pond, letting Hiccup skate across the ice on his own until he had to carefully and awkwardly take a couple more steps until he was on land once more.

"So," Jack said as he jumped and flew just a few feet before landing in front of Hiccup, Toothless already making his way over to his rider and giving him a playful nudge, "I'd say that was time well spent."

"Definitely," Hiccup agreed with a nod, scratching behind Toothless' ear. Toothless then quickly tucked his head between Hiccup's legs and lifted the teen up on his back, Hiccup using both hands to scratch the dragon's chin as the Night Fury's tongue started to slowly hang out of his mouth.

"You spoil him," Jack said.

"I really do," Hiccup said in agreement. "It's embarrassing actually. He gets almost everything he wants, and I'm stuck with giving him everything he wants. He does barely anything in return!"

"I dunno," Jack said with a shrug, "I think carrying your fat butt around might be decent compensation. Wouldn't you say so, Toothless?"

The Night Fury trilled in response before shaking his head as Hiccup stopped scratching and hopped down from the dragon's back. "So, now what?" Hiccup asked, looking back at the pond as he kept one hand on Toothless' side.

Jack looked around the Cove, the same question going through his mind ever since they stepped off of the ice. He kicked at the snow as he thought about it, shaking some of the extra snow off of his foot afterwards. Realizing Hiccup was still looking away, Jack right away got his idea.

Before Hiccup even knew what was happening, he felt something hit the back of his neck and explode, cold bits of ice falling down his back. The young Viking of course freaked out for a moment as he turned around to see Jack already making another snowball as he knelt down and balanced himself on the balls of his feet. Smiling at his friend, Hiccup quickly reached down and grabbed a handful of snow, not even taking the time to form it into a ball before he threw it at Jack, managing to at least hit the arm he used to shield himself with a cold mist of ice.

"Hey! No fair!" Jack laughed out as he stood up and made sure his snowball was nice and tight. "You need to have an actual ball, cheater!"

"Says who?" Hiccup inquired, slowly backing away as he anticipated Jack's next move.

"Says me!" Jack shouted before he threw the snowball, but not at Hiccup. This time the snowball went flying right for Toothless, hitting the Night Fury's side and having him growl playfully in response. "Oops?" Jack asked, though he fully intended that one to hit Toothless.

"One of the first rules of dragon ownership, Jack," Hiccup began as he grabbed two handfuls of snow and combined them, bits of excess snow falling off of his hands as he packed the snow together, "never let someone get away with messing with your dragon."

"Oops." Now Jack meant it for real. Leaping threw the air, Jack landed beside one of the larger stones and got down on bended knee and proceeded to make as many snowballs as he could.

Toothless gave Hiccup protection with his large wings as Hiccup began to make his own arsenal. Both of the boys had over ten snowballs before they were ready to begin their assault. Peeking his head over Toothless, Hiccup looked for any sign of Jack that might be peering out from behind the large stone. As soon as he saw the familiar blue of his hoodie begin to slowly appear, Hiccup threw his snowball as hard as he could.

The snowball exploded on the stone, Jack quickly ducking back behind it as he tossed the two snowballs he had in hand. Jumping in the air and flying more than ten feet off the ground, Jack threw both snowballs at the duo, one missing his target and the other just barely missing Hiccup's shoulder as he moved out of the way. "Cheater!" Hiccup shouted.

"How am I cheating? I just had an advantage is all!" Jack explained as he fell back to the ground and grabbed two more snowballs. When the Guardian revealed himself once more, this time from behind the rock again, he was surprised to see Hiccup placing the last of the snowball in his lap as Toothless spread his wings out and began to fly. "Oh crap," Jack said as he grabbed whatever snowball he could, cradling them in his arms like a baby, and took off, not looking back as the Night Fury began to chase him.

"Wait, WAIT!" Hiccup told Toothless before having him slowly turn around before they even got ten feet off the ground. "My sketchbook!" Hiccup said as Toothless carefully landed. Hiccup slowly climbed off of Toothless, making sure none of his snowballs fell off before he ran over to the small rock and grabbed his sketchbook and tucked it inside his shirt. Catching one snowball as it began to fall, Hiccup cautiously climbed back on to Toothless' back, making sure his artificial foot was nice and secure before Toothless took off after the Guardian.

"There you are!" Jack said as he saw the two leave the Cove. "I was wondering you forgot about me!" Jack threw one of his snowballs at his friends; Hiccup having to duck to make sure the snow didn't hit him directly in his face.

"You'd be so lucky!" Hiccup shouted back. Toothless picked up speed ad he chased Jack through the air, both Jack and Hiccup throwing snowballs at the other whenever they got the chance. Most of the time they would miss each other, but soon, when Jack was down to his last snowball, he managed to quickly fly underneath Toothless, come up on the other side, and hit the back of Hiccup's head.

Hiccup still had two more snowballs however, and proceeded to chase Jack through the cold frigid air, careful not to give the Guardian another chance to get more ammo by flying in front of him whenever he started to get close to the ground. Flying after the Guardian, the two managed to chase the Guardian right back to the cove, Jack diving straight for the snow covered ground where he hoped he's have enough time to get enough snow to make himself some more ammo.

Before he could reach the ground however, Toothless managed to fire a plasma blast right at the spot Jack was heading for. Jack didn't even manage to get halfway into the Cove before the blast blew away the snow. Jack glared back at Hiccup who only had a devious smirk to show as he tossed his two snowballs in each hand. Jack stuck his tongue out at his friend before he flew away from the Cove, laughing the whole time Hiccup chased him.

"We gotta get closer, bud!" Hiccup shouted, Toothless gladly picking up speed in order to catch the pesky white-haired Immortal. "Let's try what he did earlier! Get below him!" Toothless went ahead and flew lower than Jack, Hiccup ready to throw one of the snowballs as hard as he could the second he saw an opening.

Jack looked back to see how close Hiccup was, but was surprised to see he wasn't there anymore. Almost instantly, he knew what he was planning and looked ahead to see if he had circled around. When he didn't see him there, he looked underneath him just in time to see Hiccup throw one of his snowballs as hard as he could, hitting Jack's abdomen. Tiny bits of snow fell to the Earth as Jack stopped in midair grabbed his hoodie and wiped off whatever snow he could.

Hiccup tried to toss up another one while Jack had stopped, but Jack easily moved just a foot away and let the snowball fly right past him. He rushed to grab it before it fell past him and, instead of throwing it, simply dropped it right on Toothless' head. Grunting in response, Toothless glared at the Guardian who only shrugged and gave a toothy smile as an apology.

"Just out of curiosity," Hiccup said, "were you keeping score? Because I wasn't."

"Nope," Jack answered with a small shake of his head. Lowering himself so that he was eye level with Hiccup, Jack reached out his open hand and nodded towards Hiccup. "Truce?"

Hiccup took Jack's ice cold hand in his own and shook it, returning Jack's nod as he agreed, "Truce."

"Good." Jack looked down to the treetops and saw an opening, a good sized field just beneath him. He dived for the ground, Hiccup and Toothless following right behind him, and landed on one large stone that occupied the field. Hiccup and Toothless landed in front of Jack, Hiccup unfastening his foot from the mechanism that controlled Toothless' wing. "Well, that was fun."

"You're welcome," Jack stated as he sat down on the stone.

Rubbing his arms, trying his best to warm them up after having to fly so fast like he did in this cold winter air, Hiccup stayed close to Toothless, his naturally warm body feeling extremely relaxing for his arms and hands. "Next time though, no flying. It makes it more interesting if there are actual places to, you know, hide."

"If you say so," Jack said as he scratched his head. "Just next time, don't let your Night Fury almost kill me just to make sure I can't get any more snow."

"You weren't even anywhere near the blast!"

"Well I might have been!"

"But you weren't!"

"But I might have!"

"But you weren't!"

"But I-okay, whatever. Kill me then; see where that gets you." Jack playfully pouted as he pulled his legs close to his chest and folded his arms over his knees and slumped his head down with a "Humph."

"You're such a baby," Hiccup stated as he looked around the field, something about it seeming familiar. "Hey," he said as he started to shake his pointer finger, the realization of where they were just on the tip of his tongue. "Hey, d-does this place look familiar to you?"

Jack looked around, trying to see what Hiccup meant by 'familiar'. The Immortal shook his head, unable to come up with an answer. "Nope. Can't say that it does. Why?"

"It seems familiar to me, anyways."

"Well you've lived here your whole life, Hic. You've probably been here before tracking down dragons or something," Jack said, thinking that was the logical and more likely answer.

But Hiccup waved his hand at Jack as if he was shooing away a fly, disregarding Jack's statement as he continued to look around. "No, no it's not that. I mean, maybe it is but I think there's something else."

"Something else?" Jack repeated as he looked around, thinking that whatever it is that Hiccup thought would be familiar to him would come to him eventually.

It didn't take too long before Hiccup realized what it was and snapped his fingers. "I've got it!" he exclaimed as he pointed at the stone, then to Jack, then back to the stone before saying, "I-I think this is the place where we first met!"

"What?" Jack asked as he looked around. "You're crazy, how could you know that?"

"No! Really! Look," Hiccup took a few steps closer to Jack and pointed at the stone, "That's the rock you were on when I first saw you," Hiccup turned around and pointed in the other direction, "and I was somewhere over there with Toothless when you there that snowball, remember?"

Slowly, bits of memory from that day came back to Jack. Sure he remembered how he first met Hiccup, but he didn't think it was in this very spot. But, when he took a good look at his surroundings, he soon realized that Hiccup was indeed right to say this this exact spot was where they first met. Where Jack got his first believer on Berk. "Huh," Jack said as he stood on the stone and moved his free hand inside his pocket, "well whaddya know?"

"I know, right?" Hiccup asked as he moved back to the warmth of the Night Fury. "It doesn't seem like it was that long ago, does it?"

"You're asking the guy who's been around for three hundred years, Hiccup."

"You know what I mean," Hiccup said with a groan as he leaned against Toothless' side.

Neither of them could really believe at first that this was the spot where they first met. It seemed as if it was just last week that they had met, and yet here they were, possibly as close as friends could possibly be and they hadn't even known each other for a little over a month! Despite the feelings that they didn't wish to share with the other, both of the boys could tell that the friendship they shared was one that was practically priceless and wouldn't change a thing. Both of them hoped that it would be like this for months, maybe even years to come.

"You know," Jack said as he looked around the field once more, "This is a pretty spacious part of the woods. Really good place for a snowball fight, wouldn't ya say?"

Looking around the field with his hands placed at his hips, Hiccup nodded in agreement and replied, "Yeah. I guess it does."

"Okay, here's what you need to do," Jack began as he jumped down from the stone and moved towards Hiccup and Toothless. "Get all of your friends out here for a snowball fight. Then, say it's a free for all. They'll all go at it, but technically, you'll have me on your side and you can distract them or something while I pelt them with as many snowballs as possible! It'll be so much freaking fun!"

While that did sound like fun, Hiccup sighed as he looked at Toothless, both of them shaking their heads at the idea. "I dunno."

"Oh come on!"

"Hey, it's not a bad idea!" Hiccup insisted. "In fact, it might actually help them after what happened."

"What do you mean?" Jack asked. "What happened?"

"Oh it was nothing," Hiccup said with a shrug. "Just a restless night is all."

"Wouldn't a snowball fight just make them even more tired?" Jack asked. "Ah who cares? They still need to get here! Do you'd think they'd come today or would you have to schedule it?"

Again, Hiccup shrugged, this time stepping away from Toothless. "I dunno. They might be busy after all. But I won't argue with you. That actually does sound a little fun. "

"_Yes_," Jack whispered triumphantly.

"Besides, they might need a little cheering up."

"Cheering up?" Jack repeated.

Hiccup nodded as he went on to explain. "Yeah, they all had nightmares apparently."

Instantly, Jack was overcome with worry, nervousness, and even a small bit of fear. He had to handle this situation slowly before he jumped to any kind of conclusion. "What kind of nightmares?"

"Simple stuff I guess," Hiccup went on. "Falling, fires, things like that."

"What about you?"

"Sorry?"

"You. Did you have any?"

"Yeah, but I don't really remember much about it."

Jack stepped closer to Hiccup, his eyes filled with anxious curiosity and concern for his friend. "What all do you remember? Tell me everything."

"Why do you-"

"Just tell me," Jack interrupted. "Please, look, just tell me what kind of dream you had." Jack absolutely had to know everything that Hiccup could tell him. If the bad dreams were caused by what he thought was going on, then he would need to act fast. There was no way Jack was going to let anyone on Berk believe in Pitch of all people.

"Uh, well i-it was, uh…" Hiccup tried his best to remember all that he could about his dream. By this point he had forgotten almost every detail, so it was a little difficult for him to recall the entire thing when just earlier that day he could remember no more than three small details. "Well there was darkness, and I'm pretty sure someone was calling out for me. I saw something too. I…I think it was Toothless?" Hiccup looked back at his friend who was looking at Hiccup in confusion, tilting his head to the side as he sat upright on all fours. "No," Hiccup said, remembering another part of his dream, "no it was. It was Toothless. He-he was hurt and I couldn't reach him. I don't know what was wrong with him though I just know something was wrong. He seemed like he was in pain or something." Hiccup paused for a moment to try to think of anything else that might be useful.

"Anything else?" Jack asked during the silence.

"I heard someone laughing I think," Hiccup added. "I don't know who it was or where it was coming from, but I definitely heard someone laughing. It's funny though; I haven't really had a bad dream in a while so in a way I guess it was overdue, huh?"

Jack quietly snapped his fingers, trying to make sense of this. Any other night Hiccup had a nightmare he might, _might_ have thought about this differently. But since he and all his friends had nightmares then there was definitely something going on. But was it just them? Did the whole island have nightmares or just the young ones? Why would pitch come to Berk of all places? Jack even began to think how there might be a silver lining to all of this. On the one hand, Hiccup didn't seem to believe in Pitch. To him it was just another nightmare. Perhaps the rest of the village was the same. Jack could only hope.

Despite what he hoped was the truth, he was determined to tell the Guardians about this the next time he saw them. This was something they really needed to know in case Pitch ever decided to return to Berk. Not wanting to make Hiccup worry any more than he might already be, Jack put a smile on his face and twirled his staff in his hand. "Alright, well, now that that's taken care of," he said before he pointed his staff at the stone and fired a blast of frost at it.

"Ooookay," Hiccup said as he looked back at Toothless in confusion. "You, uh, wanna tell me why you were so eager to know about my dream?"

"Huh?" Jack asked over his shoulder as he walked back to the stone. "Oh, uh, no it was nothing. Just a hunch is all, but no worries. Everything's all good."

"All good?"

"You heard me."

"Uh, okay," Hiccup said, unsure whether or not to dismiss that entire conversation. "So, uh, what's going on now?" Hiccup asked, motioning towards the stone that Jack had covered with frost.

"Oh now don't tell me you've forgotten our favorite game already!" Jack exclaimed as he traced his finger along the ice. Soon, Jack had one tiny outline of a dragon on the stone, standing back and gesturing to it with both hands as he gave a little "Ta-daa!"

Hiccup smiled as he realized where Jack was going with this. Looking to Toothless and giving his friend a small nod, Hiccup moved over to the frost covered stone and began drawing out his own little dragons, even making different dragons such as a Nadder, Gronckle, and even an attempt at a Whispering Death. "You ready, buddy?" Hiccup called out to Toothless, keeping his eyes focused on the last drawing he was making. Toothless chirped in response, bouncing with excitement as he reared back in anticipation for the dragons to take to the sky.

"Here we go!" Jack exclaimed as he took a step away from the stone, set his staff down, and reached out with both hands to the dragons, concentrating as hard as he could until one by one, slowly, each of the dragons seemed to peel off of the stone and begin to fly. They hovered for a moment before flying straight for Toothless, flying circles around his head as if they were pesky insects trying to aggravate someone in the middle of a hot summer day.

The two boys laughed with amusement as Toothless snapped his jaw at whatever dragon came close to him, hoping to catch at least one of them. When that didn't work and the dragons began to fly around the entirety of the field instead, Toothless began using them as target practice. Of course, he hit the first few dragons with ease, both Jack and Hiccup cheering the Night Fury on as he played his game.

"Man, he really likes that game, doesn't he?" Jack asked.

"Well, yeah. Wouldn't you?"

"If I was a dragon? Maybe." Jack paused for a short moment before spitting out, "Oh who am I kidding? It looks fun and I'm jealous. I'm jealous of the dragon. This is what's become of me."

"Eh, could be worse," Hiccup stated, to which Jack shrugged and nodded in reply as he watched Toothless fire at the rest of the tiny dragons. When all that was one more Nadder that Hiccup had drawn, Toothless changed his tactic and instead got as close to the ground as he could, waiting for the dragon to fly overhead. The second it did, Toothless jumped with his jaw open wide and snapped it shut around the dragon, bits of frost sparking down around him as he landed and ran his now cold tongue over his warm lips.

The two boys clapped and cheered for the dragon as he sat upright and looked at them, waiting for more dragons for him to play with. "Okay, we gotta do that again," Jack said as he gave Hiccup a couple pats on his shoulder before quickly moving back to the stone and giving it another layer of frost.

Hiccup's hand moved to his shoulder, rolling it a little as he looked back at Jack and sighed. He had hoped this was going to be easier than it was. How the heck was he supposed to get on with his life if almost everything Jack did made him smile or laugh or just make him feel good, which in turn made him remember everything he thought about the previous night? It irked him to know end that he couldn't come up with some kind of reasonable solution for this. And how the hell was he? This was something he never thought he'd have to experience in his whole life. Still, he stuck to the plan he had already decided upon. For the time being, nothing was really 'broken', so nothing needed 'fixing. Hiccup would just have to tough it out is all.

"Hey," he heard Jack say to him in a softer tone than before, "you alright?"

Hiccup realized he still hadn't moved to the stone and still had his back turned towards Jack, his head hanging down as he held the shoulder that Jack touched. Quickly, Hiccup looked up and turned around towards Jack with a smile on his face. "Oh, yeah. Yeah I-I'm good," he managed to stutter out as he tried to play it cool and safe, acting as if nothing was wrong. "I just drifted off for a second. Got lost in my own thoughts I guess."

"Something important then?" Jack asked, one hand placed on the stone as he turned just slightly more to Hiccup, wondering if maybe, just maybe, something really was wrong. Although, by the looks of things, Hiccup seemed to be fine.

Hiccup had to think quick in order to not let there be an awkward silence between the two. He spat out the first thing that came to his mind, "Uh, the Academy! Yeah, I was just, uh, thinking about what we might do the next time we have a, uh, a training session is all."

"Oh," Jack said, buying Hiccup's response, which made the young Viking sigh quietly in relief. "Well whaddya think you guys will do?"

"_Crap,_" thought Hiccup as he stopped walking, standing about two feet away from Jack. "Uh, probably like a group test or something. They'll split up into teams and I'll quiz them on some of their knowledge."

"Sounds like fun," Jack answered with a nod.

"Yeah, it can be someti-woAH!" Hiccup stopped midsentence and stumbled forward as Toothless nudged his back and pushed him forward.

Jack swiftly reached out with both hands and caught Hiccup before he could trip any further, one hand catching him by his shoulder and the other near the edge of his chest, while Hiccup only reached out and caught himself on Jack's shoulder. While Hiccup wouldn't have fallen, Jack just wanted to be sure he didn't hurt himself out of instinct whenever he was with any of his younger believers. "You okay?" he asked.

Hiccup looked up at Jack with a smile and nodded as he took a step back from Jack, biting his tongue and praying to the Gods he wouldn't blush or do anything else that might potentially embarrass him. "Yeah, I'm fine. Just got a little clumsy is all."

"Happens to the best of us," Jack responded before looking at Toothless. "Now what was that for?"

Toothless moved his head and gestured towards the frost covered stone before looking at Hiccup, silently asking his friend to make more of the dragons for him to play with. Hiccup rolled his eyes as he ran his hand along the top of Toothless' head and responded, "Fine, you big baby. I'll help more dragons for you to play with." Toothless immediately smiled and gave a small jump of excitement before running back to his original spot and began waiting for the dragons to fly off the large stone once more.

Again, both of the boys tried to forget the fact that what just happened even happened and focused their attention on making more dragons for Toothless to chase. Neither of them said anything while they drew, which they didn't really seem to care or perhaps even notice.

Once the dragons were done, Jack made them come to life and sent them after Toothless. Both Jack and Hiccup leaned against the rock with their arms crossed as they watched Toothless play. "How much would you want to bet that this is the only reason he's okay with me sticking around?" Jack asked as Toothless shot a small blast at one of the dragons.

Hiccup pretended to think about it for a moment. "Well, it's not just this. I mean, he does like winning races after all."

"Then why does he race me?"

"He likes a challenge. Especially if it's one he knows he can beat in the end."

"He sounds as stubborn as his rider."

"Thank you, you're too kind."

The two chuckled at their own joke as Toothless waved his paw at the last dragon; effectively going right through it and having it disappear into a swirl of frost. What the two didn't see however was Toothless looking up at the sky in confusion and concern. He grunted and gave a small roar in order to try to get Hiccup's attention, not looking away from what he saw.

"Toothless?" Hiccup asked as he stepped away from the stone and moved towards his friend. "What's wrong?"

Toothless huffed at the sky as he looked back and forth between it and Hiccup, pleading with the young Viking to look at what he was trying to point out. Once Hiccup realized what Toothless was trying to get him to do, he turned and looked up at the sky. His mouth slowly started to slightly hang open, his eyes began to grow wider as he took a step back in shock.

"What?" Jack asked urgently as he turned around. "What is it?" Jack too was overcome with shock as he saw the black plume rising over the treetops. It was far away, but it still made them give a small gasp in fear.

"Hiccup," Jack asked softly as he looked back to his friend after realizing the direction of where the smoke was coming from, "is that…?"

"The village," Hiccup answered softly before crying out, "The village! Something's up! We have to go!" he shouted as he hopped on Toothless' back, wasting no time in securing his artificial foot and taking off as fast as he could, Jack flying right after the two without a moment to spare.

"What could it be? That smoke is huge!" Jack wondered aloud, hoping Hiccup might have some kind of idea.

"I don't know!" Hiccup answered, not looking at Jack as he flew straight for the smoke.

Jack looked ahead and wondered if there might be a way he could help. He controlled ice! Surely there would be a way he could help stop the fire. He might not be able to fully stop it since he didn't do well in hot temperatures, but maybe he might be able to create enough ice from his staff that he'd be able to calm the fire down just enough that the Vikings could take care of it completely.

Time seemed to slow down as the two made their way back to Berk despite how fast they were flying. The closer they got, the more they could hear the frightened shouts of the people in the village, riders and their dragons headed for the ground in order to get supplies to beat the flames. When they got close enough, they could see the smoke was coming out of the entrance to the Meade Hall.

"Oh Gods," said Hiccup as he looked around to see people running away from the Hall. "Please tell me no one was hurt. Please tell me no one was hurt. Why did-why didn't they put this out sooner? How-how could it get this big? We've stopped fires before, what happened? How did they let it get like this?"

Jack had no real answer to give to any of those questions. "I don't know, Hiccup. Let's just do what we can to help," was all he could say in response. It was then that Jack noticed something about the smoke that didn't seem right. It, in actuality, didn't seem like smoke at all. It wasn't 'poofy' like normal smoke. Instead it seemed to come out in streams, like small trickles all jumbled together. From this distance it actually looked like…

"Oh no," Jack said under his breath.

Jack, much to his dismay, then realized that the smoke wasn't smoke at all. He was right about the 'smoke's' appearance. It didn't seem to be puffy like normal smoke and rather appeared to have streaks and curvy lines as opposed to a cloud-like shape. Even then, smoke didn't have hints of purple, blue, and white to them; much less seem to sparkle like that.

It was then that he quickly realized that this unfortunately wasn't smoke from a fire. It was sand. Nightmare Sand. Which could only mean one thing, no matter how hard Jack tried to deny it.

Pitch was on Berk. He was here, right now, and he was making his presence known.

And Jack knew there was no way he could fight him on his own.

* * *

><p><strong>Yeah, things really are gonna heat up soon...just not in this chapter. <strong>

_**Sorry if you hate me.**_

**So yes if you would be so kind to leave me a review or your thoughts on the chapter that would be great. I need them to live so by not doing so you'll be killing me. Think about it.**


	17. Chapter 17

**I'll just come out and say it. My muse is crap. **

**The will to write has just been gone lately. Mostly because work has taken over my summer life and school will soon take over the other part of my life. I knew things were gonna get super busy but I always thought I would be able to make just a little bit of time to focus on writing (both for this and my actual story). But lately it's just kinda been gone. I don't wanna drop this story by any means but at this point by the time I finish it then the fandom will basically be dead.**

**I don't know what all to say except that I hope if you guys like the story then you'll stick around and I'm sorry to anyone who thought updates wouldn't take as long as they do. This story is gonna take a lot longer to tell than I anticipated.**

* * *

><p><strong>Chapter 17<strong>

Busy, busy, busy. It was as if North couldn't catch a break. He felt as if all he could do was blink and all of a sudden it would be Christmas Eve already. Shipment after shipment made their way to storage where they would wait until the night they would be delivered, the large man checking off his list of the day's quota. Lucky for him, there hadn't been any big mess-ups all day and seemed as if the day could go by without any kind of hitch.

"Remember!" he called out to a yeti who sat at his work station, "I need half of those green and the other half purple!" The yeti shouted back at his boss, waving around his paintbrush as he spoke. "Well do you have enough?" North asked.

The yeti shook his head.

North sighed as he snapped his fingers and thought of a way around the situation. "Okay, okay, then just go to the paint supplies, get some blue and yellow and mix them together. We should be good until Bunny sends us some more. You can do that, yes?" The yeti gave his boss a thumbs-up as he nodded and went to work. "Good! Very good! Keep up the good work!" North shouted back with a smile.

If anything, the biggest problem he faced so far today was the fact they were running low on green paint, which he easily took care of without a bit of hesitance or worry. Things today were actually looking up for the Guardian of Wonder. Only a few minutes after he had the conversation with the yeti about the lack of green paint, North passed the main control panel for the globe and gave it a small glance. He was itching to look at the believers Pitch had, but knew that, like a wise old man once told him, a watched pot never boiled. North kept walking and focused on the work going on around him, trying his best to get his mind off of the globe.

It didn't last long.

North didn't even make it ten steps before he turned around and started back for the globe. Reaching the control panel, North flipped a few switches and made most of the lights disappear, the few remaining ones easing North's anxious mind. All seemed just as it had been the last time North checked the globe; and he wasn't going to accomplish anything by standing there and looking at the globe either. North reached out to turn the globe back to its original settings when something made him stop. He could see a small glow from the side of the globe as it slowly spun around. North didn't remember there being any believers in that particular area the last time he checked the globe, especially some that would give off a globe that bright.

North almost ripped his arm hair out as he waited for the globe to turn so he could see how bad it was. He felt his heart plummet into his stomach as he saw nothing but lights in one particular spot on the globe. How could this have happened? In the past twenty-four or so hours that North had last checked the globe, Pitch had managed to get this many believers? How was this even possible?

North leaned closer to the globe, trying to see where the believers were. It seemed as if it was some random spot in the middle of the ocean, so North knew right away that it was probably some island. It still didn't make any sense. Sure an island was an easier place for Pitch to do his work; islands have smaller populations and therefore Pitch has a smaller chance of encountering one of the Guardians.

North had to tell everyone about this, maybe even go to this island to see what was going on and if there was something they could do to stop it. Pitch didn't just get this many believers this quickly without some kind of mischief going on. The island seemed familiar however, but North didn't know what it was about that island that he seemed to vaguely remember. It was as if something had happened there that he thought he should have remembered. Or perhaps someone had brought it up recently? But why would the Guardians go to a small island like that in the middle of nowhere at this time of year? Sandy had just visited Italy, and Tooth herself hadn't been on the field in a long time. And for that matter, why would it have been important for them to bring it up the island in the first place?

North grabbed the handle on the dial that would summon the rest of his team, but before he could even turn it, he felt his stomach twist into a tight knot. Suddenly, he remembered what that island was and why it was so important. Realizing where those lights were coming from, North knew that this was something that demanded their immediate attention. "Stravinsky," he mumbled before quickly turning the dial and calling his team.

"READY THE SLEIGH!" he shouted, a few yeti's immediately stopping what they were doing and looking at North as he yelled. "BRING ME MY COAT! MY SWORDS! HURRY HURRY THERE IS NOT MUCH TIME!" The yeti's that had stopped quickly dropped what they were doing and ran to do what North had asked, who had turned back to look at the globe to see if maybe, hopefully, he was just seeing things. Unfortunately, he wasn't. The Guardian hoped that the time Jack had spent on the island would come in handy. Time didn't seem to take pity on the man who nervously waited for any sign of his comrade's arrival. If only they knew what North knew, perhaps they'd pick up their pace and fly or hop as fast as they possibly could in order to go after the Nightmare King.

North didn't know exactly what Pitch was doing on that island, but whatever it was, he knew there was absolutely no way it could be good.

* * *

><p>"<em>This can't be happening,"<em> Jack thought. _"No, nononono this isn't real. Crap, crap, what do I do what do I do what do I do…Hiccup." _He turned to look at his friend, instantly fearing for his life. If Pitch was here then he was here for a reason and, considering how stubborn Hiccup said Vikings normally are, there was no way he was going to get it without a fight from the Vikings. Pitch wasn't afraid to hurt people to get what he wanted and this much was fact. _'Wait a minute.'_

Jack looked at the rest of the people in the village as they gathered around the fire, some even running around as they tried to gather whatever supplies they could to put out the supposed fire. They all saw the sand. Every single one of them was able to see the black swarm of particles erupting from inside the Meade Hall.

How was this possible? If they even knew what the sand really was and what it meant, they would be smart to run away instead of trying to fight it.

"I've never seen smoke like this before! Have you?" Hiccup asked, curious as to what was burning inside the Hall to give the smoke such a glittery effect.

Jack, snapped out of his daze, looked to Hiccup and remembered that he still didn't know the true meaning of what was happening here. Then again, neither did Jack; at least he didn't know why Pitch was even here and making a spectacle in the first place. He shook his head and shrugged as he answered, "Beats me." Why Jack didn't tell Hiccup what the real cause of the panic was, he didn't know. He simply figured it was best for Hiccup not to know who he might be up against at this point. Jack needed to assess the situation first to see if there was something he could do to stop anything from happening.

Hiccup flew around to the front of the Hall, just a few feet from the entrance and cautiously flew a little closer to the smoke, squinting and focusing on the black plume as he looked around. Jack followed him, worried that something could happen at any second that he wouldn't be prepared for. "I can't see the fire!" Hiccup shouted to Jack over the cries of the other villagers. "The smoke's covering it all up!" The Viking flew away from the smoke, looking below to see if he could find any sign of his dad who would more than likely know exactly what to do in a situation like this. "That fire has to be big though to have that much smoke."

"No doubt," Jack responded.

"You didn't see anything, did you?"

"I don't think so."

Hiccup looked back at the smoke, wondering what could have possibly started this fire to begin with. Usually everyone was more than careful to make sure the Hall never caught on fire to begin with, so how in Odin's name was a fire this big able to start in the first place? There had to be a way to put it out though, but normal buckets of water didn't seem like they were going to do the trick this time.

While Hiccup pondered over what he could do to try to help, Jack wondered what the other Guardians would say if they were there. A situation like this had to have some kind of solution, but by himself Jack was pretty much out of ideas. He could freeze the sand, but at the rate it was pouring out of the large doors it wouldn't do much good. Maybe if Sandy was here the two of them could do some good while the others tried to find a way inside and see what Pitch was up to.

"Hiccup," Jack said flying in-between Hiccup and the sand, "you need to stay away from that smoke."

"What?"

"Get to solid ground," Jack warned. "Trust me, I have a gut feeling that with a fire that big something real bad is gonna happen."

Hiccup nodded towards the Meade Hall. "Uh, in case you haven't noticed, something bad has already happened."

"I mean worse. Like, I dunno, an explosion or something."

While Hiccup thought Jack's overcautious behavior was a bit in question, he did feel that Jack did have a point. This fire seemed large and essentially out of control. And he sure wasn't going to be able to help stop it by hovering there and staring at the smoke coming from the blaze. "Alright," Hiccup answered. "But you stay safe too. We don't need the winter spirit to get too hot. I don't feel like seeing you melt and I especially don't wanna have to clean it up."

Jack rolled his eyes as Hiccup flew towards the ground. "Oh ha ha, very funny!" Jack looked to the sand and sighed with nervousness, the outlook for the rest of his day not being a pleasant one. He began to fly circles around the smoke, looking for any kind of entrance to the Hall or even a sign that Pitch was about to make his first move.

On the ground, Hiccup and Toothless landed in the middle of the chaos, people shouting at one another their ideas for how to handle the situation.

"WHERE'S THE WATER?"

"WAS ANYONE INSIDE?"

"WHY NEED WATER? YA CAN'T FIGHT WHAT YA CAN'T SEE NOW CAN YA?"

"HAS ANYONE SEEN STOICK?"

"HOW DID THIS HAPPEN?"

"HICCUP!"

Hiccup turned around to see Astrid, followed by the rest of his friends, running right for him. "Astrid!" When all of his friends had reached him, he looked back to the smoke and wondered if anyone he knew was caught inside when the fire started, just like the woman had shouted earlier, and if people were able to make it out alive if they were. "Are you guys alright?" he asked as he looked back to his friends.

"Yeah," Astrid answered, "yeah we're okay. We weren't even in the Hall when it happened."

"How-how did it get this bad?" Hiccup asked, turning to face the smoke. "W-we have procedures! Safety measures! We don't have that many rules but, last I checked, fire safety is one of our biggest concerns!"

"We're not sure," Fishlegs responded.

"Yeah," Tuffnut added, "Snot and us were just passing by when we heard this huge explosion coming from inside!"

"Explosion?" Hiccup repeated.

"Mmhmm, a big one too!" Ruffnut said, using her hands and arms to mimic a large burst and almost stretching her arms out as far as they could go.

Snotlout was the next to step forward in their little circle and explain what he saw. "Next thing we knew there was smoke coming from the doors and people running out and shouting and stuff."

"So everyone made it everyone made it out okay?" asked Hiccup.

"We think so," Ruffnut replied.

"I didn't see any of that," Fishlegs went on. "I only heard the explosion. I ran over here and just saw the smoke coming from inside."

Astrid stepped closer to the Hall and went on to say, "What I don't understand is what could have possibly exploded. We don't store dragon eggs in there, and even if we did, we don't have any that make big enough explosions to cause this!"

"And where the heck is the fire?" Snotlout questioned. "I don't see any flames!"

"It's a giant room carved into a mountain," Fishlegs answered. "There's probably not that much burning in there anymore. It's all smoke and ash now."

Snotlout shook his head, aggravated that he wasn't able to make sense out of any of this. "That still doesn't explain how everything was able to catch fire without us stopping it first!"

In the air, the Guardian made his third round of flying around the sand, trying his best to think of any possible way he might be able to get one foot ahead of the Nightmare King. Nothing came to mind to his distress. When he reached the front of the Hall, Jack reached out and slowly grabbed a small handful of the sand, cupping it in his hand as he examined it. This was definitely Nightmare Sand.

When Jack went to let the sand fall out between his fingers, he noticed that some of the sand was starting to fly upwards with the rest of the sand coming from inside the Hall. Jack let all the sand in his hand go only to see it fall for just a moment before defying gravity and following the rest of the sand. Jack, getting an idea and hoping he was wrong, followed the sand all the way to the top of the plume only to find that instead of seeming to disappear into thin air like normal smoke, it was tunneling back inside the plume; as if all the sand was being recycled. This sand wasn't being sent out from any random shadow. Pitch was inside the Hall controlling all of the sand.

Quickly, the Immortal flew down to Hiccup and landed beside him, almost instinctively giving the Night Fury a scratch on the top of his head as if to calm him down. "Hiccup," Jack said, Hiccup not turning to look at him when he spoke even though he knew Jack was speaking to him. Before he could go on, he noticed an assorted array of bright colors waving through the sky. North was calling the Guardians, but Jack knew he didn't have time and that North would understand. Although, Jack optimistically guessed that North was calling them because he knew about the situation on Berk and needed to gather the rest of the team. "Hiccup," Jack went on, "you need to get everyone out of here. Like, now."

Hiccup said nothing at first, anxiously waiting for some kind of miracle to explain what they could do. "Why?" Hiccup asked, all of his friends looking to him as he spoke. "Why did this, how did this even start?" Hiccup glanced over to Jack, looking at him through his peripheral vision and repeating himself, "Why?"

It was then that Jack understood what Hiccup was trying to do, realizing why he took a second to respond. "Just trust me, please," he answered. "Everyone here is in danger. This isn't what you think it is." It still didn't make sense to Jack how everyone was even able to see the sand in the first place! If anyone he would think Hiccup might be able to see it, but he didn't even fully understand the power that Pitch possessed. Jack didn't even recall telling Hiccup about his powers with the nightmare sand to begin with, so how on Earth was everyone on Berk able to see this?

"How?" Hiccup quietly responded, Jack nearly missing the response. Hiccup stepped in front of all his friends so they wouldn't see his mouth move as he repeated, "How?"

"I dunno," Jack answered. "You're the son of the Chief! They have to listen to you every now and then, or at least follow you if you say they need to leave, right?"

"Not that simple," Hiccup stated. "No idea if they'd even listen to me if I tried." Hiccup looked around for any sign of his dad. Usually by now his booming voice would have been echoing throughout the village giving orders and gathering the people to help stop whatever catastrophe was occurring. "Jack, what's going on?"

Jack didn't know how to respond. He wanted to tell Hiccup about the sand, but knew that it might only put Hiccup in even more danger if he knew that this was Pitch's doing. Maybe if he just thought it was a fire, something he and his people had faced since they were born, they wouldn't be so afraid of it and thus take away some of Pitch's power.

"Well this day has gone pretty good," Fishlegs sarcastically exclaimed from behind. "First the bad dreams, then I get splinters all over my hand, and now the Meade Hall is on fire!"

"Wait, dreams?" Jack thought aloud. Things started to click in Jack's mind. Hiccup said people had had some bad dreams the night before. Was that how everyone was able to see the sand? A bad dream? If it was, then it must have been a really bad dream for them to all believe in Pitch already.

But then again, what reason would they have not to believe in Pitch? Trolls, goblins, winter spirits, Pitch might have had them all have terrible dreams and then show himself while the idea of him, or at least the fear that he brings, would still be fresh on their minds. It was a stretch, but for Pitch it was a plan, and a good one at that if it worked.

"HURRY UP WITH THAT WATER!" someone shouted.

Jack, Hiccup, and the rest of Hiccup's friends all turned to see several grown men and women carrying large buckets of water towards the Hall, rushing through the group with urgency and determination. "GO, GO, GO!"

"Oh no," Jack said as he followed the group up the steps towards the large wooden doors.

When the group reached the top of the steps, one of the Vikings decided to lead the group, slowly reaching out to try to push away the 'smoke'. When his hand made contact with the sand, he jumped back, startled and confused at what he just felt.

"What?" asked one of his companions.

"This smoke. It-it-it's not smoke."

"What do you mean?" his friend asked again.

"I mean touch it!" He reached out and grabbed her free hand and placed it on the sand, the woman having the same reaction as he did. She set her bucket down and reached out with both hands, touching the sand as she tried to make sense of it all. "It's…it's cold."

"Oh no, oh no, oh no, oh no," Jack repeated as he flew back to Hiccup, ready to tear his hair out. He needed to do something, and fast. He could already tell things were going to get real bad real fast if he didn't act soon, or at least have the rest of the Guardians show up so they could offer their opinion and wisdom. When he reached Hiccup, the Viking biting his bottom lip and tapping his fingers on his folded arms, Jack could tell that Hiccup was eager to find out what was going on.

"Whew," Ruffnut said as she rubbed her arms after a small breeze came through, "it's extra chilly today, huh?"

"You said it," her brother agreed.

"Wait a minute," Hiccup uttered under his breath as he stopped tapping his fingers. "Jack," he said softly.

"Yeah?" Jack asked, leaning in close to hear what Hiccup had to say.

"It's cold."

"That's kinda my job. What's your point?"

"It's. Cold," Hiccup reiterated. "When I was close to the smoke, I didn't feel any heat. A fire that big I - you'd think I would have been able to feel something." Hiccup turned to look at Jack, still careful not to let any of his friends see him speak as they stood behind him by keeping his lip movement as minimal as possible. "Jack, what aren't you telling me?"

"_Great,"_ Jack thought. Now Hiccup was getting suspicious. He knew he would have to tell Hiccup sooner or later what was really happening, but he would prefer it to be much later than sooner. "You need to leave," Jack warned once again, "Get on Toothless, get as many people as you can, and leave."

"Jack I-"

"WHAT'S GOING ON?!" Stoick's booming voice echoed throughout the confused Vikings, making way for their Chief as he observed the pandemonium. "Why hasn't this fire been put out yet? We're going to lose the Hall!"

"That's the problem, Stoick!" a man called out. "We just tried to put out the fire, but we can't sir!"

"Why not?"

"Sir, there is no fire!"

Stoick looked at the man as if he had just said the most insane thing he had ever heard in his entire life. "Are you serious? Look at-LOOK at what is happening! If there's no fire, then what do you call that?"

"Well, sir, it felt like…like,"

"Like what? Spit it out already!"

"Like sand, sir!" the Viking exclaimed. "We went to go through the smoke to try to find the fire, but when we touched it, it was grainy like sand you'd find on a beach sir. Only this sand was cold, really cold. It's as if there's no fire in there at all!"

Stoick looked back to the Hall, Stepping closer to it until he was only a few feet away from the first step. "That doesn't make any sense. If there's no fire than what made that sound? Where is this stuff coming from? And furthermore, are you trying to tell me that the stuff flying to the sky is black sand?"

"As crazy as it is, sir, that's exactly what I'm telling you."

"It's true Stoick," the woman reassured, "it's the strangest thing, I know, but it's true."

"Dad!" Hiccup called out, making Stoick turn around to see his son standing with the rest of his friends in the crowd.

"Hiccup!" Stoick responded as he ran to his son. When he reached the group of teens, Stoick wasted no time in asking them, "Are all of you alright?" They all responded by nodding and saying that yes, they were all just fine. "Did anyone see what happened?"

"No. Just the smoke and everyone running out after the explosion happened," Snotlout answered.

"We think everyone made it okay though, sir," Fishlegs added.

Hiccup stepped closer to his dad and asked, "Dad, what's going on? Are we just gonna let the Hall burn? Why aren't we putting out the fire?"

Stoick looked back at the hall, watching as the sand flowed out of the mountain side and into the air. "I'm, uh, not really sure I can answer that son."

No sooner had Stoick just finished speaking, an almost calm yet dark and chilling chuckle echoed throughout the village, seeming to emanate from inside the Great Hall. There wasn't a person on Berk who wasn't able to hear the laugh as they stood outside the Hall, all of them looking at the doors in surprise and, though they wouldn't like to have admitted it, a bit of fear.

All commotion stopped at that point. The only sound that was made was from the blowing wind or occasional grunt of a dragon. Some people stepped away from the Hall while some took a few steps closer, but no one said anything. They didn't even need to ask anyone else if they heard the mysterious laughter. The faces of everyone around them already answered that question.

"What in Odin's name was that?" Stoick asked.

"Stoick?" Gobber asked as he walked behind the chief, "Do me a favor and tell me this is just some kind of sick joke."

Jack knew he needed to waste no time. If Pitch was going to make his move, then he needed to get Hiccup out of here now or never. He turned to his friend and stepped in front of him, grabbing both of his shoulders and pleading with him once more, "Leave. Now. Okay?"

"Why?" Hiccup asked again quietly.

"Just go. Go!" Jack took to the air, leaving Hiccup with his friends and family as he shot towards the sand, his staff at the ready to blast away Pitch if he saw him even for a split second. There was absolutely no way Jack was going to allow him to hurt anyone on Berk, especially Hiccup.

As Hiccup watched Jack fly to the sand, he tried to think about how this would turn out. Obviously something out of the ordinary was happening, and by the looks of it, it didn't seem like anything they could withstand a fight against. Hiccup looked to his dad and said with the same tone of urgency that Jack had, "Dad, I think we need to leave."

"What?"

"Something about this doesn't feel right."

"Ha! You can say that again!" Gobber stated.

Stoick shook his head, dismissing Hiccup's request and saying, "No. I need to see what's happening."

"I, uh, I'm not sure that's really the best idea here, dad," Hiccup warned again.

"We're Vikings. We don't run."

"We do if we're up against something we can't defend ourselves from!"

"And how do we even know what we're up against?" Stoick asked, raising his tone just a little as he took a step closer to the Hall. "For all we know, it could very well be some dragon we haven't yet discovered. We've seen weirder things, Hiccup."

Hiccup stepped next to his father as he pointed out, "A dragon that laughs like a human? I think that might be pushing it, don't you?"

Hiccup did have a point, but Stoick had no other idea what this could be.

"IT'S A SIGN FROM ODIN!" someone called out, forcing Stoick to consider the fact that perhaps it was a sign of power from the Gods. "WE'VE ANGERED THE GODS!" Stoick dismissed the idea, not knowing anything that they had done that might have displeased any of their Gods.

"No we haven't! This is no act from Odin! This is something else! We just have to think our way through this!" Stoick shouted to the crowd. None of this was making sense. Smoke but no fire? Smoke made of sand? Add those with the laughter and all it did was worry half the people on Berk and give Stoick the beginnings of a bad headache.

Jack's grip on his staff grew tighter by the second. He was ready to fire at any moment, practically waiting for Pitch to jump out and try to get Jack when he was least expecting it. "Come on, come on you pain in my butt, just show yourself already," Jack whispered to himself.

As if he heard the Guardians taunt, a small window began to slowly open in the sand right in front of Jack, facing away from all the Vikings so that no one except Jack could see the tall and dark figure start to peer his yellow and menacing eyes from inside the black sand. He greeted his old rival with a smirk and a small nod, his hands staying by his side as he 'politely' said, "Hello, Jack. Long time no see?"

Jack didn't hesitate to shoot a blast of ice at the dark man, not feeling any kind urge to return the man's welcome. Unfortunately, the window closed just as the ice smacked against the sand, shards and sparkles of frost and ice bouncing off the sand and showering down in a glimmering display.

Hiccup was the only one to notice the frost attack, his eyes darting up to see Jack grunt as he swung his staff through the air, this sending another attack at the sand. Hiccup wanted to say something to his friend, but knew he couldn't since he was surrounded by people who didn't see the Guardian. What he did know however was that whatever Jack was warning him about was about to show and that his dad wasn't going to leave so quickly. A deep feeling in his gut, his heart rate increasing, they all made him know that nothing was going to end well if things progressed the way they were.

Jack grabbed his staff with both hands again, looking around for any sign of the Boogeyman should he reappear. His search didn't take long. Soon, another window opened, this time revealing Pitch's full self, arms still hanging by his side as he sighed and looked to the Guardian.

The Nightmare King clicked his tongue as he waved his finger at the Guardian of Fun. "Tut, tut, now that was just uncalled for. Is this how you greet all your old friends?"

"We aren't friends," Jack quickly responded, his staff at the ready as he floated closer to his foe.

Hiccup watched from below as Jack talked to whoever was inside the sand. Although he didn't want to know who was inside, he feared he would soon find out.

"Well that's just rude," Pitch retorted. "After all the time we've spent together? I mean I know I haven't exactly been the best of companions but come on, is a little respect and kindness too much to ask?"

"You don't deserve my respect," Jack spat. "Now tell me why you're here."

Pitch looked confused, turning his head towards the left as if looking at the Viking's, though all he could see was the black sand pulsing behind him. He thought the boy would have been able to figure it out right away, but apparently he would need a hint or two to lead him in the right direction.

"Is it not obvious?" he asked sincerely as he pointed behind him with his thumb. "You've seen the place, right?"

"Yeah, actually, I have. And what I also know is that everyone here can see you. Why?"

Pitch shrugged, throwing his hands out as he answered, "Nightmares. What can you do? Some of them don't leave that much of an impression on people, and some do. You know what the trick is? The trick is not to hit someone's biggest fear. It's to hit them all in a real environment. Giant snakes, someone can get over that. But hundreds of snakes altogether? That's different. Same for, oh, let's say disappointment. A dark room, full of people shouting, constantly bumping into one another as they shove and torment one another before you're thrown off a cliff? I'll admit that one was fun. She actually had to get out of her bed for a moment."

Pitch's answer was only making Jack grow angrier. "So you gave everyone bad dreams then? Not just the kids?"

"Well it was a bit of a stretch, I'll tell you that. But, it had to be done. I have to say though, it was fun to scare a few adults. Their fears are much more…oh, what's the word?" Pitch snapped his finger as he tried to find the right word to describe what he was thinking. "Common? Real? Deep? Oh I don't know, do-do you know what I mean? They're, you know, different."

Jack looked over to whatever Viking's he could see, all still staring at the sand as the waited for something to happen that might explain what it was. "That doesn't matter," Jack said as he looked back to the Nightmare King. "Why do you need them? What about all the other believers you've been getting? And don't say you don't know what I'm talking about because I do. We all do. We've known since the beginning."

It was at this moment that Pitch let out another small laughter, having to look away from Jack as he regained his composure. "My-my dear boy, what makes you think I was trying to make it a secret?"

"What's that supposed to mean?"

"It means," Pitch's tone grew more serious and stern, "that I didn't care about you Guardians finding those believers. They were the plan from the beginning! True, I wasn't going to use this island at first, but it intrigued me for obvious reasons, so naturally my plan had to evolve."

"Plan?" Jack questioned. "What plan?" Pitch smirked at the Spirit, saying nothing and irritating the Guardian further. "Tell me!"

"My, my, you really are thick-headed," answered Pitch. "Can't you tell?" Pitch threw his arm out to the side, motioning towards whatever obvious answer there was waiting for Jack. "You've seen this place? The things it has? The creatures and power it possesses? This power is in the hands of little feeble-minded humans. Imagine what it would be like in the hands of someone like me. Why, did you hear that one fellow? He compared my power to that of his God!"

"You're not a God!"

"I never said I was," Pitch snapped back, "I said he thought my little display was God-like. There's a difference."

Jack racked his brain around, trying to think of what it could be on Berk that Pitch would need to…. "_No." _Jack felt his heart stop when he realized what Pitch was after. The answer must have been so obvious it went right over his head.

"Ahem," Pitch said, seeing Jack look away from Pitch and have his face go from one of anger to one of sudden and frightful realization as. "Anyone home?"

"You're not here for believers," Jack whispered before looking back to Pitch, eager now more than before to blast Pitch to bits. "You're here for-"

"Finally!" Pitch cried, smiling with satisfaction knowing that Jack now knew his true intentions. Of course it didn't really matter if he did. He knew there was no way he could stop him. "It took you long enough!"

Jack inched closer to Pitch, clenching his teeth as he waited for any sign of the Guardian's arrival. "So, what, you think I'm just gonna let you do this? That North, Sandy, any of us are just gonna let you get away with this?"

"I'm counting on it, actually," Pitch answered with a smirk. "And, to be quite honest with you, you really don't have a choice. See, I need them. And, I'd really enjoy seeing you all try to stop me once I have them. I think it would be a lot of fun, don't you?"

"No."

"Pity, thought you would."

"You need to leave," Jack's staff started to softly glow, a dim light blue light stating to stem from the small crevices in the wood. "You need to leave, now. Before things get ugly."

Pitch rolled his eyes before he looked at his fingernails, looking as if he had no care in the world about Jack's threat. "Well, I'm sorry to say it's a bit late for that. Oh, wait. Heheheh, no I'm not." Without giving Jack even a second to respond, the Boogeyman waved his hand and sent a blast of his black sand at the Guardian, knocking him down to the cold and hard ground, landing on his side and slowly curling into a small ball as hissed through the pain. His staff glided along the ground, but only got a few feet away from the Immortal.

While everyone saw the blast that knocked Jack down, wondering what it was that caused such a show, Hiccup was the only one to see Jack fall and hit the ground, and by the looks of it, it was really painful. He had to stop himself from calling out Jack's name as he rushed to Jack's side, ignoring the calls from his father and friends as he knelt down beside his friend.

Jack slowly opened his eyes as he clutched his shoulder. "Okay, ow," he said when he saw his friend.

"Jack, a-are you okay?" Hiccup asked as he reached out to his friend, but quickly retracted his arms, not knowing what he could do to help and fearing he might hurt him further.

"Yeah," Jack hissed as he tried to sit up. "And by the way, if you see any blood, then it's the other guys."

"I don't see any blood," Hiccup responded.

"Good, then in that case, does anyone on Berk know how to fix a dislocated shoulder?"

"Hiccup!" Stoick called out as he ran to his son, keeping a watchful eye on the sand should it send out another flare like that again. "What are you doing? Get away from there!"

"Uh, uh," Hiccup tried to think of some way out of this, knowing his dad couldn't see Jack. He snatched some of the sand off of the ground and looked to Jack before quietly whispering, "Be careful," before turning to his dad. "I was just getting some of the sand. Maybe we can, you know, see if there's something we can learn about it up close."

"Maybe, but I'd prefer if you did it farther away from the swirling black tower of…whatever that is." Stoick hurried to get Hiccup to safety, keeping his hand on his son's shoulder as they moved back to their original spot beside Gobber and Hiccup's friends. Jack slowly followed the two, keeping his hand on his wounded shoulder.

No sooner did they arrive back at the center of the crowd did a small opening appear at the front of the sand. The gap opened large enough so that Pitch was able to move through it, arms behind his back and being carried by a small cloud of sand under his feet.

The Nightmare King smiled at the Vikings, all in shock as their mouths hung open at what they were witnessing. "Greetings!" Pitch exclaimed as he waved both arms out to the people. "Welcome, one and all! Judging by the looks on your faces I can safely assume that you're all worried and or scared out of your little minds, so allow me to introduce myself." Pitch gave a little bow as he went on, "My name is Pitch and, in case you're wondering, you don't have _that_ much to fear from me."

Stoick, taking charge and fulfilling his role as Chief of Berk, approached the sand and called back in response to the man's show. "What do you want? Why have you destroyed our Hall?"

Pitch took a quick glance toward the Hall and shook his head lightly. "Oh, sorry about that. I've just always been the one to admire a bit of dramatic flair here and there. Although I do get a bit carried away now and then."

"Now and then?" Jack repeated. "HA! Try all the time! Have you heard yourself talk? You're so self-righteous it's not even funny!"

Ignoring Jack's taunt, Pitch went on with his conversation with the larger man. "Now then, where was I?"

"You were about to explain to me why you're here!" Stoick called out.

Pitch looked back to the man and crossed his arms. "And you are, I'm assuming, someone of power in this village?"

"Aye, that I am," Stoick said as he stood as tall and powerful as he could. "I am Stoick the Vast, Chief of the Hooligan Tribe and of the island of Berk, and I demand you to tell me what you're doing here at once!"

Hiccup was getting chills down his spine seeing his dad act this way. Normally his dad would act powerful when need be whenever Berk was being threatened by normal raiders, but this was something different entirely. His dad wasn't holding back anything. He needed to be both powerful and careful with what he said in the hopes of not angering the obviously powerful guest.

"Oh relax, Chief. I'm not here for you." Pitch addressed the rest of the Vikings. "I'm not here for any of you."

"Then you're here for what?" Stoick asked again.

"I'm here," Pitch pointed to the sky where dragons, some even carrying their riders, had begun to gather as they watched the mysterious man talk, "for them."

Everyone on the ground looked up at the dragons, some growing more worried while others grew angry and defensive. Hiccup and Stoick were both the latter. "Our dragons?" Stoick asked. "You came for our dragons?"

"He must be crazy to think he's gonna get them without a fight," said Hiccup.

"Yes, as a matter of fact, I did." Pitch said, pointing to Stoick. "Now, the fun thing for me to do would be to take what I want by force, but lucky for you I've no intention of breaking a sweat today and, quite frankly, I'm not even sure it would be worth my time considering you're not even my real problem."

"Oh, I'd say we are!" Stoick slowly moved his hand behind his back and glanced over to Gobber, whistling just loud enough to get Gobber's attention. Stoick opened and closed his hand repeatedly, signaling to his friend that he needed a weapon. Gobber nodded as he quickly made his way out of the crowd and back to his shop, knowing just the weapon Stoick needed.

"Uh, where's he going?" Pitch asked, noticing Gobber run off. "Come back! The show hasn't even started yet!"

"He'll be back!" Stoick stated. "Don't worry about him! Worry about me! Now how exactly do you think you're going to take our dragons?"

"Take isn't the word I'd use," Pitch answered with a shrug. "I really only need to borrow them."

"Borrow?"

"Yes! Just give me one of each of the dragons you possess, I'll do what I need to do, and then I'll be on my way! Simple as that."

Stoick almost laughed at the idea. What was even funnier was that this strange man seemed to believe that Stoick was going to willingly go along with his plan. "I hate to disappoint you, but that's not going to happen."

"I mean no harm, really," Pitch reassuringly. "Give me what I need, and I'll go on my way peacefully."

"Liar!" Jack cried out. He turned to his friend and said, "Hiccup, you need to get out of here. While he still lets you." Jack, gathering all the strength he could and trying to ignore the pain in his shoulder, flew towards Pitch with his staff at the ready. But Pitch didn't even have to move a muscle for his sand to shoot out and create a small thin wall, smacking Jack away as if he were a fly. The Guardian tumbled through the air but soon regained his balance, shaking his head as he tried to stop his dizziness.

"Sorry about that," Pitch said as the sand moved back to the plume. He eyed Jack as he went on, "You have such pests on this island."

"Aye, that we do. And by the looks of it, I think we've got a new one," Stoick replied as Gobber came back with Stoick hammer, fresh from his shop for some needed repairs. Stoick grabbed his weapon and twirled it in his hand before he looked back at Pitch and stated, "I'm afraid you won't be getting our dragons so easily. Now I'm willing to have a civilized talk with you and come to some sort of agreement, which I think you should consider. It's a gracious offer after all seeing as how you destroyed our Great Hall."

Pitch rolled his eyes as he tapped his fingers together. "So-so let me get this straight. Your plan is to convince me, a man with clearly more power than you, to not take what I want even when I so kindly say that I would leave in peace?"

"Is there a problem with that?" Stoick asked as he pointed his hammer at Pitch.

"Oh no, not really. It's just that," Pitch reached down to his side with an open hand, his black Nightmare Sand forming a small rod in his hand, "I've never been one to compromise. Especially when it comes to things I know I'm getting."

"You asked us for our dragons, and I said no!"

"I'm afraid," the rod then began to form a sharp and coned tip, "I wasn't asking." Pitch grabbed the now finished spear and raised it high, aiming it right at Stoick's chest.

"NO!" Jack shouted as Pitch threw the spear, trying to blast it away once, twice, three times, each missing the spear just barely. Jack saw no other option at this point. He dove for the spear and hoped that he would either knock it out of the way and save Hiccup's only parent, or have the spear hit him instead. Either way, he wasn't going to let a mortal die on his watch.

Cries and screams came from some of the Vikings as the spear came closer to its target, the spear flying so fast that if anyone blinked they would have missed its flight from start to finish.

"DAD! LOOK OUT!" Hiccup cried out, reaching out and trying to instinctively push his dad out of the way but knowing full well he couldn't push his dad even one inch on his own. Stoick reached behind him and moved Hiccup out of the way, fearing he'd get hit with the spear instead.

All of this happened so quickly that if anyone had blinked, they would have missed at least half of what was going on around them. The spear flying, Hiccup's shouting, Jack tensing up as he flew towards the spear. What happened next was just as quick. As Stoick raised his hammer to try and knock the spear out of the way before it hit him, only Jack and Hiccup saw the golden whip come down and smack the spear, destroying it. Everyone else only saw the spear explode into tiny pieces before it ever made contact with Stoick's hammer for some unknown reason.

Jack moved back away from the spear as it exploded, looking up towards the whip as Sandy pulled it back, twirling it in his hand as he hopped out of North's sleigh and onto its wing. Bunny, North, and Tooth all congratulated him in hitting his target, North wiping his forehead as he breathed a sigh of relief. Jack smiled as he saw his friends land behind the crowd of Vikings and quickly hop out of the sleigh and, literally, run through all the people to create a line in front of the Vikings. They drew their weapons, except for Tooth who didn't need any weapons to fight off Pitch's attacks, and stood in the defensive as they waited for Pitch's next move.

"Dad, are you okay?" Hiccup asked urgently.

"Yes, yes I'm fine son, now get out of here, now!"

"Listen here!" Pitch called to all the Vikings. "I'll give you all five minutes to collect your dragons and bring them to me before I start using force!" Pitch glared at the Guardians, not wanting to fight them now of all times, but wasn't against knocking them around a bit just to get them out of his way for the time being.

"You heard the man!" Stoick called out. "Everyone go! Now!" The people of Berk followed Stoick's command and began running to their homes, while some stayed behind to see what else might happen or to check with other people to see what the plan was.

"Hiccup!" Jack said as he flew down back beside Hiccup. "If you're not gonna leave then at least hide. Get somewhere safe."

Hiccup nodded and turned to hop on Toothless' back, the dragon glaring at Pitch and waiting for Hiccup's word that it was okay to fire at the man. "Hey, Jack?" Hiccup whispered, leaning down and trying to make it seem as if he was talking to Toothless. "Those guys over there?" Hiccup nodded to the Guardians at the front of the group.

"Yeah?"

"Are those the, uhm, friends you told me about?"

Jack smiled, as if he had something to boast about as he answered, "Yes, yes they are." Jack glanced to them as he continued, "Surprised you can see them actually." Jack rolled his eyes and smacked the top of his head. "But then again, why wouldn't you? I practically told you they existed."

"Just as long as they keep that guy at bay I think we'll be good."

"That's the plan!" Jack began to float and move towards his team as he cautioned Hiccup, "Be careful!"

Hiccup pat Toothless' side, fixing his artificial foot as he said, "Okay bud, let's get out of here." Hiccup looked up and stopped Toothless before takeoff, noticing his das still staring at Pitch. "Hold on, Toothless. Dad!" Stoick turned to look at Hiccup. "We need to get out of here! Protect our dragons!"

"That we do!" Stoick answered as he looked once more to Pitch before turning around and moving to his son. "But we're not giving up that easily. Everyone! Ready yourselves! Get your dragons and form your ranks!"

"Form their ranks?" Hiccup repeated.

"I'm not going to let some stranger come in here and tell me what to do; least of all someone who puts you and me in harm's way. Now get out of here. You and your friends go hide while we take care of this man."

Hiccup nodded and went to look at his friends, all of which had already begun running for their own homes. Hiccup managed to see Astrid stopping to look behind to see if Hiccup was coming, to which Hiccup gave her a small wave to let her know he would be on his way soon. Astrid gave Hiccup a slight nod and turned to continue her way home.

Hiccup went to look back at his other friends but had lost them in the crowd. He could only hope they would make it back to their homes safely. He would need to meet up with them soon, knowing that none of them would want to sit back and watch this unfold but would want to be a part of the action. "Dad," Hiccup said, "this guy is really powerful. So, if things don't go right, we need to be ready to evacuate."

"I don't plan on losing so easily, son," Stoick stated. "Now hurry, before things really get messy!"

Knowing he wasn't going to be much help where he was, Hiccup and Toothless took to the sky, waiting for any sign of his friends, but more importantly hoping that his dad, who was running back home and rushing everyone else out of the way while the mysterious man seemed to be distracted, would come out of this fight unscathed.

Pitch, who had said nothing while he stared at the Guardians, finally broke their silence and chuckled, unclenching his fists and shaking his head. "Well, this is a bit of a surprise. I wasn't hoping to deal with you all for at least another week or so. And now look at you. You've gone and ruined the surprise!"

Jack joined his team, aiming his staff at Pitch as he said, "Glad you guys could finally make it!"

"And just where have you been?" asked Bunny.

"I could say the same for you guys." Jack turned to North when he asked, "How'd you know what was happening?"

"I saw it on the globe," North answered. "We didn't know where you were so we left without you. I told the yeti's to show you the globe if you ever arrived!"

"Well then it's a good thing I was here when this whole thing started!" said Jack.

"You were?" asked North.

"Yeah! You guys didn't miss much though. Ol' grey-face just nearly blew up their Hall, threatened to take their dragons, knocked me around a few times, tried to kill their Chief, oh yeah and he gave everyone on the island nightmares and now everyone believes in him."

"You're kidding," Tooth said, now realizing how everyone was able to see and hear Pitch.

Jack shook his head. "Wish I could say I was."

"I thought you said you were taking a break from this place," Bunny stated. "You know, focus on your actual duties and a weather spirit, remember?"

"Oh I remember," Jack answered with a nod. "But I kinda figured, hey, a week's enough time, right?"

"Ahem," Pitch said as he raised a fist to his mouth, looking at each of the Guardians individually when they all looked back at him. "If you're all not too busy I'd like to get on with this. I have a very busy schedule you see and I don't want to waste much time with you. At least, not now. That part comes later."

Bunny scoffed at Pitch's boastfulness. "You really think we're just gonna let you do whatever is you're planning?"

"I didn't know you really had any say in the matter to be quite honest."

"Enough!" Tooth exclaimed, her feathers starting to rise as her temper grew. "Why do you need those dragons?"

Pitch stared at Tooth with a blank expression, blinking twice before responding sarcastically, "To start my own petting zoo and become a millionaire." Pitch shrugged before he continued, "Wh-what do you think I want with them? To be powerful again of course! With those dragons, not even you five would be able to stop me. I almost won last time, didn't I? Imagine what I would be like with an army of dragons at my command!"

"You're not gonna get far with just one of each dragon," Jack stated.

"On the contrary, one of each dragon is all I'll need." Pitch cracked his knuckles before spoke. "Now, if you'll be so kind and buzz off, I believe I'll get back to my work." As Pitch spoke, a hoard of fearlings crawled out of the black sand spewing from the Meade Hall, forming their own line of defense in front of Pitch. All Pitch had to do was snap his fingers and his army of at least thirty fearlings charged at the Guardians.

Each of the Immortals raised their weapons and shouted as they ran to face the enemy head on. Each of the Guardians fought off their own fearlings, the shadowy creatures being an easy foe for them to defeat. North laughed as he swung his swords around, stabbing one before swinging the other and chopping off the head of another then leaping in the air and bringing both swords down to slice one in two, all the while keeping his joyful smile and laughter ringing through the ears of every Guardian.

Sandy's whips cracked with each blow, each attack sending more Fearlings back to the shadows they came from. Tooth needed only her wings and fists to take care of any Fearling that was dumb enough to think they could take her on by themselves. Bunny used the same tactic as Tooth, except he used his boomerangs in place of her wings, taking care of at least two Fearlings with each throw. Jack all the while used his flying and staff to freeze as many Fearlings as he could. The Winter Spirit even froze one solid, picked it up, and threw it at two more Fearlings, all three of them seeming to explode into tiny little specs of shadow upon contact.

All of the Fearlings were taken care of in a matter of minutes, none of the Guardians even breaking a sweat or out of breath in the least. Pitch didn't even seem to mind that his attack had failed. He just stood there, looking at each of the Guardians as they fought with his arms crossed and a smirk on his face that gave off the impression that he knew something the Guardians didn't, and that all their efforts were only helping him in his plan.

Once the Fearlings were taken care of, the Guardians all moved closer to Pitch, ready to take him down at any moment. North raised his sword as he boasted, "This is the best you can do? What is this? Childs play?"

"No," Jack replied. "I've seen kids play before, and they're much better than this. They at least make the games a little interesting."

"Oh enough with the chit chat!" Pitch complained, throwing his hands down to his side. "That wasn't an attack, at least not a real one. You should know me better by now. The only thing that was, if you must know, was a distraction! I need to keep you busy while I wait and, quite frankly, I'd rather not listen to your insistent and exasperating chatter."

"Fine!" Tooth shouted back. "We can make this quick!"

Sandy swiftly floated in the front of the group and pushed both arms out, sending a large blast of his golden sand at the Boogeyman. Pitch was quick to send out another blast of his own, the two attacks colliding in the center of the two spewing gold and black sand in every direction.

Pitch clenched his teeth as he forced Sandy's own attack back, having to use all his strength to match Sandy's. Sand flew everyone as neither opponent held back their power. Using this time to his advantage, seeing as how Pitch was busy trying to fight off the Sandman, Jack flew over to where he could get a good shot at Pitch and sent his own shot of ice at the enemy.

Pitch instantly moved one hand out to create a wall of sand to block Jack's attack. But Jack wasn't giving up there. He sent out shot after shot of ice and frost at Pitch, hoping that one of their attacks might be able to break him.

"If anyone else wants to jump in, that might be helpful!"

"Gotcha mate!" Bunny replied as he threw his boomerang at Pitch. However, Pitch concentrated hard enough to have a small circular wall of sand, almost like a pillar, shoot out and knock the boomerang away just as it came within three feet from Pitch's head.

"ENOUGH!" Pitch shouted right before Jack sent another blast at him. Pitch used the wall he was using to protect himself from Jack, curving it just slightly so that Jack's blast would roll right off it and fly right for Sandy. Although, not having any real time to aim it, the blast only landed a foot away from Sandy, but it startled the Guardian just enough that his attention was taken away from Pitch, giving him the opportunity he needed to get the upper hand on the smallest Guardian.

Pitch's blast soon came within inches of Sandy before the golden Immortal was able to fight back, forcing Pitch's blast back inch by inch. Mustering together whatever strength he could, the Guardian held Pitch off with one hand while his other formed his whip. Before he could crack his weapon at Pitch, the Nightmare King's blast successfully overtook Sandy, making the Guardian step out of the way and stumble back as the black sand hit the ground where he once stood.

Quickly, Sandy raised his whip and brought it down on the sand that Pitch had sent, turning it all to gold shining sand that soon vanished into thin air. Sandy went to form his other whip, but North and Tooth stepped in front of him, both of them protecting their friend with one free hand and trying to give their teammate a short rest before he rejoined the fight.

Pitch hissed through his teeth before he grunted, loudly. He raised his arms to both of his sides, ready to send out another attack, before something stopped both him and the Guardians. Everyone turned to see the source of the loud roar.

The source as it turned out was not one but a large swarm of dragons headed right for them. From what they could see, it looked like almost every dragon had a Viking on its back, shouting war cries and showing off their weapons boastfully.

"Finally," Pitch said softly to himself. "Now things get interesting."

"What did he say?" Tooth asked North, Jack rejoining the group and checking to see if Sandy was alright.

"I said, now things get interesting!" Pitch shouted back in response. "Do you see that?" He pointed to the approaching dragons, "That is how I win this fight. That is the start of my beginning, and your tragic end!"

Another roar made everyone look to the skies as the Vikings and dragons flew closer and closer to the Immortals. Pitch looked for what he believed to be the easiest target, setting his eyes on a Gronckle that was flying near the edge of the swarm. "Perfect," Pitch uttered with a smile.

Before Stoick could give the command to cease their flying and give Pitch one last chance to leave Berk, Pitch sent out his own army, but not in the form of Fearlings. Instead, Pitch sent many large and long tentacle-like arms heading right for the dragons. All of the Vikings tried to move out of the way, some dragons blasting their fire at the tentacles and shattering them to bits. The sand however would only soon reform and the tentacles would go on and try to hit as many dragons as they could.

Jack scanned the skies for any sign of Hiccup or Toothless once the attack started. He didn't know whether to be scared or consider himself lucky when he saw no sign of the Night Fury. "Try to distract him!" Jack shouted as he hovered off the ground. "I'll see if I can slow those things down!" Jack shot towards the arms, blasting away at any that came near the dragons.

"I'll come with!" Tooth shouted back as she followed Jack, spinning her way through any arm that came close to her.

"Oh I'm afraid they'll have their hands busy!" Pitch stated loudly, another and much larger army of Fearlings running out from the sand and attacking the rest of the Guardians. "Poor things," Pitch spoke over the fight. "Normally they'd hate the sunlight, but now? Well, with my sudden and slight increase in power, they have just enough juice to stand a little light and I must say it is _wonderful_ to see them so energetic!"

"Yeah! A real joy!" Bunny shouted back in response.

While North, Bunny, and Sandy were busy fighting off the Fearlings, Jack and Tooth were making sure Pitch didn't harm any of the Vikings. Together, the two took care of as many sand-arms as they could, but the tentacle like structures would only form back and continue their assault. Tooth used her wings to slice through multiple sand-arms while at the same time keeping an eye out for Jack.

Jack on the other hand, while he did check on Tooth here and there, kept looking for any sign of Toothless just in case Hiccup did join the fight. While he looked, he failed to notice one of the arms dive right for him until it was too late. He managed to move out of the way just enough that the blow only hit the side of his arm, causing him to spin for a moment as he grabbed the sore spot.

"Are you okay?" Tooth called out.

"Yeah!" Jack answered. "Yeah I'm okay! Just took me by surprise is a-" Jack then looked at Tooth and saw an arm right behind her head for her back with its pointed tip. "LOOK OUT!" Jack pointed his staff and flew right for the arm, Tooth ducking out of the way right as Jack and the attack collided. Using his staff like a bat, Jack knocked the arm out of the way, making the tip of it disappear in a shower of sand and frost, though he knew it wouldn't stay that way for long.

"Thanks," Tooth sighed in relief.

"No prob! Now let's make sure Pitch doesn't get his hands on any of these things!"

The two rejoined the battle, destroying as many arms as they could. However, before Jack could destroy one of the arms, it managed to wrap itself around a Gronckle, pulling it down and tossing it and its rider aside. The man riding the dragon quickly rose to his feet and ran for his dragon but stopped once he saw more of the strange man's sand begin to crawl over the dragon. He rushed to wipe some of it off, but the sand was crawling too fast for him to get it all off of his dragon.

"Tooth!" Jack called out, seeing what was happening to the creature. He flew down for a closer look and considered shooting at the sand, hoping it would make the sand move away from the dragon, but couldn't risk hurting the dragon at the same time.

"What's he doing?" Tooth asked as the rest of the Guardians watched in shock as the Gronckle started to roar and groan in pain, thrashing around for some unknown reason.

"Welch?" the Viking called out as his dragon cried in fear. "Welch! What's wrong, boy?" The Viking tried again to wipe the sand off, but once he felt the suddenly hot sand against his skin, he felt as if a thousand tiny needles just stabbed his hand and jumped back in pain. "What's happening to him?"

"Oh relax," Pitch said with a small wave of his hand, "He'll be fine! I'm just doing a quick scan. Which should be done right about…" A couple seconds passed before the Gronckle stopped thrashing, the only moving he was doing was his belly moving up and down with each deep breath as the sand began to slowly crawl off the dragon, "Ah, right now. See?"

"Welch!" The man called as he approached his dragon and placed both arms on his pet, looking in his eyes and seeing if he was alright. "Are you okay, boy? Can you get up?"

"Uh, actually, I believe that is mine now. So, if you wouldn't mind," Pitch raised his hand and snapped his fingers, his black sand gathering around the man's feet and pulling him down, dragging him away from his friend as even more of Pitch's black sand crawled underneath the tired and exhausted dragon and carried him off towards the Meade Hall.

"Welch!" The Viking cried out as he tried to claw his way out of the sands grasp, but to no avail. The Gronckle was carried up the steps and disappeared into the darkness of the Meade Hall, only then was the man released. "Give him back! You monster!"

Pitch shrugged, not caring whatever 'insult' the man had to say to him. "I've heard worse. Now, where was I?"

The Guardians looked at Pitch with anger in their eyes, eager to take Pitch out before he hurt anyone else on Berk.

"Oh! I remember!" Pitch exclaimed. The Nightmare King took a deep breath before he stretched out both arms and sent out a thin layer of sand over the ground surrounding the Meade Hall. Concentrating as hard as he could, Pitch focused all of his attention on the sand, the grainy substance starting to wave and rumble violently.

"What's he doing?" Jack asked.

"Looks like we're about to find out!" Bunny answered.

While the five heroes watched the sand in anticipation, small shapes started to materialize, rising up out of the sand. First what appeared to be a head, then a body, tail, wings, and legs. Before long the sand started to define itself more and take the shape of a Gronckle, moving and stretching out its limbs and wings. Its eyes opened wide to reveal a bright yellow center, its roar, shriller than that of a normal Gronckle, grabbing the attention of all dragons and Vikings in the battle.

"What is that?" Jack mumbled softly as the dragon roared once more. Soon, more Gronckle's appeared from the sand. From the looks of it, Pitch wasn't having to concentrate and strain so hard to create the dragons, each one appearing faster than the last.

"There," Pitch said as he wiggled his fingers and stretched his neck. "Just took a small bit of practice to get the hang of it, that's all. Now," Pitch looked at the sky and smiled, "let's see what fun things you can do, shall we?"

The Gronckle's obeyed Pitch's command and took to the sky, joining the battle against the Vikings. While the normal dragons fired their own blast of fire, the dark dragons fired their own attacks of black sand right back at them. These Gronckle's, unlike the normal ones, were quicker and had no shot limit, making it more difficult for the Vikings to hit them than they had anticipated.

Jack was worried now more than ever for Hiccup's safety should he join the fight. "We gotta stop those things!" Jack said as more Gronckle's crawled out of the sand. "Tooth and I will take care of the ones in the sky; you guys stay down here and stop those things before they have a chance to take off!"

"Good plan, Jack! Good plan!" North replied as he leapt into battle, swinging his swords through as many Dark Dragons as he could before they had a chance to take off. Luckily, these dragons disappeared once they were destroyed just like Pitch's Fearlings, but it meant virtually nothing as Pitch kept creating more Dark Gronckle's every second, adding more and more dragons to his army.

Jack and Tooth flew back into battle and began taking care of the Dark Gronckle's, all the while hoping their friends down below could fend off both the dragons and Fearlings. "He's going after the Monstrous Nightmares! Let's watch those guys the most!"

"Which ones are those again?" Tooth asked.

"The big ones with the horns and the long snout!" As Jack spoke, a Monstrous Nightmare flew right over the two. Jack pointed at the creature and informed Tooth, "Like that!"

"Okay! But Pitch won't stay focused on those forever!" Tooth dove down and used her wings to slice off the wing of a Dark Gronckle who was getting ready to fire. "He wants all these dragons! We need to keep an eye on him too!"

"Got it covered! Be careful out here, this place is getting insane!"

"I can tell!"

The two went their separate ways, fighting off as many of the Dark Dragons as they could while their friends below fought the Dark Gronckle's before they had a chance to take off, hoping they would take their attention away from the fight occurring in the air.

Bunny hopped from rooftop to rooftop, throwing his boomerangs at any Dark Gronckle both on the ground and in the air. The Pooka even managed to jump down from a rooftop and land directly on a Gronckle's back before it was able to take off, beating it again and again with the end of his boomerang until it fell to the ground and slowly disappeared.

Sandy cracked his whips, North swung his swords, Bunny threw his boomerangs, and Tooth sliced with her wings, Jack all the while shooting ice and frost at any dragon he could before they could take down any more dragons. The sky was filled blasts of both fire and black sand, making Jack a little uneasy being in the middle of it all. But still, he had to fight. He just had to hope that Hiccup made it somewhere safe.

All Jack needed to be worried about right now was protecting the people of Berk, especially their Chief, and make sure Pitch didn't get his greedy hands on any more dragons. With so many blasts coming from every direction from both sides, Jack never knew what his next move would be until it was time to act. Soon the battle in the sky was so great that he had to fly lower, not wanting to get caught in the crossfire of both Nightmare Sand and fire. He shot up at any Dark Dragons he could, hitting only a few and causing them to fall to the ground. One Dark Gronckle in particular that Jack hit was about to fly right over him, but when Jack managed to hit its wings with his ice, the Dark Gronckle fell right past Jack, who had to quickly move out of the way as it fell. The Dark Dragon landed on a hut and broke off bits of its roof, including the small wooden dragon head that was poking out as a perch for any dragon to land on, as it tumbled down and fell on an empty cart before vanishing into thin air.

Jack knew it wouldn't be the first bit of destruction that would happen during this fight. He looked around and saw the chaos of the battle was only getting worse as more Dark Gronckle's joined the fight. He knew one thing was certain though; this battle wasn't going to be an easy one to win and unless they stopped Pitch before he got any more dragons, things were only going to get worse.

* * *

><p><strong>Wow would ya look at that? <em>Actual conflict? <em>**

**Took me long enough.**

**Anyways, don't forget to leave a review or comment your overall thoughts on this chapter...no really. Don't forget. I rely on your opinions so much it's not even funny. Any kind of comment you guys can share would be fantastic. Also to people who are asking where the hijack is in this hijack story, trust me when I say it's coming. **

**Hijack, while it is a big focus in the story, is not the only one. I like to build of characters and give them connections before they get together, plus with everything that's happening I doubt kissing their best friend is the first thing on their mind. **

**That being said I hope you guys like this chapter and you'll hopefully be seeing another chapter soon!**


	18. Chapter 18

**Wow okay so that chapter didn't take nearly as long to write as I thought it would. To be honest I've been in such a mood to write that it might not be too long before another chapter is posted.**

**But anyways, thanks to everyone who followed or faved this fic since the last update. and to everyone who's been here since the beginning, I just wanna say thanks. I'm glad you guys stuck around, especially now that the actual conflict has been reached, which I hope you guys will comment on in any reviews you might leave. I must say I've been waiting for this part of the fic for a long time.**

**Enjoy!**

* * *

><p><strong>Chapter 18<strong>

The sound wasn't like anything he'd hope to hear. Screams and cries from his people as they fought on against a force he knew they didn't have much of a chance of defeating. He prayed to his Gods as he and his Night Fury stayed hidden behind his house, hoping they wouldn't be found. He knew he was told to go to the docks, but something told him to go back to the fight and try to help in any way that he could. It wasn't until he reached the battle did he realize how foolish of a decision that was. There was no way Toothless was going into that fight, not after what he saw happened to that Gronckle that the strange man pulled right out of the sky.

The last thing that person needed was his own Night Fury in the battle, and the only thing Hiccup could think to do was run. Just get Toothless as far away from the fight as possible. Somehow, he thought his house would be the safest place for them to hide for the time being. Everyone was at the docks, some even staying with their own dragons. It was like a dragon buffet for the grey-skinned man to get whatever dragon he wanted.

BOOM!

Hiccup instinctively duck and covered his head, shouting in surprise. He didn't know what just happened, or what had just exploded, but knew for certain that it wasn't good. The village was getting destroyed and he, the Chief's son, the dragon master of Berk, was hiding out the battle. Although he had good reason, Hiccup felt terrible for sitting the fight out when he knew the least he could do was grab a shield or small dagger and fight as many of those shadow creatures as he could.

He took a deep breath before he stood up and closed his eyes, giving himself a mental pep talk. He knew this was crazy, he knew this wasn't a smart idea, but he felt like he had to do it. There was no way he was going to sit back and let this play out without him fighting back. He turned to his friend and placed both hands on the side of his head as he spoke to him. "Toothless, I need you to stay here, alright?"

The Night Fury of course was against the idea.

"I'm not going anywhere, I'm just going to go take a quick look and see how things are going, okay?" he lied.

Still, the dragon wasn't going to allow his rider to go anywhere near the battle unarmed.

"I'll be quick, I promise I'll be right back, but I need you to stay here, okay? You saw what that guy did to that Gronckle." Hiccup leaned his head in closer to Toothless as he continued, "I'm not gonna let that happen to you bud. I promise. You've just gotta trust me, okay? Please, believe in me. I'm gonna be fine."

Toothless wanted to toss Hiccup onto his back and run off into the woods, or at least blast his way through the fight and carry Hiccup to the docks where he knew he would be forced to stay by those who weren't able to fight. But something told him that Hiccup was being sincere.

The moment didn't last long however. Toothless had known Hiccup for a long time and knew that the boy would get into some kind of trouble. But Hiccup was a smart lad; he would know when enough was enough. Against his better judgment, Toothless took a couple steps away from Hiccup, keeping his head extended out just long enough for him to run it along his rider, silently wishing him luck before he watched his rider slowly start to back away.

"I'll be back!" Hiccup said as he turned around and ran for the battle. "I promise!"

Hiccup ran to the fight as quick as he could, taking refuge behind another house as he watched the battle unfold. The tall man was still by the Meade Hall, dragons both normal and dark were fighting each other in both sky and on land. Even the people of Berk were taking their swords and axes and swinging them at any dragon they could. The Dark Gronckle's looked even scarier up close. Their bright yellow eyes seemed to only make them scarier as the lunged at any Viking, roaring as they attacked.

Hiccup looked around for any sign of his dad, but it was almost impossible to find him in the chaos of the battle. He couldn't find any sign of him or Thornado amidst the clusters of normal and Dark Dragons, jaws snapping at each other, Vikings dodging any blast that came near them, and Dark Dragons exploding into a million tiny pieces as they were blasted away.

Hiccup did however manage to see Jack on a rooftop talking to a large older man in a big red outfit, wielding two large swords as he fought off the Dark Gronckle that was flying right above him and snapping his vicious jaws at him. At least Hiccup knew one of his friends were safe.

Hiccup looked across the battlefield once more, wondering if there was a way he could make it to the other side and get Jack's attention. Maybe he could shed some more light about what was going on since he practically refused to tell him much when he asked him again and again…and again, and again. Sure Jack had to know that Hiccup wasn't just going to let this whole situation slide away without getting some kind of answer.

Before Hiccup could consider another way to get closer to Jack, a loud blast shook the ground behind him. He turned around just in time to see a Dark Gronckle landing right in front of him, no more than ten feet away and taking its time with each step, jaw hanging open as it snarled at the young Viking with squinted and evil eyes.

Hiccup tried to run one way, but the dragon only sent another blast of black sand at his feet again, causing Hiccup to run the other way, turning the corner and heading right for the battle. Of course he knew this was a bad idea once he made it and quickly turned around just as a blast, from a real dragon came down and hit the ground, exploding in a big ball of fire and send Hiccup flying a couple feet off the ground and landing on his front side.

He looked up to see the Dark Gronckle staring right back at him, so close that Hiccup could reach out and he'd graze the dragon's jaw with his fingertips. Hoping to outsmart the dragon, Hiccup slowly rose to his feet and began running one way, only taking a couple steps before he started running in the opposite direction. Much to his dismay, the dragon roared and flew right in front of him again, sliding against the side of the building and scrambling for a foothold. Hiccup knew there was no way out of this. He was cornered. He had to be quick, there had to be some way to get the dragon away from him. Whatever plan he was going to think of, he needed to come up with it sooner, for the dragon was only two steps away. His mouth had already opened as he prepared to blast Hiccup into nothing. Hiccup somehow found himself back against the wall once more, his palms placed against the wood as if he hoped there'd be an opportunity for him to push himself off the wall and gain some speed so he might be able to run away again.

As the dragon prepared to fire, Hiccup's knees already starting to give, a bright blue shot went right through the dragon's side, his eyes growing wide before he quickly dissolved into thin air. Hiccup looked up to see Jack landing right where the dragon once stood, reaching out and pulling Hiccup closer and looking him over to see if he had been harmed.

"Are you okay?" Jack asked.

"Wha? Yeah! Yeah I-I'm fine!"

"Are you sure?"

"Yes, I'm fine! Just a little shaken is all."

"Okay," Jack said with a small nod before he pulled Hiccup into a quick hug.

"Thank the Gods. I thought I was a goner," Hiccup stated.

Jack took a step away from Hiccup and gave him a quick shake, standing upright and looking into his eyes as he scolded, "What do you think you're doing here? I told you to leave!"

"Yeah, well, I came back!" Hiccup answered, bouncing his shoulders as he threw his arms out and let them slap against his legs.

"No. No. No, you need to get out of here. Now!" There was no way Jack was going to let Hiccup stay here, especially with Pitch having his own army of dragons. He'd make sure Hiccup was safe even if he had to carry him to safety himself.

"Not until I make sure everyone is safe!"

"What?"

"I need to help! There's no way I'm just gonna stand here and not do anything, Jack!" Hiccup stood firm in his belief, even starting to move away from Jack and look for a way to his workshop, knowing there must be some kind of weapon there for him to use that he kept stashed in his own area.

Jack reached out and grabbed Hiccup's wrists and pulled him back. "I don't think so. You need to go get Toothless and head for safety. Just trust me, okay?"

Hiccup nodded his head, sucking in his lips before arguing, "Okay, fine, you want me to trust you? Then answer me this: Who the heck is that?" Hiccup pointed to the Meade Hall where Pitch still stood, watching over the fight as he waited for the next opportune moment to strike.

Jack sighed, knowing that Hiccup needed to know in order for him to fully understand the gravity of the situation. "Remember that bad guy I told you about? You know, the one I help defeat around ten years ago, with the nightmares and the shadows and whatnot?"

"Yeah?"

Jack extended both arms towards Pitch, giving Hiccup a fake smile as he said, "Ta-daaa!"

"You're kidding me."

"I wish I was." Jack moved his staff from one hand to the other before he grabbed Hiccup's wrist again and quickly ran behind another home that was right beside them, keeping his staff pointed towards the battle should a Dark Dragon attack. He moved to a small collection of barrels and moved one just so that there was a small opening for Hiccup. "Hide here."

Hiccup wanted to protest again, but knew there was no point. He left Toothless back at home and was almost killed. He wasn't even joining the battle and he was almost blasted away without anything to defend him. This battle wasn't one meant for him, and although he knew his dad or anyone else on Berk would be upset he didn't fight, he couldn't help but feel a slight bit of shame for hiding behind the barrels.

Before Jack could leave, Hiccup stood up and pointed towards his home. "Toothless is over there. He's by himself."

"I'm sure he'll be fine," Jack assured, knowing that the Night Fury could take care of himself.

"No, I mean if I'm not here, go and see if Toothless is there. If not, then I'm more than likely with him. At least with him I'll be able to fight my way through this thing." Hiccup knelt down and hid behind the barrels, running a nervous hand through his hair as he bit his lip.

"Let's hope it doesn't come to that," Jack said as he hovered above the barrels. "Stay safe! I'll come back for you!" he said as he took off.

"Be careful!" Hiccup shouted in reply, hoping Jack would be cautious fighting these dragons. Jack may have fought Pitch before, but he hadn't fought these dragons, none of the Guardians had, and there was sure to be secrets about the dragons that the Guardians didn't know. They were going against a new enemy, and Hiccup began to fear for the worst.

* * *

><p>Pitch admired the chaos he had created. The sound of the Vikings screaming in fear as they ran away from the Dark Dragons chasing them was practically music to his ears. He soon chose his next target, pointing at the large dragon with spikes around its head and tail. "Those kind are next." The dragon he was pointing at must have noticed him, for as soon as Pitch had spoken, the Nadder shot several spikes from its tail at the Nightmare King who virtually effortlessly waved his hand and made his black sand knock the spikes out of the way before they speared right through him. "Well, that will surely come in handy," he thought aloud.<p>

The Dark Gronckle's that were in the sky did as they were told, some fighting off more of the Viking's that tried to stop them while others tried to take down a Nadder or two for Pitch to use.

The Guardians did everything they could to try to stop the Dark Gronckle's before they took down a Nadder, but it seemed to be no use. Whenever they destroyed one, it seemed as if two more took its place. This was going to be much harder than they had hoped. Still, they knew the way to win this was to take out the ring leader, Pitch. And Tooth saw the perfect opening.

Pitch was occupied looking to the skies in front of him. If she was able to get behind him, through the dragons that stayed close by his side, then maybe she'd have a chance. She flew as quickly as she could, zipping this way and that through any obstacle that lied in front of her while hoping to avoid Pitch's attention. Luckily, there was only one Dark Dragon that spotted her heading for its master. It flew after the fairy, shooting a blast in the hopes of knocking her down. But the fairy was quicker than the large bulbous creature, and as the blast barely missed her, she turned around and used her sharp wings to slice the dragon in two right down the middle.

The Dark Dragon fell to the ground and disappeared into tiny pieces. Tooth wasted no time in going back to Pitch, hovering a safe distance behind the enemy as she took a deep breath. Luckily, his attention was still towards the battle, so he would have no idea what she was about to do. At least, so she thought.

Pitch had in fact noticed the Dark Dragon fall out of the corner of his eye and was suspecting that someone was going to try an attack from behind. All it took was a slight change in the air around him for him to know said attack was coming.

As soon as Tooth dove for the Boogeyman, knowing that it was now or never, Pitch turned and directed a blast of his sand right for the fairy, who used her arms to cover her head as she dove through the sand anyways, ignoring the pain it was causing her to have the cold piercing particles smack against her skin. Despite her limited vision, Tooth still managed to tackle Pitch, wrapping her arms around him as she shouted through the pain. The sand dispersed, and Tooth kept screaming, digging her nails into Pitch's back until Pitch hit the ground. Tooth however quickly flew away from the Boogeyman and skidded across the dirt floor, coming to a slow halt as Pitch hoisted himself up and cracked his neck.

Rubbing the back of his neck, Pitch looked to the fairy with a smile, as if he hadn't just had the wind knocked out of him. "Well what do you know? The little birdy's got talon's."

"You know it might just be easier for you to give up now. Saves me the trouble of having to knock you around a few times," Tooth spat as the two began to circle each other.

Pitch rolled his eyes at the remark. "Oh contraire, I'd rather not fight at all to be honest. I'm saving that for something special!"

"Special?"

"Of course! Why else would I go through all this trouble?" Their steps slowly began to bring them closer, both of them ready to spring at any given moment.

"To get us out in the open? For you to have us ready to fight this army of yours!"

"Oh," Pitch waved at the fairy, "there's no need to rustle your tail feathers. If I had wanted you gone I would have done it by now! I'm simply not done making the game."

"What game?" asked Tooth.

"Ah, I suppose you might look at it as a little game of chess. Except I'm not yet done setting up the board. I've still got a few pieces to make."

Tooth looked around to make sure the other Guardians were handling things well. Thankfully, she saw no sign of any Dark Nadder's yet. "And what? You think we're just going to stand back and let it happen?"

"Oh, I'm sorry. Are you actually trying to stop me?" Pitch asked as he glanced to the sky. He gestured towards the aerial battle and continued, "Because, from the looks of things, you're not exactly doing a remarkable job. Actually, no, I take that back. It is remarkable. I mean, you're at least trying, which has got to be commended when you're so clearly outnumbered."

"Wow. You just love hearing yourself talk, don't you?"

"Spend a few decades alone," Pitch responded, "You'll do the same. Now, if I remember correctly," Pitch reached down with one hand and had his black sand form a curved saber, slicing it through the air before he pointed it at the Immortal, "you were going to try to stop me?" He raised his other hand to Tooth and used his fingers to give her a simple 'come here' gesture while he smirked and awaited her next move.

Tooth clenched her fists tight as she slowly began to hover for a moment, thinking of a way she could hit Pitch without being cut by his sword. Thinking she saw an opening, the Guardian flew towards Pitch, circling around him like an insect.

Pitch sliced his sword through the air, hoping to at least slice off a few feathers on the pesky Guardian. Tooth got the better of him however and soon had her fist contact the side of his head, sending the Nightmare King stumbling back as he held his head and hissed through the pain. "Lucky shot," he remarked.

"Won't be the last one either!"

Tooth circled Pitch, avoiding his sharp blade at all costs. She tried to get close to hit him once more, but his blade was always there waiting for her, no matter how fast she flew. She managed to get one more hit on his shoulder, just before Pitch was able to swing his sword and smack her head with the flat side of his blade. As Tooth stayed still for a moment as she held her ringing head, Pitch raised his sword, ready to slice off the Guardian's wing.

Luckily, she flew out of the way just as Pitch started to swing his sword, hitting it against the cold ground instead. Their fight continued, each now with their own bruises from the other but neither of them able to hit them other.

As the fight drew on, Bunny saw Tooth's struggle from a rooftop and knew that she needed help. Tooth was a strong fairy, but there was no way she could handle Pitch by herself, at least not when he had an army like this at his disposal. He could send reinforcements at any moment to overpower her. He had to help.

"Tooth!" he called out. The Pooka hopped down and readied his boomerangs. "OY! PITCH!" he cried, holding one over his head as he prepared to throw the weapon right at the Nightmare King.

But Pitch saw another lucky opportunity and seized it. Tooth flew past him again, ready to try and strike him once more, but this time Pitch grabbed the Immortal's leg and whipped her back before throwing her at the rabbit. The two Guardians collided, Bunny dropping both of his boomerangs as he and Tooth fell into a pile.

"You alright?" Bunny groaned.

"Yeah, yeah I'm good," she answered as she tried to move off of her friend.

Both of the Guardians looked up just in time to see Pitch hold a swirling mass of nightmare sand at his side, ready to send it at the two with a grin on his face. Just as he went to send the blast, ice and frost smacked against his chest, sending him and his attack skidding across the dirt.

Jack landed beside his friends and helped them up. "Are you guys okay?" he asked urgently.

"Yeah, mate. We're alright," Bunny responded, brushing the dust off of his fur before rushing to grab his boomerangs.

Pitch grumbled as he tried to stand, holding his chest as he glared at Jack with anger in his eyes. "Well, nice of you to drop by," Pitch commented. "I was afraid you had forgotten all about me."

"Ah, you know me, Pitch," Jack answered. "I can't stay away from a guy like you." The Winter Spirit held his staff with both hands and pointed it at Pitch as he went on, "You're just too much fun."

"Me? Fun?" Pitch repeated.

"Oh yeah. Believe it or not I actually get a kick out of seeing you try to win."

"The feeling's mutual."

"Keep him occupied, Jack," Bunny whispered, Jack keeping his eyes locked on Pitch's. "I'm gonna go around, see if I can sneak up on him." Bunny left the group, Jack still keeping his staff pointed at Pitch while Tooth stayed by his side in case Pitch tried anything.

"You're just full of surprises, aren't ya, Pitch?" Jack continued. "You know, I was sure you had learned your lesson last time. And if even if you didn't, I thought you wouldn't have waited so long. What happened? Decided you needed a little sunlight?"

"Oh no," Pitch answered, "I just thought it was time I had a little social interaction is all." Pitch raised his hand and made a wall of sand appear in front of the rabbit as he tried to leave. "Oh now don't leave, rabbit! We were just beginning to catch up! How're the eggs doing? All bright and colorful I imagine?"

Bunny said nothing as he eyed Pitch irritably, already trying to think of another way he could try to sneak up on Pitch. He'd attack him now, but odds were his attack would be for naught since Pitch would only block his attack with his sand.

Pitch shrugged when Bunny gave him no response. "Alright, if that's how it's going to be, then I assume the rest of you don't really want to talk either? Tooth Fairy? No?"

Tooth too said nothing but instead looked at Bunny, wondering what he might do next if he was able to do anything at all.

"How about you, Jack?" Pitch asked. "You always were the chatty type."

"Yeah," Jack said with a nod, "but I don't really feel like talking right now if that's okay with you."

"Fine by me," Pitch admitted, "after all I'm just killing time now, so might as well make the most of it."

Before anyone could say anything else, a blast of fire appeared just a few feet in front of Pitch, the Boogieman having to jump back for fear he would catch fire. He looked up to see a red Nadder flying towards him, claws ready to snatch him up.

"Ha!" Pitch shouted as he sent multiple tentacle-like arms of his sand at the Nadder. "Now this is just getting too easy!"

Jack aimed his staff at the arms while Tooth began to fly to them, slicing through them before they could grab the Nadder.

"Be careful!" Bunny exclaimed as he hopped beside Jack. "Don't hit Tooth!"

"I got it! I got it!" Jack replied as he sent out more blasts of ice, hitting two arms that soon after split and fell limp before bursting and vanishing as they hit the ground.

While the Nadder too tried everything it could to bite, claw, even blast at the tentacles, it was no use. An arm wrapped itself around the dragon's leg and pulled it down, despite the dragon's attempts at flying away. Another tentacle even wrapped itself around the dragon's mouth making sure it wouldn't fire at Pitch as he tried to scan the creature.

"No," Tooth muttered before she dove to the arm, ready to slice it off and hopefully give the dragon a chance to escape.

But Pitch was ready and had another one of his arms wave in front of Tooth, the Guardian stopping just in time before the arm smack her away as if she was a pesky fly. She flew away before the arm could have another chance to hit her again.

Jack aimed his staff at the tentacle but was stopped as Bunny pushed Jack's staff away. "Don't! You could hit the dragon!" he warned.

But Jack didn't listen. He fired at the arm, hitting the middle of it and having it break in two. However, the sand that was wrapped around the dragon stayed until the dragon hit the ground on its side.

Jack watched as the dragon landed in front of Pitch, more arms wrapping around it in order to make sure it wasn't going anywhere. "Now, let's add this one to my little collection." Pitch snapped his fingers, the arm seeming to melt over the dragon and crawling up the spikes on its head.

Jack flew towards the dragon and tried brushing off any sand he could, hoping it might help the dragon in any way. But the sand only kept growing over the Deadly Nadder regardless of Jack's efforts.

Tooth and Bunny went after Jack, but were met with a swarm of Fearlings that seemed to jump out of the wall of the building on their right. "Jack! Hurry!" Tooth cried as she and Bunny fought off the Fearlings.

"No, no, no, no," Jack repeated, trying his best to remove any sand that he could. He helplessly watched as the entire dragon was covered. He knew it was too late once the dragon started to squirm and tremble. The dragon's muffled roars of pain were equally as painful to watch as its thrashing around, trying to shake off any of the sand in the hopes he might escape. But it did no good. Soon the dragon went limp, the only movement was the slow rising and falling of its chest. The sand moved away to reveal the dragon's half-open eyes, not having the strength to resist as it was carried inside the Meade Hall to join the other Gronckle.

"SKYCUTTER!" a woman called out, watching as her dragon was carried inside the Hall.

Pitch smiled as more of his sand appeared and spread out over the ground. "Now, let's see how well these turn out."

"NO!" Jack shouted as he flew towards Pitch. Jack held his staff like a ready baseball bat, prepared to send more frost at Pitch in the hopes he'd distract him and divert his attention from making more dragons. But before he could get close to Pitch, a Dark Nadder rose out of the sand, much quicker than both Jack and Pitch had anticipated. The Dark Dragon roared as it spread out its wings.

"Well what do you know," Pitch said as he admired his work. "I thought that would take a bit longer." He looked around the Dark Dragon to give a small nod to Jack as he smiled, "Guess I'm getting better at this, wouldn't you say?"

Jack paid no attention to Pitch, turning his back on him and the Dark Nadder as he shot blast of ice at the sand only to see it move out of the way of each blast as if it were alive; as if the transformation from sand to dragon had already started. Shot after shot, Jack couldn't hit the sand and watched as more Dark Nadder's appeared out of the sand.

Jack cried out as he felt something latch onto his back, hissing as it tried to pull him down. "Get off!" Jack shouted as he reached back with his free hand, trying to grab whatever had attached itself to his hoodie. When he finally grabbed something, he pulled the thing over his head and threw it on the ground. Jack aimed his staff at the Fearling as it quickly stood up and launched itself at Jack who quickly shot at the creature, effectively destroying it in one blast.

Jack turned around to see the first Dark Nadder Pitch had created fly off, revealing Pitch floating on his own cloud of sand, laughing victoriously as he took his former position on front of the Meade Hall, making more Dark Gronckle's and Nadder's appear to help him in his fight.

He looked back to see the Dark Nadder's head for the fight, some taking to the sky while others ran after Viking's that were on the ground slicing their weapons through any Fearling or Dark Dragon that came their way.

The Guardian flew to a clear spot in the sky, searching for any sign of North in the midst of the ever-increasing battle. The only Immortal he could see was Sandy, standing on his own swirling cloud of Dreamsand and cracking his whips at the closest Dark Dragon he could find. For some reason, it was taking him longer to destroy these dragons that it would for him to take down one of Pitch's old Night-Mares. He'd hit the side of a Dark Gronckle, but the gold wouldn't spread far on the dragon. Sandy had to hit it twice for the Dark Dragon to be defeated.

Jack continued looking for North, landing on a rooftop beneath him, using his free hand to hold onto the beam towards the top of the curved roof. Still, Jack saw no sign of the Guardian of Wonder. He couldn't even find Stoick if he wanted to. As for Hiccup, he could only hope that he was staying put where he last saw him.

He leaned closer to the fight, squinting as he tried to find any sign of North, when a Dark Gronckle flew in front of him, roaring its mighty roar as Jack jumped back in surprise. Swiftly, Jack shot at the creature, the blast hitting the Dark Gronckle's wing which soon fell off into tiny pieces. However, before Jack could celebrate, the wing started to grow back, the dragon trying its best to stay afloat with only one wing for the time being by using its claws to grab onto the building Jack was standing on.

"You've gotta be kidding me," Jack said as the dragon pulled itself onto the roof, shaking itself before running for Jack.

As Jack was about to shoot yet again at the Dark Dragon, the creature was sliced in two, North swinging his sword down as he jumped from the rooftop of the building beside Jack and chopping off the Dark Dragon's head. North's tactic did the trick, and the dragon's body rolled down the side of the roof, slowly disappearing by the time it reached the roof's edge.

"Well, glad to see you're holding up just fine," said Jack.

"Same for you," North replied, slightly out of breath from the fight as he gave his sword a small shake, getting rid of any unwanted sand on his blade. "How are the others?"

"For now I'd saw we're alright," Jack answered as he flew past North and landed on the wooden dragon head at the roof's peak, looking over the battle. "We tried going after Pitch, but he got those new dragons on us." Jack glanced back to Pitch before optimistically adding, "We got close though."

"The Viking's are doing all that they can, but I am not sure it is enough," North said solemnly, stepping closer to Jack and looking over the roof's edge.

Jack turned his head to North and sighed, nervously biting his tongue before asking, "So what should we do?"

"Keep doing what we are already doing. Stop these dragons and go after Pitch. We must stop him before he makes more of those things."

"Seems easy enough," Jack commented.

Both of the Immortals sighed deeply before shaking their arms and rejoining the battle. Jack landed behind a Viking who was beginning to be cornered by several Fearling's, the man swinging his sword and slicing off the arm of one that reached for him. Jack hovered above the Viking, whistling in order to grab the Fearling's attention before shooting them one by one with blasts of ice.

The Viking, who didn't know why the creatures had suddenly stopped moving but really didn't care, seized the opportunity and ran his sword through all the Fearling's that surrounded him before giving his war cry and running back into battle.

Jack went to fly back into the battle, but noticed a familiar figure out of the corner of his eye. There was Hiccup, peeking out from around the corner of a small building, and not the one he had last seen him at.

The young Viking was slowly moving around the corner as he looked through the battle for any sign of his dad, his worry for him growing by the second. As if he wasn't already nervous enough, before he could make it around the corner, a blast of nightmare sand hit the side of the building, exploding right above his head, causing him to instinctively drop and cover his head, shouting in fear as he curled into a small ball.

He peeked out from under his arms, silently praying to the gods that no one saw him. He felt so embarrassed that he curled into a ball like that, but knew no one would really blame him for being scared during this battle. Even grown men and women were running away from these creatures. Hiccup began to stand, keeping an eye out for any sign of his dad swinging his hammer through these creepy dragons.

"Hiccup!" he heard Jack call from above, looking up and following Jack as he landed behind him.

"Hiccup, you need to get out of here," Jack warned.

"Believe me, I know" Hiccup responded with a nod. "I just need to see if my dad's okay."

"You're not gonna be able to find him in this mess!" Jack stated before grabbing Hiccup's wrist and pulling him along. "Come on, I need to get you out of here."

Hiccup, having only taken a couple steps as Jack pulled him behind the building and out of view of the fight, pulled his wrist out of Jack's grip, staring at his friend as if he had just lost his mind. "Are you serious?"

"What?"

"Don't, you know what, just don't. Okay?"

"What?" Jack repeated.

"That!" Hiccup pointed to Jack's hand. "Don't treat me like that! I'm not some five year old kid, Jack! I'm not any of your other believers! I'm eighteen years old! I know what I can and can't handle!"

Jack wanted to interrupt, saying he knew that Hiccup wasn't a child and could take care of himself, but couldn't bring himself to say anything at all as he stood there in shock at seeing Hiccup get this angry.

"I know I'm not exactly grown, Jack," Hiccup went on, "but I can tell when something is too big for me. For Odin's sake, don't drag me around like I'm a kid that's lost in the woods! I mean, if you want to help me that's fine, thank you. But that doesn't give you the right to treat me like I'm a child! I may not be the best Viking but I'm a Viking nonetheless and, to be frank, I'd appreciate it if you would stop treating me like a Viking who can't hold his own in a fight! I've fought Viking's and dragons before; I think I can do it again!"

Then, Jack was able to find the guts to speak up, stepping closer to his friend and speaking, "Hiccup, listen I get that, I really do. But you haven't fought Pitch before. You-you're right though. That-wh-what I did, what I've been doing, it was unnecessary, it was, I'm sorry. I really am. But you have to believe me. I can't let you fight this. I can't, no, I _won't _see you get hurt. You're my friend and I'm going to help you. But the only way I can do that is make sure you stay away. I'm sure your dad is fine, I'll look for him just to be sure." Another explosion from the battle made both of the boys stop and look towards the fight before Jack continued, trying his best to keep Hiccup's attention. "Hiccup, listen, I know you want to fight. But Pitch isn't someone that you can fight, trust me. You need to go somewhere safe. Where would your dad want you to be, right now?"

Hiccup actually had to pause to think about it. Sure his dad would want Hiccup to protect his people, but judging from the size of this battle, he could tell that Stoick would want him to be somewhere safe. And right now, the safest place he could be was at the docks with his friends and all the other Viking's that weren't able to fight. At least there he might be able to help them ready the ships should they need to evacuate the island.

"The docks," Hiccup answered. "I need to get to the docks."

"Can you get there by yourself?"

Hiccup walked past Jack, peering through the fight towards the trail that would lead him to the docks. "I-I think so," he answered.

"Would you like me to take you there? I can fly you over the fight; make it easier."

Hiccup sucked his lips in as he thought about it for a moment. He nodded his head as he turned to Jack and answered, "If you think I should. I could always go around the fight though. It just might take a bit longer."

"Are your friends there?"

"Yeah, they should be. Although knowing them, they and probably a few others left the docks to come help. Viking's are stubborn like that." Hiccup looked back towards the trail, his eyes following an invisible path he thought might get him there without having to go through the fight. "I might be able to make it myself. I just need to go through-" Hiccup stopped, unsure of what he was seeing. He took a step closer to the sight, the large red Monstrous Nightmare flying closer and closer to the fight. "Oh, come on!" Hiccup complained as Snotlout drew nearer.

Hiccup ran closer to Snotlout, Jack quickly running after him and staying close should something happen. Hiccup waved his arms, trying to get Snotlout's attention as he shouted, "Snotlout! What're you doing?"

Hookfang stopped midflight, lowering himself as Snotlout leaned closer to Hiccup. "What?"

Hiccup cupped his hands around his mouth. "I said, what are you doing?"

"What does it look like? I'm going to fight! Kick some dragon tail!"

"Well how are things at the docks?"

"Fine! Everyone's making sure the kids and old people are okay! Some of us are coming to help!"

"What about Astrid? And Fishlegs and the twins?"

Snotlout shook his head. "They stayed behind. Told me to do the same since I'm going after that guy!" Snotlout pointed his hammer towards Pitch, Hiccup realizing why the others told him to stay.

"Are you crazy?!" Hiccup asked. "You can't go after that guy! Have you seen what he can do?"

"Have you seen what Hookfang and I can do?"

"Yes! That's why I asked if you're crazy!"

Snotlout and Hookfang flew closer to Hiccup, Hookfang's flapping wings making Hiccup's hair move slightly with each gust. "Look, I'm going after that guy. If we stop him, we stop his army. You can go help the people at the docks if you want, but I'm gonna fight. I'm going to help save Berk." Snotlout pointed ahead as he commanded, "Go Hookfang!" The Monstrous Nightmare flew higher before moving to the battle, ducking out of the way of a blast from a Dark Nadder.

Hiccup groaned loudly as he turned around and headed for home.

"Hey! Where are you going?" Jack asked as Hiccup ran past him.

"To get Toothless! Don't worry, I can handle this! Just make sure Snotlout's okay!"

Jack would have run after Hiccup, but knew that his attention was needed here, at the fight. Plus, there was Snotlout. The boy clearly felt compelled to fight, which Jack understood. Hiccup was the same way. But to go after Pitch himself? Even Hiccup wasn't that crazy. Hiccup was right. Vikings are stubborn. Jack flew back into the battle, blasting away both wings of a Dark Nadder and watching it dive towards a small home, knocking a few pieces off of the roof before it shattered and was no more.

Hiccup ran back to his house as quick as he could, hoping that none of the dark Dragons would notice him trying to run off. "Toothless!" he called out as he began climbing the stairs that led to his home. "Toothless, you here bud?" He ran behind his house, expecting to see his dragon waiting there for him, but was surprised and a bit worried to find that his dragon wasn't there.

This can't be good. There was no way this could be good.

Hiccup took a couple steps back, walking around his house and looking to see if Toothless might have been on the roof. He grew even more worried when he saw no sign of the Night Fury. He immediately began to suspect the worse. _"Where is he? Did Pitch get him? Was he knocked out and stashed in the Meade Hall with the rest of the dragons? No, no if he had then there would be an army of Night Fury's out there. So where was he? Where was Toothless?"_

Hiccup decided to go look inside his home, hoping that Toothless might have taken refuge in there and not take his chances of being discovered out in the open. As he turned the first corner, running past the small shed they still had set up when Toothless was sick, he felt something grab his leg and cause him to trip and fall. He turned on his back to see a Fearling pulling the Viking closer, its smoke-like claws reaching out for him as it breathed hoarsely.

He kicked at the Fearling with his artificial foot, his metal prosthetic going right through the Fearling's oddly shaped head. It loosened its grip on Hiccup's leg just enough for Hiccup to pull himself free and try to escape.

As Hiccup went to run inside and grab some kind of weapon to defend himself, he felt the creature grab the bottom of his shirt sleeve. Hiccup pried the shirt out of the Fearling's grip, almost ripping the fabric as he stumble backwards and propped himself on the wall beside him. The Fearling crawled closer; Hiccup knew he had to try to get inside where he would have some kind of blade or at least a shield to help protect himself. He slowly made his way closer to the last corner, thinking if he got just far enough from the Fearling he could dash for the door and make it inside. Hiccup took another cautions step as the Fearling seemed to pick up the pace, crawling faster by the second. Hiccup mimicked the Fearling, taking longer and quicker steps.

As Hiccup was just a few steps away from the corner, the Fearling launched itself at the Viking, howling as it reached out for him with its long and pointy claws. Hiccup held his arms up, bracing himself for the Fearling's impact as a bright purple blast hit the Fearling from the side, hitting the ground but effectively leaving a small scorch mark on Hiccup's home as well. Hiccup turned just as Toothless began licking Hiccup's face, happy to see that his friend was alright.

"Hey! Yeah, glad to see you too bud!" Hiccup exclaimed as he scratched the top of Toothless' head, happy to have him come to his rescue. Hiccup placed his hands on both sides of Toothless' head, the Night Fury still unable to stay still as he spoke, "We need to get out of here. We gotta go to the docks and make sure everyone down there is okay."

Toothless let Hiccup mount him, shook his head a little before taking off, hovering in the air a little as he saw the battle happening in the village. Things were getting worse by the minute. The two took off, but didn't get far before Toothless stopped mid-flight and turned towards the fight.

The Night fury shot a blast any Dark Dragon he could, destroying several Dark Nadder's and Gronckle's before they even knew Toothless was there. The dragon would have stayed longer, but knew he would risk being spotted when the best thing to do was get Hiccup out of there and help at the docks, perhaps even provide a small line of defense should the other dragons make their way to the docks.

"Come on bud, we can help later. Right now we need to get to the docks," Hiccup told the Night Fury, who hastily flew to the docks before he was spotted by the tall mysterious man who controlled the Dark Dragons.

Pitch couldn't believe how easy this was. True, he did know that he stood a chance at winning, but he never imagined that his victory would come so easily. Wounded Viking's were being carried off, small huts were being shattered, buildings all around the battlefield sustained damage, wounded dragons tried their best to fly away before being harmed further, all of it was a sight to behold for Pitch.

He found himself celebrating his victory a little early, chuckling as he used his shadow arms to grab a Gronckle from behind and bring it down, covering it with sand and scanning it again for no real reason other than to revel in his triumph. Once the unnecessary scan was finished, the Gronckle was taken inside the Hall. Now there was simple one less dragon for Pitch to worry about.

Figuring he might as well have a little fun before the Viking's left, which they surely would, Pitch raised both arms, commanding pillars of sand to slowly grow on the top of multiple rooftops surrounding the main battle. All it took was a twist of his wrist and a clenching of his hands for the pillars to spit out large spikes that rained down on the battle, the Viking's either using their shields to protect themselves or running out of the way in the hopes of not getting impaled. Some were lucky. Others weren't. Some escaped with scratches while others escaped with suture scars.

One unlucky Viking in particular had one spike land on his foot, trapping him where he stood as he cried out in pain. As he tried to pull himself free, his own dragon, a blue Zippleback with green spots, came to his rescue and pulled the spike out for him, using its wings to help protect their rider. As the Zippleback went to take off, thinking most of the deadly barbs having already landed, it failed to notice one spike as it came spiraling in, slashing through the edge of the dragon's wing. Both of the dragon's heads roared through the pain as they flew off, ignoring the pain in their wing as they took their rider to safety.

Pitch did have to admire how strong-willed the Viking's were. They simply had to know that they would certainly lose this fight, and yet the fought on. Although he admired it, Pitch didn't know whether or not to call their bravery foolish. Seeing the sight of the two-headed dragon fly off reminded Pitch was he was here.

He looked around, searching for his next target. He had a Gronckle, and a Deadly Nadder whose ability to shoot out spikes from its tail looked like it was coming in very nicely with his Dark Dragons. The only other two he needed that were supplied by the Vikings were the two-headed dragons and the larger one with the horns.

As Pitch tried to decide on which one would work nicer, he noticed a younger Viking possibly not even past the age of twenty land his large dragon, which Pitch still needed, and twirl his hammer in hand.

"Alright, Hookfang," he said to his pet, "let's take these guys!"

The dragon roared loudly before it seemed to explode, its skin bursting into flames but not appearing to be harmed in the slightest as it snapped its large jaws at any Fearling it could.

Pitch smiled, knowing right away which dragon he wanted next. The ferocity and fearsomeness of the dragon made it very clear that it would be a personal favorite in Pitch's army. He pointed to the dragon and exclaimed for all of his minions to hear, "That one."

Snotlout looked to see Pitch point to his dragon, his jaw hanging slightly open as he realized what it meant. Word had travelled to the docks about what Pitch was capable of doing, how he was able to take their dragons and make evil copies of his own. What exactly happened to the dragons he scanned, no one knew for sure. All they knew was that afterwards they were too weak to fight, were carried into the Meade Hall, and haven't been seen since.

Snotlout turned to his dragon, who had just let his fire die down. "Hookfang, get outta here! Now!" The Monstrous Nightmare looked at his rider, confused why he would tell him to leave a fight like this. "That guy, whoever he is, wants you. He needs a Monstrous Nightmare and there's no way I'm gonna let him get you."

Hookfang cooed at his rider before peeking over his shoulder and glaring at Pitch, growling as the tall man stared right back.

"Go Hookfang! Now! Just do as I say and leave! Do it!" Snotlout shouted.

Though Hookfang didn't want to leave the fight, he chose to listen to his Viking. But not before taking a few Fearlings and dragons down with him. The Monstrous Nightmare shot at a Dark Gronckle, swung his tail through a couple Fearlings, even used his claws to jump and slash through a Dark Nadder as it flew overhead before it started to fly off, looking at Pitch and growling before he shot a blast of fire at the Nightmare King, who easily deflected the attack with his own wave of nightmare sand.

As the sand disappeared, Pitch smiling as the dragon fought off an impending Dark Nadder, he heard a Viking call from the battle, "The Nightmares! He's going after the Monstrous Nightmares!"

Pitch started to laugh, not believing what he was hearing. "Monstrous Nightmares? Is that really their name? Oh now I _know_ that these are going to be my favorite!" Pitch pulled his arm back, ready to send one of his sand-arms out to capture the Monstrous Nightmare, when he saw North jump from a rooftop, hoisting both swords above his head as he lunged for Pitch.

The Boogeyman quickly created his own two swords and blocked North's attack, using the Guardians momentum against him and turning in such a way that Pitch was able to push North out of the way, the Guardian landing right in front of Pitch.

"Can't you see you've already lost? I've won, old man!" Pitch asked as he began to descend. "I will say this, without you, I don't think these people would have lasted this long, so congratulations on at least trying to help. So," Pitch began to mockingly applaud North as he stepped onto solid ground, "well done. Well done indeed."

North pointed one sword at Pitch. "You won't win. I won't allow it." The Guardian charged at Pitch swinging his sword only to be met by Pitch's own.

Now Pitch knew that North was the better swordsman, but that didn't stop Pitch from fighting back with any weapon he could. His swords, his spear, his bow, scythe, even small throwing knives. If Pitch saw an opportunity, he took it. He had moved out of the way of North and threw two small daggers which North ducked out of the way just in time, nicking just a few hairs off of his beard. North went to retaliate, but was met by Pitch's scythe, having to use both swords to block the impending blade. Despite his better judgment, North threw one of his swords at Pitch. The Nightmare King moved out of the way, losing enough force on the large scythe that North was able to push it out of the way and run at Pitch.

Pitch made a wall of sand appear in front of him just as North started to swing his blade, creating several arrows all lined up in order, ready to be fired. Pitch rolled out from behind the wall and began firing, making sure North wouldn't have time to go and get his other sword. At first North tried blocking Pitch's arrows, knocking them out of the way with his one sword, but when the arrows started to fire faster North had no choice but to run. Pitch tried to hit North at least in his leg, not wanting to kill him just yet.

Pitch wanted this small fight to be over quickly. He had a dragon to capture after all.

In the midst of the real battle, Snotlout swung his hammer as a Dark Gronckle as it tried to hit the teen with its tail. "Hookfang!" he called out. "Get outta here, go!"

Yet Hookfang stayed, shooting at any dragon he could. Whenever he tried to leave, there would always be another Dark Dragon blocking his way.

"Just blast em! That's one of the few things you're good at!" As the Dark Gronckle brought its tail down, trying to hit Snotlout, the teen swiftly jumped out of the way, the bumpy tail getting caught in the small crater it made when it impacted the ground. This gave Snotlout the perfect opportunity to smash the Dark Dragon to bits, using all of his strength to make sure the dragon was good and dead before he moved on to another dragon.

Pitch stopped firing his arrows and sent a blast of his sand at the Immortal, who moved out of the way in order to grab his sword, before turning and ducking into a shadow, disappearing before North could move the sand out of his view.

He cursed under his breath when he was Pitch had gotten away and wasn't standing in front of the Hall like he had been.

"North!" he heard Jack call out. Jack landed beside the Guardian, out of breath from the fight. "I don't know if we're doing any good here," Jack woefully admitted.

North looked around and saw the fight continue, more Viking's being carried off while more Dark Dragons crawled out of the shadows. Reluctantly, North nodded. "I agree, but we have to try. Pitch hasn't gotten all the dragons."

"There are others, North," Jack stated. "If he doesn't get them here he can just go hunting. It's not just these four, there are dozens. He just has to go out and look for them." Jack looked behind him, staring at the fight as a Zippleback was brought down by a Dark Nadder, the two wresting on the snowy ground with snapping jaws and slashing talons. "He only did this to get our attention."

"Attention for what? He doesn't want to get rid of us. Not now." North looked around for any sign of Pitch. "Why did he want us here? So we can see what he was doing? It would just give us the upper hand."

"Maybe he wanted some fun?"

"Now is not the time for jokes, Jack."

"No, no I'm serious," Jack insisted, thinking he knew the answer to the problem they faced. It may not be the right one, but part of it did make sense. "What if this was all just a game to him? We-we've never fought these things before and he's never had to control them. So, so what if this was all just…like a test or something? To see how we could handle it."

"A test?"

"Yeah, you know, he wanted to see how we would do against these things. There's no sense in making an army full of things he knows we can defeat."

"But we can stop them, Jack! Just look!" North pointed to Tooth, who was just then destroying a Dark Gronckle before moving right along to the next dragon.

"Obviously we're not doing it fast enough! He's creating more dragons than we can handle, North!" Jack stated.

North did understand that, noticing how every time he destroyed one dragon, two more seemed to take its place. "Why is he toying with us though?" North thought aloud. "Why doesn't he just fight? He knows we are outnumbered! Why does he do this?"

Jack shook his staff lightly as he got lost in his thought. "Maybe we can just get the Viking's out of here," he said. "Try to fight Pitch ourselves. There's no sense in letting these people get hurt if he's just doing this to get at us."

North tilted his head just barely as he gave the idea some thought. "That might work. Only one problem. The Vikings cannot see us. How do we get them out of here?"

"Uuuuuhhhh," Jack tried to come up with any kind of answer, not wanting to lose any hope or faith that they might still have a chance at winning this thing. He snapped his fingers as an idea came to him. "Ice! My ice! My staff! They can see what I can do, right? I can try to, I dunno, make a wall of ice to separate all of them. Maybe then we can try to take Pitch ourselves."

North nodded his head, still searching for the Nightmare King to reveal himself. "Is good plan, but I am not sure. He still has those dragons of his. There's no tell what he could do if we go against him by ourselves."

Before Jack could speak his mind, a large blast of nightmare sand exploding above the fight, echoing throughout the village and causing everyone to stop what they were doing and look up at the midair explosion.

"Well," Pitch called out from a rooftop, seeming to appear out of nowhere as the sand fell over the people of Berk, "glad that got your attention." Pitch raised his hand and snapped his fingers, his Dark Dragon's responding by turning away from the fight and flying for the Meade Hall, except for four dragons. Two Gronckle's and two Nadder's stayed by Pitch to act as bodyguards.

"Now then, I leave you all with a choice," Pitch said, crossing his arms behind his back. "Stay, and fight, doing which will most certainly leave you bruised, battered, and quite possibly dead." The Vikings clenched their teeth, not ready to back down so easily. "Or, you can leave. I've ordered all my forces to retreat, giving you the perfect opportunity to get what you can and go."

"PITCH!" Bunny shouted as he jumped on the rooftop beside Pitch's, jumping across the large gap between the two buildings and raising the blunt side of his Boomerang high, ready to bring it down to smash Pitch's head in.

Of course Pitch decided to strike back, using his nightmare sand to hit Bunny from the side and send him falling. The Pooka braced himself and landed with his foot on the wall of the house he almost hit, pushing himself off and landing safely on the ground.

"Now, if you choose to fight, that's all and good. Just know that if you do," Pitch eyed a Zippleback and , with a flick of his wrist, send sand from the shadow underneath a cart like a wave, landing right on top of the dragon before it had the chance to fly away in an instant. Of course its owner tried her best to wipe the sand off, but was pulled away by another female Viking who knew that there was nothing she could do. The Zippleback still tried to fight its way out, but could do nothing as its jaws were shut tight before the scan started. "Well, I think you know how irrational of a decision that would be." Once it was finished, Pitch didn't even bother creating his own Dark Zippleback. He just let the dragon be carried off inside the Hall, hoping his point went across to the Viking's.

Stoick made his way through the crowd, pointing his hammer at Pitch as he spoke. "What do you plan to do once we leave then? Was all this just to get out island?"

"Well, yes and no," Pitch answered.

"Than what is it? Why did you do this to us?"

"That's none of your concern, Viking," Pitch spoke in a stern tone. "What matters is you should take the opportunity while I still allow it." Pitch raised his finger, stopping Stoick before he could speak again as a realization came to his mind. "Actually, could you wait just one more moment? There's something I need too…ah, yes, there it is. That's what I'm looking for." Pitch nodded towards the red Monstrous Nightmare that hovered in the sky, snapping his fingers and sending two tentacles to wrap themselves around the dragon's neck.

The dragon growled and snarled at Pitch as it tried to pull out of the sand's grip.

"HOOKFANG!" Snotlout called out as the sand started to spread over the dragon who was still in midair.

"Hookfang?" Pitch repeated as the sand finished spreading over the dragon. "What a name that is. That's actually one I think I'll remember." Pitch said no more as the scan started, smoke starting to rise up from underneath the sand. Hookfang was trying to burn his way out of the sand, but it didn't look like it was going to work.

Snotlout could do nothing but watch as the scan was finished, and Hookfang was released, falling to the ground with his mouth and eyes slightly open, not even having the energy to use his wings to help slow his fall. He hit the ground hard, Snotlout flinching once he heard the loud _THUD_ the dragon made. Already the sand was starting to make its way underneath the dragon and carry him off when Snotlout ran for his dragon.

"NO! YOU CAN'T TAKE HIM!" he shouted as he ran, his hammer still in hand.

"Snotlout!" Stoick called as the boy ran past him.

"YOU CAN'T HAVE HIM! HE'S MINE!"

"Snotlout!" Stoick ran to catch up with the teen, grabbing his shoulder and pulling him back.

Snotlout resisted, trying to pry his shoulder out of Stoick's large and meaty hands, but the Chief only grabbed his wrist and made sure he wasn't going anywhere. "Snotlout, listen, there's nothing you can do."

"Like Hel there isn't!"

"We'll leave!" Stoick announced, surprising most of the remaining villagers, although some knew that leaving for now would be the smarter thing to do. "Will you allow us to grab our things?"

"Don't keep me waiting," Pitch answered

Keeping a hand on Snotlout's shoulder, Stoick turned to his people and spoke, "Everyone! Grab what you can and head for the docks! We're evacuating the island!"

"You can't be serious, Stoick!"

"Let us fight!"

"This is our home!"

"Are we going to let him tell us what to do?"

"Don't let him get to you, Stoick!"

"Everyone!" Stoick shouted. "I said we're evacuating. Now do it! You can at least be grateful he's letting us grab what we can."

Snotlout was one of the Viking's who wasn't going to be persuaded so easily. "He has Hookfang. He has my dragon! You have to let me get him!"

"There isn't time, Snotlout."

"I don't need time! I just need to convince him to let me take him with us!"

Stoick looked at the teen with regret, not wanting to have to make the boy feel worse than he already was. "You know he won't."

The words felt like a knife in his chest. He looked away from the older man as he let what was happening sink in. Snotlout didn't want to leave the island, but he certainly didn't want to leave Hookfang even if he was a constant pain in his butt.

"We'll come back for him," Stoick promised. "We'll come back for them all, understand?"

Snotlout looked up, holding back a shameful tear as he nodded. "Alright. Oh-okay. Fine, I-I'll go back to the docks then."

"Good lad," Stoick said as he gave the boy a pat on his shoulder. "You'll be fine. I promise you that. You have my word as a Chief that this isn't over. Not by a long shot."

Snotlout tried his best to stand tall as he gave Stoick one final nod before making his way to the docks. On his way, he passed his dad who was already on his way home to get what he needed. "Dad?"

"Stay strong, boy," his father told him. "Everything will be alright. Just do as your Chief says and go to the docks."

The teen still stood tall, not letting his outward appearance show how hurt he was on the inside as he walked to the docks, never once looking back.

As the Vikings went about their business, rushing to their homes to gather their belongings, Pitch noticed the Guardians, now in a group altogether, had all stepped forward ready to fight Pitch. He rolled his eyes at the sight. "I suggest you leave too. Before things get worse for the lot of you."

Out of all the Guardians, the team was surprised by who spoke next.

"He's right," North stated, lowering his blades.

"What?" everyone else asked.

"We need to make sure that the Viking's get out of here safely. We need to watch over them. We'll all get in the sleigh and make sure Pitch does not try any funny business while they leave."

Bunny was the first to speak up, stepping closer to North and saying, "Wait, wait, wait, wait, wait. Protect the Viking's? Look, North, we protect children. Not saying adults aren't important, of course they are, but Pitch won't go after them. Adults mean nothing to us or him. They won't give him power, the children will. The adults can handle themselves, can't they?"

"You make good points, Bunny," North admitted, "but are there not children on those ships as well?"

Bunny didn't say anything in reply. Instead he just took a deep breath and turned his head to look back at Pitch. The Pooka aimed his boomerang at the Nightmare King as he warned, "You think we're just gonna let this slide you little ratbag? This isn't over, Pitch."

"Oh," Pitch said with a chuckle, "believe me. I'm counting on it."

Hiccup was shocked when he saw the villagers start to pack the ships with supplies, some were moving urgently while others moved as if they had weights strapped to their boots, acting and looking as if their world had come crashing down. Hiccup went in search for his dad in the hopes he might shed some light on the situation at hand. When he saw the top of his helmet, he excused himself through the crowd and ran for his father.

"Dad!" he called out as he ran.

"Hiccup!" Stoick said as he pulled his son into a hug. "Oh, I'm glad to see you're safe, son."

"Yeah, yeah you too," Hiccup said as he pulled himself out of the hug. "What happened? Why are we packing? What are we doing? Evacuating?"

"Aye," Stoick answered with a nod. "That's exactly what we're doing."

Hiccup looked around. "So why is everyone taking their time?"

"He's letting us go. He's giving a small window of time to leave."

Hiccup couldn't believe what he was hearing. "Wait so he's just letting us go? He's just gonna let us leave?"

"That he is."

Hiccup was astonished to hear that Pitch was just going to let the Viking's leave. Was his fight not with them? Why would he attack the Viking's if he was just going to let them leave? If he wanted the dragons he could have just gotten his own out in the wild if all he was going to do was scan them. Why were theirs so special?

"I'll be back," Stoick told his son. "I need to make sure everyone gets loaded up."

"Yeah, yeah okay go. I'll be fine," Hiccup reassured as his dad went on. As Hiccup went back to Toothless, he noticed Snotlout standing by himself near one of the ship. Cautiously, knowing Snotlout would more than likely want to voice his opinion about how leaving was probably a terrible idea, Hiccup walked over to his cousin.

"Hey, Snot," said Hiccup, getting no response from Snotlout as the teen stood there with folded arms. "You okay?"

"No," Snotlout answered as he walked for the boat in front of him. "I'm not."

"Oookay," Hiccup said as he followed Snotlout, already thinking he knew what Snot would likely complain about. "Look, if he gave us the opportunity to leave then we should take it, right? We can go, rest, get our strength back, and come back to fight another day, right?"

Snotlout sat on the edge of the ships railing, clasping his hands together as he looked at the flooring. "He got Hookfang."

Hiccup gasp was barely audible, but Snotlout still could have sworn he heard it. "H-he what?"

"Hookfang. He's got my dragon."

Hiccup didn't know what to say other than the usual condolences. "Oh man I…I'm so sorry, Snotlout. You-you know that my dad's not gonna let this go unanswered, right?"

"Yeah, and neither will I." Snotlout looked up to look at Hiccup as he continued. "Stoick said we're getting those dragons back, and you can be damn sure that I'll be there when he does. I'm getting my dragon back. And that guy, whoever he is, what did he say his name was, Pitch?" Hiccup nodded. "Well, Pitch? He's gonna be sorry he ever messed with my dragon. I'll take him on myself if I have to."

Hiccup would have normally told Snotlout how much of a bad idea that was, but knew that now wasn't the time. For Snotlout, it was a time of grieving.

Hiccup heard the jingling of bells from behind him and curiously turned around to see the sleigh the Guardians had landed in earlier pull up to the docks, Viking's walking right through it like it wasn't even there. All five of them stayed in the sleigh, looking about as beaten as the rest of Berk did.

They oversaw the Vikings as they placed their belongings in the ships and got ready for travel. "How?" Bunny thought aloud, breaking the silence between the five of them. "How could we have let this happen?"

"Bunny," North began.

"No I'm serious, North. How did this happen? We've beaten Pitch before when he almost had the whole world stop believing in us! And now he has some, some dragons, and all of a sudden we're helpless?"

Sandy stepped closer to his friend and placed a comforting hand on Bunny's arm, now knowing how to answer.

"We tried our best," Tooth said optimistically. "And, besides, we've never fought these things before. It was new to all of us. But, maybe we can learn from this. Try to figure out how to beat him next time."

"Yeah," Bunny said with a small nod, "yeah maybe."

"Come on, cheer up," Jack said playfully tapping Bunny's leg with the backside of his hand. "Aren't you supposed to be the Guardian of Hope? Well, have hope, Bunny! We're alive, aren't we? He hasn't beaten us yet, has he?"

"Not yet," Bunny admitted, "But look at what he's done in just one day, Jack."

"He's done worse."

"Yeah? Well he's not done, Jack. We need to be ready next time. Now, I dunno about you all, but that time had better be soon. And not with these blokes," Bunny motioned towards the sorrowful Vikings, "just the five of us. Against Pitch. Maybe we can find a way to stop those dragons next time."

"Maybe," North said with a nod as he turned his attention back to the Vikings, "maybe next time."

It was then that Jack noticed Hiccup sitting on the ship, Toothless lying down right beside him, his head on his lap as the Viking ran his head along the scaly creature's head and down his neck. "Hey, hey North?"

"Hm?"

"I-if it's alright with you, I'm gonna ride with that believer I have. Make sure he's okay, you know? Feel like he might need me now."

North shook his head as he looked to Jack. "Yes, of course. Go. Be with your friend, make sure he is alright. We will follow in sleigh wherever the Viking's go."

"Thanks," Jack said with a nod before hopping out of the sleigh. "Stay safe you guys."

"You too, Jack!" Tooth said as Jack ran a couple steps before flying the rest of the way.

Jack landed on the railing beside Hiccup, kneeling down and balancing on the balls of his feet.

As the Guardians watched Jack land by his friend, Bunny was the only one to make a comment. "You know, when he said he was a Viking, I thought he'd be a bit, I dunno, bigger." The rest of the Guardians nodded their head, silently agreeing with Bunny.

"Hey," Jack said as he pat Hiccup's shoulder. "How you holdin' up?"

Hiccup let his head hang, hiding his moth as he spoke to Jack softly. "Not good."

Jack stepped down from the railing and sat beside Hiccup on a barrel that stood next to him. "Hey Toothless. How are ya? You okay?"

Toothless huffed as he closed his eyes and gave a slight nod to Jack.

"You didn't get hurt, did you?" Jack asked Hiccup.

The teen shook his head. "No, for the most part I'm fine. So is Toothless."

"Good. Good." Jack placed his hand on Hiccup's shoulder that was closest to him, giving him a small shake as he tried to cheer him up, though Jack knew that now wasn't a time for laughter or smiles. At least, not yet. "You sure you're okay."

Hiccup paused for a moment, biting the inside of his cheeks before he sighed and shook his head. "I'm scared, Jack."

Those were the words Jack hated the most. It meant Pitch might as well have won. It was his job to make sure no kid got scared, not while he was around anyways. He smiled, leaning forward so Hiccup could see his face as he spoke, "Hey. Hey it'll be okay. I promise, we'll fix this. You'll be fine, don't worry. Just take a few deep breaths and try to relax, okay? I promise, nothing else is going to happen while I'm here."

Hiccup couldn't help but chuckle, feeling slightly better hearing Jack say that to him. "I'm not scared just for me, Jack. I'm scared for them." Hiccup looked to see more Vikings load the ships, Stoick calling out to see if the last group was on their way. "All of them. They, we just lost our home. And there's no way we can fight back. Not with this guy. We'll just get beaten again."

"You don't know that."

"Yeah, I kinda do!" Hiccup quickly tried to hide himself, looking away from anyone he thought might be looking and turning his head in Jack's direction. "I'm just worried about them is all. We just lost everything, and now we have to pack up what we can and leave our home. No one is taking this lightly; this is a big deal. How are we supposed to handle this?"

Jack shook his head, setting his staff down on his lap and running his hand through his hair as he looked down at the floor, fumbling his feet together nervously. "I dunno, Hic. I really don't." The Guardian sighed before looking back to his friend and reassuring, "But I promise you, seriously, I _promise_ you this, Hiccup. We're going to stop Pitch. This doesn't end here. We're going to fight back, and we will get you your home back. We'll make sure of it."

Hiccup could tell Jack was telling the truth. A guy like Jack, Hiccup could tell, was never one to break his promise. Jack stayed by Hiccup's side for the rest of the boat ride, never once leaving him or even considering going to the rest of his team. Hiccup needed his attention right now. Nobody else mattered at this point.

* * *

><p><strong>So yeah, this chapter was fun to write for some obvious reasons. I'm really glad I finally got to get to the actual conflict of the story. now as for the Hijack part...it's coming. Trust me. I've already sprinkled it here and there if you recall and it's all leading up to something. When it finally happens though I'm sure it'll be worth the wait...I hope. Point is just hold on. It's gonna be a couple more chapters so please please <em>please<em> be patient. I know it's taking forever but I like my build up in relationships and not focus primarily on forcing two people to get together. Especially with this kind of battle going on, I don't think their first thoughts would be to kiss each other senseless. But overall I sincerely do hope you guys enjoy it when it finally starts.**

**Anyways, remember to leave any kind of review or comment here or on my tumblr, they're always appreciated and needed.**

**No seriously, I need them to live. They fuel me.**


	19. Chapter 19

**Hey...it's been a while...*apologetic smile***

**Life caught up with me in the worst way possible. School and Theater this semester is turning out to be much harder than I had anticipated. Unfortunately, it doesn't look like things will simmer down any time soon. But that doesn't mean I won't try to get some writing done whenever I get the chance!**

**So assuming you all are still reading this fic, and you know how the last chapter ended, I think I'll stop rambling and just let you read what you came here for.**

* * *

><p><strong>Chapter 19<strong>

The last ship was finally being unloaded. Though most people had already begun setting up their new homes, some men and women had stayed behind to help unload whatever supplies were left, which consisted mostly of food, weapons, and a few items the Vikings would be able to trade should they come across someone who might be able to help.

Stoick had his people take shelter on an island far from Berk; the trip itself was a little over an hour long. They took refuge near the shore, partially covered in stones of varying sizes spread out over the sand. There was a large field they all set up their huts and tents on that separated the beach from a thick forest. While there were plenty other islands the Viking's could have settled on, Stoick chose this one simply because there were hardly any dragons on the island, a fact that always stumped Hiccup. At most, he would see Nadder's or Terror's resting on the island before they took off the next day, but for the most part the island seemed void of any large dragons that would cause a problem.

Knowing that the unloading of the last ship could be done without his help, Stoick began to walk around the camp, taking one more look to see how everyone was adjusting. He knew the move would be hard, but as chief he had to at least try to make things easier for others. But what else could he do? Children were crying everywhere he looked; some scared that the tall man might come back, some saying they missed their homes, and some cried knowing that they wouldn't see a loved one again. One child in particular, a young boy, tried to hide his tears knowing his mother would come back since she was only taken away so her injuries would be taken care of. But the boy had lost his father already; a ship where only a few survivors returned told everyone that their ship hit something and started to sink. Thunderdrum's appeared and tried to help them, being the protective dragons they were, but only a few were able to be rescued.

Before Stoick could do anything to comfort the lad, an older man Stoick knew to be his grandmother on his father's side came to his aid, holding the boy close and letting him know everything would be alright, even beginning to tell him a story of his dad when he was younger.

Stoick moved on, looking for anyone that needed his help. He comforted anyone he could, making sure they had all the help they needed. When he found Gothi, the woman already had her small tent set up and was comforting her two Terrible Terror's as they curled themselves around her legs. The wise older woman nodded to the Chief.

"Tell me Gothi, what would the other Chief's do here?" Stoick asked. "There must be something else I can do to help my people."

Gothi used her staff to stand, politely denying Stoick's hand when he reached out to help her. She reached out and placed her hand over Stoick's chest where his heart was. She then motioned for him to come closer, waiting until the larger man had knelt down before she tapped her finger on his forehead. She gave the Chief a smile, knowing that Stoick knew what she meant.

Stoick returned the smile, fully understanding what Gothi meant. He needed to think both with his heart and his head. He had to do what he thought was right but also do what his heart told him was the best. Great Chief's will know what they need to do when the time comes anyways. Gothi had faith in Stoick, and so should he.

At least, Stoick thought that was what she meant.

Gothi gestured to Stoick's people, telling Stoick he needed to go back to his people. Stoick stood up and thanked Gothi before turning around and sighing in relief, feeling as though a weight had just been lifted from his shoulders. It was a small one, but it was enough to give Stoick a bit of a confidence boost. Fires were beginning to be made, blankets were being passed around, and Stoick could already smell fish starting to be cooked.

The Chief made his way through the camp, noticing Hiccup with the rest of his friends gathered around a fire on the edges of their refuge. Stoick approached the teenagers, keeping his head up and trying his best not to look like he had given up hope much like the younger Viking's did. They each had their dragons close by, except for Snotlout who sat in-between Astrid and Fishlegs, legs pulled close as he stared at the fire with flared nostrils.

"Is everyone alright?" he asked the group.

No one said anything at first, looking at each other and waiting to see if anyone would answer for the rest of them. If they had to pick, they all expected Hiccup more than anyone to answer for them, but Hiccup didn't even seem to notice his dad had even spoken, staring at Toothless as he slowly ran his hand down Toothless' head.

"I, uh, I think we're all just trying to get through this as best we can," Astrid finally spoke, earning a nod from everyone else, even Hiccup and Snotlout who seemed to still be in their own little world.

Stoick nodded optimistically as he clasped his hands together. "Good. Good to hear." Everything started to grow awkwardly silent once again. "I just want you all to know this isn't permanent," Stoick stated. "This isn't where this ends. Keep your hope. We'll get back to Berk, I promise."

Tuffnut scoffed as he pulled his legs closer. "Hope. Yeah, like anyone has any of that right now."

Stoick would have retorted, but knew there was no point in arguing with the young Viking. Their spirits had been crushed, as had most everyone else's. Stoick could hold no ill will or even blame Tuffnut for having little to no hope right now that things would get better, no matter how bad they seemed to be at the moment.

The large man cracked his knuckles, noticing Hiccup looking at him in worried curiosity, wondering if his dad might have n

The large man cracked his knuckles, noticing Hiccup looking at him in worried curiosity, wondering if his dad might have anything to say. All the Chief could do was smile and nod to his son, Hiccup doing the same thing in return, before he went back to the rest of his people, looking for anyone that might need his help.

Watching the Chief leave for the rest of the camp, Astrid had a gut feeling that Stoick would think of something. True they would be stuck on this island for a good while, that went without saying, but she had faith in her Chief and knew the rest of her tribe should as well.

"So," Astrid said as she relaxed herself a little, stretching her neck and wiggling her shoulders before she asked, "what should we do now?" As she had anticipated, no one said anything. "Oh come on," Astrid continued, "I know you guys. You always have ideas. None of them are good half the time, but an idea is an idea!"

Everyone looked at each other, wondering who would speak first.

"How about," Snotlout began catching the immediate attention of the rest of his friends, "we get whatever dragons we can, go back to Berk, and take that Pitch guy by surprise?" When the boy spoke, he never looked away from the fire. It was almost as if he knew the plan was a bad one and was sure to be shot down by everyone else. But even still, Snotlout was completely serious when he told everyone his plan.

Of course, no one else thought the plan was smart.

"Like I said, some of them aren't good half the time," Astrid responded. "Any other ideas?"

"Hey! It could work!"

"When has that idea ever worked?" asked Astrid.

Snotlout shrugged. "I dunno. Sometimes. It could work now too!"

"Not likely," answered Fishlegs. "That dude obviously had some kind of magic or something. He took down our dragons before, so he'd just do it again. Surprise or no surprise."

"Easy for you all to say that," Snotlout replied. "Last I checked, none of you lost your dragons!" Now Snotlout had their attention. "If we don't go back to stop Pitch then we at least need to go back and try to save the dragons he took from us!"

"But wouldn't he just try to take more?" asked Ruffnut.

"We can at least try to fight back!"

"At what cost?" Hiccup finally spoke. Everyone looked at Hiccup, surprised to see him finally starting to talk again. "We'd lose more than we'd gain. It doesn't matter how we surprise him. He'd probably just see us coming anyways."

"I thought you were supposed to be the optimist?" Snotlout asked.

"Well now I'm being the realist. If you want your dragon back then we need a better plan. We shouldn't even be thinking of plans. How about you leave the real warriors to that?"

Snotlout shook his head as he stood. "Whatever. I'm getting my dragon back one way or another." Snotlout walked away from the group, heading back into the camp with clenched fists.

Tuffnut sighed before he started to stand. "I'll go after him."

"Why?" asked his sister. "You know what he's like when he gets cranky. And I don't know about you but I don't wanna deal with him complaining all the time."

Tuffnut, knowing his sister was right, sat back down and sighed once more.

Hiccup was actually surprised that Ruffnut actually made some kind of remark that didn't make him want to either roll his eyes, bang his head on a wall, or anything in between. He felt something cold on his back and looked to his left to see Jack still sitting right beside him, staying quiet like he had been ever since the fire had started. The spirit let his hand slide over Hiccup's back , giving Hiccup a small smile and hoping to lift his spirits even if just a small bit.

Hiccup smiled back, but wished that Jack would give him some kind of answer. He had beaten this guy before, right? Well, what was stopping them from doing it again? True the Viking's couldn't take Pitch by surprise, but maybe Jack and the rest of his team could. They were after all the ones that had the magical powers.

While Jack was trying to make sure Hiccup kept his faith, Jack was starting to lose his. Pitch had this new army of dragons that neither he nor the rest of his teak knew how to defeat. Even Sandy had to get a few cracks in with his whip before the dragons finally were destroyed. And now he has so many more believers all thanks to the nightmares he gave to the Viking's; and his attack surely helped him make sure they would always believe in him.

What Pitch had done had put lots of innocent people in danger, and there was no way this was going to go unanswered. North wouldn't stand for it. Jack found himself worrying for Hiccup most of all however, and he almost hated it. Jack needed to be worried for everyone, but Hiccup was slowly becoming his main priority. Everyone on the island had been put in great danger. Yet Jack worried more that Hiccup came way to close to being hurt, or worse. He had no idea what he would have done or felt if he hadn't been able to help Hiccup and have to see his best friend get severely injured. Jack knew how selfish he was thinking, but couldn't help it. He couldn't let Hiccup get hurt should the Viking's go to battle or even be attacked again, he just couldn't.

Jack heard Hiccup whisper something to him, barely able to make out what he said though the sound of the wind and the chatter of the rest of the camp. "Sorry?"

In an effort to hide his talking, Hiccup rubbed his nose and whispered just a little louder, over exaggerating his lips in order to form the words, "Are you okay?"

Jack sucked in his lips as he took in a deep breath, already knowing the answer but still taking the time to think about it just to be sure. Still, the Guardian shook his head. "No, I, uh, I don't think so."

Jack removed his hand from Hiccup's back and grabbed his staff. "I need to find the rest of my team," he explained as he stood. "I'll try not to be too long."

Hiccup nodded in understanding, Toothless glancing at Jack and cooing at him, which Jack could only assume was the Night Fury's way of telling him either 'goodbye' or 'see you later'. Jack gave the two of them a wave before he walked a few steps away from the group and slowly took to the sky, flipping his hood over his head as he got a bird's eye view to look for any sign of the Guardians.

Dozens of fires lit the campsite as the sun started to set, and Jack saw no sign of North's sleigh or even Tooth flying over the campsite to check and see if everything was alright. Jack finally found his friends just outside the campsite, all standing around the sleigh and staring at the Viking's as they went about their work. Jack landed on the sleigh and removed his hoodie, hoping that the rest of his team might be a bit more optimistic than he was.

"So, anybody got any plans?" Jack asked. "Because besides 'kick Pitch's butt', I got nothing."

"That's basically what we got," Bunny replied.

Sandy tapped his foot, lost in thought as he tried to think of any kind of solution to the problem they all faced. A small lightbulb appeared over his head, grabbing the attention of the rest of the Immortals as the golden lightbulb dissolved and rearranged itself into several pictures. A small picture of Pitch's head and the head of a dragon was placed underneath a large lumpy oval that looked almost like a cloud. Gold sand started to rain out of the cloud and the dragon soon started to fade away before Sandy gave a thumbs up, silently asking what everyone else thought.

North shook his head. "Is good plan, but the sand would have to fall quickly. Otherwise Pitch would just block the sand to protect his dragons."

"Can you make it fall faster?" asked Tooth.

Sandy then had the cloud fall on Pitch altogether, shrugging his shoulders and wondering if that would be any good.

Jack knelt down on the balls of his feet on the edge of the sleigh. "That could work. We'd just have to make sure he wouldn't see it coming."

"But here lies the problem," Bunny spoke, "how would we get all his dragons? He won't just have them all sitting out in the open. Besides even if we did manage to destroy most of them, he'd just make more, wouldn't he?"

"We'd have the upper hand though," Tooth added. "Those things can be destroyed, and without an army as large as the one he has, maybe we can overpower him."

"He can create those things faster than we can take 'em," Bunny interjected.

"Well no matter what we do he will always be able to make those dragons now," North said as he folded his arms.

"It's gonna be pretty hard to fight something we don't even know has any weaknesses," Bunny said solemnly. "Come on ya bunch of looney bins we need something else. We can think of something, I know we can."

"Surprise attack then?" Jack said, getting everyone's attention. "It's a long shot, I'll give it that," he said as he stepped down from the sleigh, "but maybe if there was a way we could, like, keep him busy so he couldn't make more dragons. Like, bind his hands or something."

"And how would we do that?" asked Bunny.

Jack shrugged. "It's just an idea."

"Ooh!" Tooth said excitingly. "What if we got rid of his believers? His dragons might get weaker!"

"That's probably easier said than done," North commented, nodding to the camp. "I think they have all seen enough to never stop believing in Pitch."

"No, no, not them. The kids! The kids around the world, they still believe in Pitch. If we can get them to stop, then he should lose some of his power. It might not be a lot but it should help. North we can use your globe to track them down and we can all do our part to make them stop believing in Pitch!"

North nodded with a slow-growing smile. "Yes, yes, yes that could work." He waved his finger at the fairy. "That very well could work. Good idea Tooth!"

Sandy gave his teammate a thumb up, knowing that her idea would definitely prove affective if they started right away.

"Now we just need to figure out how to stop him for good," Tooth added, everyone's growing spirits starting to slowly diminish as they realized they still didn't know of a way to completely stop Pitch from doing whatever it was he was going to do with those dragons of his.

"Look," Bunny stepped to the front of the group, making sure everyone was able to see him as he explained, "I know I'm supposed to be a Guardian of Hope and all, but I do believe that now isn't the time to go after Pitch."

"What do you mean?" asked Tooth.

"I mean now might just be the time to sit back and wait. We gotta make our own plan and think things through, I mean really think things through. See how things play out for a little while. We can't attack right now so the best thing to do is see what Pitch does next. Maybe we'll find another way to stop him once we see what his plan is."

Jack took a step closer to Bunny. "See what his plan is?" he repeated. "We already know what his plan is. He's going to use those dragons to kick our butts. And then when he's done with us he's going to after every single kind on the planet. Who knows what he's going to do after that?"

"Your point?" asked Bunny.

"My point," Jack continued, "is that now isn't the time to wait. Now is the time to fight back. We need to plan, think of something. We can't just stand around and just wait to see what Pitch's next move will be."

"Well then what do you suggest we do?"

"Not what you're saying we should do, I can tell you that much!"

"If Pitch wanted to go after the children he would have done so after he got those dragons! But instead he stayed on the island like it's his own little hideout. Why would he stay behind?"

"That's your reasoning?"

"I'm just saying don't you think it's a bit strange?"

"I think it's stranger that you think we should just stand aside and let Pitch do whatever he wants and only worry about it until more people have been hurt or even killed!"

"Boys!" Tooth exclaimed, flying in between the two and holding her hands out as she tried to calm them down. "Look tensions are high right now. This isn't the time to be fighting each other. We need to focus on stopping Pitch."

"No, what we need to focus on are those dragons he has. Sandy had a good point, we take care of them then we have a chance of taking care of Pitch. What Bunny said is right, he'll still be able to make more but at least we'll be able to slow him down or something," Jack said, switching his staff from one hand to the other. "And whatever we think of we need to think of it fast. We can't wait too long or else Pitch is gonna get the upper hand."

"In case you haven't noticed frostbite," Bunny stated, "he already has."

North snapped his fingers. "Alright, we need to go back to the workshop. We must rest for a moment. We need to calm down, gather our thoughts. We are all very tired and tense and uneasy. We must think this all through."

The group looked at one another, all deciding that North was right and that some quiet time might be best for all of them.

"While we're there," North spoke to Tooth, "we can check on his other believers. We can start helping them and moving on with Tooth's plan. Is good plan and is better than nothing, yes?" Everyone agreed.

Sandy pointed to the Viking's, a small helmet appearing over his head and hovering for a moment before disappearing.

"Ah, yes, good point," North said.

"Sorry?" Jack asked.

"We don't want Pitch to attack the Viking's again," answered North. "Someone should probably stay behind to watch over them should Pitch decide to strike again."

Jack smiled as he stepped forward, knowing this would give him the perfect opportunity to watch over Hiccup and make sure nothing else would happen to him…well, him and the rest of the Viking's of course. "How about I do it?" Jack asked. "I've been with the Viking's before, and I kinda know how the dragons act and stuff. I should be able to make it here for a little while."

North smiled but shook his head. "No, sorry Jack. We need you at the Pole, with the rest of us. I have a better idea." North made his way to his sleigh as he continued, "I will have some of my yeti's watch over them. They'll have plenty of snow globes so they can reach us if something goes wrong."

Jack lowered his hand as North walked past him, knowing that North was right. Having the yeti's there was a better idea. "Well, in that case, I need to go do something real quick."

"Your believer?" asked Tooth.

"Yeah, yeah I need to go tell him what's up. Make sure he's okay and stuff. Just don't leave without me, I'll be right back!" Jack started flying back to Hiccup, leaving the rest of his friends behind to get ready for their departure.

"He really does care about that believer, doesn't he?" Bunny asked.

"Are you saying it is a bad thing?" North inquired.

Bunny shook his head. "Nah, just stating the obvious I guess." The Pooka hopped into the sleigh and leaned against the side as he folded his arms. "You know we could just have him meet us there."

"Nonsense!" North said as he stepped in the sleigh, cracking his knuckles before he sat down. "It would be rude not to offer Jack a ride."

Bunny smirked as he rolled his eyes. "The tike better not take too long then."

* * *

><p>Jack landed next to Hiccup, tapping his friend's shoulder in order to grab his attention. "Hey, we need to talk," Jack said, waiting to see how Hiccup would respond.<p>

The rest of Hiccup's friends had grown a little more active, talking more and trying to make light of the situation by telling stories and having whatever fun they could. Snotlout still hadn't returned, but Jack couldn't blame him for not wanting to hang out with anyone right now.

"Where?" Hiccup asked softly, none of his friends noticing him talking to Jack.

Jack looked around and noticed an empty field, free of anyone else that might hear him talking to thin air. Jack pointed his staff to the open area and asked, "Over there?"

"Maybe," Hiccup responded. "Gimme a moment."

"I'll be waiting," Jack said as he made his way over to the field.

As Hiccup tried to think of a way to get away from his friends for the moment, Snotlout finally returned to the group.

"Hey, there he is!" Astrid said, trying to sound as happy as she could in the hopes that Snotlout's mood might get better if he saw that they were happy to see him return. Even Fishlegs welcomed him back to the fire.

"How you holdin' up Snot?" Fishlegs asked.

"How do you think?" Snotlout responded as he sat back down in his usual spot, crossing his legs as he took off his helmet and set it down beside him, scratching the top of his head. Fishlegs didn't want to point anything out, but in the glow of the fire, Snotlout's eyes looked a little red.

The group was silent for a short moment.

"Hey, come on tough guy. You'll see him again," Ruffnut said, trying her best to cheer Snotlout up. "Hey, if you want, I'll punch Tuff in the face for ya!"

Tuffnut rolled his eyes. "He doesn't wanna see that!" He quickly looked back to Snotlout. "Do you?"

"Sometimes," Snotlout answered honestly.

"Good enough for me!" Ruffnut exclaimed as she punched Tuffnut's head, his helmet almost falling off after the impact.

Hiccup rolled his eyes at the spectacle, but did notice that the show did manage to get a small smile out of Snotlout. At least now he wasn't totally upset. He just had to understand that they were going to get Hookfang back. It would just take some time and a bit of patience.

Hiccup turned his head to look to Jack and saw the Immortal was standing in the open field, looking at Hiccup as he waited for him to leave his friends for just a moment. The young Viking looked back to his friend and stretched his arms. "I'll, uh, I'll be right back," Hiccup groaned as he stretched. "I'm gonna go, uh, just take some time by myself for a second."

"Oh, uh, okay," Astrid responded, surprised to see Hiccup wanting to leave the group so suddenly. "You okay?"

"Yeah, yeah I'm fine," Hiccup answered reassuringly with a small nod. "It's just uh," Hiccup tapped Toothless' side, making the Night Fury's head jolt up in confusion, "Toothless needs to go take care of some things and I, uh, don't want him to go alone. You know, I just want to make sure he's alright."

"Oh," Astrid said. "Well, be careful then."

Hiccup stood, Toothless stretching himself before he followed Hiccup's lead. "Yeah, we'll be fine. It's still a little light out anyways." Toothless followed Hiccup over to the field, unaware of Snotlout watching them with every step he took. Hiccup was lucky Snotlout looked away before he reached Jack. Instead he turned his attention back to the fire, hoping Hiccup knew how lucky he was to still have his own dragon.

When Hiccup reached Jack, Toothless sat upright and glared at the brunet, giving his rider a small huff. "What? I couldn't think of anything else!" Hiccup explained.

"You good?" Jack asked.

"I think so," Hiccup answered, keeping his eyes on Toothless. "Anyway," he looked to Jack, "what's going on?"

"Well, we kinda have a plan," Jack began.

"Really?" he asked hopefully.

"Yeah, sorta."

"It's more than what we probably have. I don't know if anyone here is thinking rationally. What did you guys have in mind?"

"Well," Jack started as he took in a breath, "basically we got nothing. Pitch has got other believers around the world that we're going to try to get rid of, make them stop believing in him, you know."

Hiccup nodded his head, thinking he understood the point of the plan. "And fewer believers means less strength, right?"

"That's the plan. So while we're doing that, we're gonna figure out a way to stop Pitch. We think if we're able to take care of most of his dragons we can find a way to get to Pitch. He can still make more dragons but that way we can still get close enough to him to maybe bind his hands or something so we can destroy them all. After that we'll take care of Pitch."

"Well what if he escapes?"

Jack mulled it over for a moment, not really knowing what they would do should Pitch manage to escape. "Well if anything he might try to make more dragons, which we might be able to destroy. He's using some weird mixture of shadows and sand for the dragons, but the more powerful he gets the more sand he gets, which means more dragons. But if we get rid of all his believer's altogether then he shouldn't be able to make as much so we should be able to take him down."

"But he'll still have power if he loses believers?"

"Yeah, just not a lot."

"Well he must have a lot of believers if he's able to make an army that large."

A realization suddenly came to Jack, one he didn't know if the rest of the team had thought about. "Wait. The adults. They could see him too!"

"Yeah? And?" Hiccup asked, not knowing where Jack was going with this idea.

"Well, if an adult believes then maybe it brings more power. Children will believe anything half the time, but with grown-ups, well, it takes a little more. Maybe, and this is just a theory, but maybe the belief of all the adults from Berk is giving him more power. Like, maybe it's twice the power than an average kid."

Hiccup shrugged. "Maybe three times. Have you seen the size of the people here? They're huge."

Jack laughed lightly at the joke, shaking his head and admiring Hiccup's constant sense of sarcastic humor before he went on. "Maybe that's how he's gotten more power. It takes more convincing for adults. I mean, it makes sense, right?"

Hiccup bit his lip as he hissed. "Kinda?" he answered.

"I'll run that by North, see what he thinks."

"But what are we supposed to do?" Hiccup asked. "Just sit here and wait?"

"I'm sure your dad will come up with something, right?"

Hiccup shook his head. "I'm not so sure. Anything he might come up with will more than likely have to do with us going back to that island and trying to fight off Pitch."

"That seems to be a common idea around here, doesn't it?" Jack asked rhetorically.

"It's a common thing with Viking's. You either fight or you run away and come back fighting even if the odds are stacked against you." Hiccup sighed, knowing his dad would come to that conclusion sooner or later, and he hoped that it wouldn't happen for a long while and if it ever did his dad would realize that Pitch was clearly the stronger opponent.

Jack stepped closer to Hiccup. "You gonna be okay?"

Toothless ran his head along Hiccup's side, getting a small laugh out of the Viking. "Yeah, I should be alright. Just as long as my dad doesn't do anything stupid." Hiccup found himself biting his lip again, looking away from Jack and down to Toothless. The way Jack seemed to care about him almost made Hiccup forget what kind of situation they were in. But when he did remember and he remembered what his dad might do, he noticed his hand was starting to shake, the thought of his dad going back to battle and fighting Pitch making him nervous. The very thought of seeing his dad go to a battle he knew he wouldn't win was one he knew all too well. Except the last time it happened, it was against a dragon that was unlike one they had ever seen. And lucky for Stoick, Hiccup was there to fight off the dragon before he was able to hurt anyone else.

But this kind of enemy wasn't one Hiccup could fight. He didn't know how. What he did know was that no one could fight off Pitch. He would just take their dragons and only grow stronger. Hiccup didn't feel like watching his dad set sail for the last time, only to never return. Surely his dad had to know this wasn't a fight they could win, right?

Jack would have left then, but he couldn't. He needed to see Hiccup as long as he could. Besides, even as a friend, he just couldn't leave him like this. He wanted to be absolutely one hundred percent certain that Hiccup would be fine and safe if Pitch did attack while he was gone.

"Look," Jack began, "I know things aren't exactly looking like they could get better right now. But I promise, we're not going to let Pitch get away with this. We're going to get those dragons back and get you guys home."

"It's not me I'm worried about," Hiccup affirmed. "It's the rest of them. My dad, my friends, Toothless, I-I don't know what to do. I don't know if there's anything I _can_ do. I just have to sit here and wait to see what happens and it-it feels like, I don't, like it's killing me knowing that I can't do anything to help."

Jack hated hearing this, but didn't have the heart to interrupt Hiccup. Ranting seemed to be his way of coping with this, so Jack thought it best to just let Hiccup say what he needed to in the hopes that he would feel better afterwards.

Hiccup went on. "I'm pretty sure my dad is feeling the same way, you know? And he seems to be handling everything pretty well. But I'm sure it's just an act. I bet he's planning right now to ready some kind of warship and head back to Berk so he can take back Berk."

"You don't know that," Jack assured.

"Even still, what am I going to do if he does go?"

"Hey, I almost forgot to tell you!" Jack said, remembering one crucial fact he had left out. "North is leaving behind some of his yeti's to watch over-"

"His what?" Hiccup asked.

"Workers. He's leaving behind some of his workers to watch over you guys. That way if they see anyone trying to go after Pitch or if Pitch comes by when we're gone, they'll let us know and we'll be here as quick as we can to make sure nothing goes wrong."

"Really?"

"Of course!" Jack said with a smile, stepping just a little bit closer to his friend. "You don't think we're just gonna ignore you guys after all of this, are you? Heck no. We're taking precautions and everything. Trust me on this, Hiccup. We're not gonna let you guys live on like this." Jack noticed his hand was getting a little too close to Hiccup's and quickly retracted it before Hiccup noticed anything. Toothless however noticed the sudden movement and stared at Jack as if he was asking if Jack was being serious. The Night Fury shook its head as he rolled his eyes. Jack didn't need to be able to speak dragon to understand that the dragon was judging him.

"Maybe if I just sleep it off things will get better. I just gotta clear my head, talk to my dad, just take things slow," Hiccup admitted to himself.

"That's basically what we're doing," Jack explained. "This is a bit much for us to take in too. We've never fought anything like this before. We need to do like you said, take things slow and think things through."

Hiccup looked back to Jack, knowing that he would have to leave soon and needed to say anything he wanted to say now. "So, you guys don't have a real plan to fight Pitch just yet?"

Jack breathed deeply before answering, "No, not yet. At least not a plan that'll take him down completely. We just know a way to at least weaken him is all."

Hiccup nodded, his faith and hope beginning to return. "Well, that's something. More than what we have anyway."

Jack chuckled, agreeing with Hiccup. "Well, that's probably for the best then."

"Yeah," Hiccup added with a nod. An awkward and uncomfortable silence started to fill the air, neither of the boys knowing what to say next.

"So, I guess I'll see you around?" Jack asked, optimistically. He hoped he wouldn't be away too long. After all, he had a Viking that was very important to him that he needed to take care of.

Hiccup smiled. "Yeah, guess so. Besides, I'll probably be busy around here too. Whenever people have questions about their dragon they usually tend to come to me for answers."

"Sounds like fun."

"So much fun."

Again, they shared a quick laugh, easing whatever tension was left.

Jack shuffled his staff in his hand before he started to slowly float off of the ground. "Well, I'll be back whenever."

"Make whenever soon," the Viking teased. "This place has like no snow."

"I'll remember that the next time I'm here," Jack said with a small wave of his hand. "See ya, Toothless!"

The Night Fury gave the Immortal a soft purr in response. Jack gave the duo one last wave before turning and heading for the sleigh to rejoin the rest of his team. Hiccup soon after rejoined the rest of his friends, all of them debating what would hurt more: a Nadder's spikes or a Timberjack's wing. But he couldn't care less. He was just anxious for whenever Jack would return. He hoped it wouldn't be long.

Jack returned to his team, all of them ready to depart.

"Ready to go?" North asked, Jack nodding in response. "Good. In that case, we're off!" The sleigh took to the sky, the reindeer effortlessly lifting the sleigh off of the ground and high enough into the sky that North could open a portal and have them all appear outside the workshop at the Pole.

Once they were inside the landing bay, North quickly instructed two yeti's of his plan, handing them two globes and opening another portal for them, telling them they were to report to North immediately should anything happen with the Viking's they felt needed North's attention.

Jack had said nothing the whole trip, and didn't speak a word until Tooth came closer to him as they made their way to the den in front of the globe they frequently used. "Are you okay?" she asked. "You seem like you're upset about something."

"Do I?" Jack asked, realizing that his constant worrying over Hiccup and the fact that something might go wrong without he or any of the other Guardians there to help must have been obvious to anyone watching him. The Spirit shook his head. "No I, uh, I'm good."

"You sure?"

"Yeah," Jack reassured. "I'm fine. You?"

"A little shaken, if I'm gonna be honest, but other than that I'm fine."

"I think the same can be said for the rest of us," Jack admitted as they all entered the den, Jack eyeing the globe and wondering if Pitch had gotten any more believers since they had left Berk.

As they made themselves comfortable, three elves ran over to North, the bells on the tips of their hats ringing like crazy and they anxiously waited for North to tell them what to do in order to help out. "Bring refreshments. And something for our guests to sit on. We are going to be here for a while, I want everyone to be and comfy as possible, yes?" The elves all ran off with huge smiles, eager to get the things that North asked for.

The larger Guardians clasped his hands together and sighed, trying to relax and unnerve himself before he asked, "So, who has any more ideas?"

The group was uncomfortably silent.

"Well whatever we think of," Bunny stated, "we need to think of it quick. We've got our own problems to worry about. I've got my eggs, Toothy has her teeth, Sandy has his dreams, and so on. So I say we just spit out the first idea that comes to mind."

"Really?" Jack asked.

"Well, in your case mate, maybe not the first. Maybe the fourth or fifth idea would be best for you."

"I don't know if I should be offended or not," Jack stated with a sly smirk.

"Don't be. I said you actually come up with good ideas. Be grateful for the compliment." Bunny grinned at his comrade before looking to the rest of his team. "So, any other ideas?"

"Well we have Tooth's idea about the believers, right?" asked Jack. "I say we go ahead and do that one for the time being."

"Yes, yes we should and we are. Just as soon as we are done here," North said as the elves arrived much sooner than expected with assorted cookies and drinks for the guests, each of them taking their own favorite before they continued their group's brainstorming session.

"By the way," Jack added, "my friend on that island made me realize something. Pitch had grown up believers now, right? Do you think that gives him more power?"

"How so?" Bunny inquired.

"Well it takes more for an adult to believe something than it does for a child, in theory anyways, at least when it comes to people like us," Jack explained. "So maybe their belief gives him more power?"

North tapped his finger on his temple. "Is possible. Is very possible. Good point, Jack. I will look into that. Any other ideas?" North looked to everyone else, eager to hear what they might have to say.

Tooth's wings fluttered gleefully as she came up with an idea. "Okay! What if we lure Pitch somewhere out into the middle of the ocean and try to take him down there? He can't have all of his dragons follow him, can he? Besides, he can't create more out there unless he has a shadow, and all he'd have would be underneath his cloak, right?"

"Maybe," Jack said as he took a bite of his cookie. "But how would we get him that far out in the open?"

"We could get him to chase one of us? Maybe say we have something he needs," North answered.

"Like what?" asked Bunny. "All he needs are dragons for his army. He's too smart to follow us out into open waters just to get a dragon he doesn't have."

Three yeti's arrived, two carrying with them a large couch and the other holding a chair in each hand. As they set the seats down, Jack took a seat on one of the chairs, crossing his legs on the cushion and leaning his staff against the armrest. "Well is there anything we know he may want?"

Sandy shook his head, not being able to come up with anything.

"I got nothing," Bunny said.

"Is good idea nevertheless," North stated optimistically, smiling at Tooth. "Very good idea! Could work! We just should keep that one in mind for later."

Tooth's feelings weren't hurt in the slightest. She knew the idea was a bit of a long shot, but felt the need to at least inform the others of it. It was a good idea after all and could very well work if they could just find the right reason for getting Pitch out in the open where he wouldn't be able to summon any more dragons.

"How about this," Bunny said as he sat down on the other chair. "We go out there and find some way to sneak into the village, and I'll find a way to open one of my rabbit holes underneath Pitch and take him with me somewhere out in the open. Somewhere sunny and completely open so there's no trees or anything. If we keep moving he might not be able to use our shadows to help him. But it has to be somewhere far away from Berk. We take him down there and hold him captive somewhere, we can go back to Berk and handle the dragons ourselves."

"But wouldn't he just teleport himself back to Berk?" Jack asked, already finishing his cookie. "He could just use his shadow to teleport back to Berk before we would even do anything."

"What if Sandy got to him?" Tooth pointed out. "He could wrap his whip around him as soon as he got to this field and bam! We'd have him!"

"He'd still have the shadow," said Jack.

"But not if we get him off the ground! Sandy, you could make a cloud of your sand underneath him and just float him off of the ground! He'd have no shadow!"

The group looked at one another all thinking it was a solid plan. That is, until Sandy made the image of a small square cage appear above his head next to a question mark.

North pointed at the images. "Sandy has good point. What cage would we use?"

"Something surrounded by light is the best choice," Bunny answered. "But I dunno where that would be."

"Can it be a floating cage?" asked Jack. "That way we can put him way up in the sky where the sun would always be shining down on him and not give him a big enough shadow to teleport through."

"Can we make that?" Tooth inquired.

"Sandy can, but he would have to stay there to make sure it stays afloat," Bunny responded.

"But," North added, "what if Pitch does something to fight Sandy and we are not there to help him?"

The Guardian of Dreams looked to each of his friends, another question mark appearing over his head, not knowing what he would do should he have to fight Pitch himself.

Jack moved his legs off of the chair and leaned forward. "Well, you could take him, couldn't you Sandy?"

The Guardian climbed onto the middle cushion on the couch and shrugged in order to answer Jack, waving his hand in a 'so-so' fashion.

"It's best not to leave Sandy all alone," North clarified.

"One of us could stay behind, right?" Jack asked, but soon held up a hand to stop anyone from answering his question. "Let me guess. The rest of us will all be needed to fight off the dragons, right?"

Bunny snapped his fingers before he pointed at Jack. "Bingo."

Jack sank back into his seat, North sitting down beside Sandy and leaving Tooth the only Guardian still flying around the room as she impatiently thought of any idea that might be able to stand a chance against Pitch. "Well I'm out of ideas already."

"Aye, do not fear Jack. We have time. We just need to think every possible option through," North commented.

"Well we're running out of time," Jack stated. "Alright I mean who knows what pitch is out there doing right now. We don't even know if he's on Berk still. He could be out causing all kinds of damage."

North quickly stood and wiped his hands on his pants. "I will check the globe. See if there are any developments."

"Good idea," Bunny remarked.

Sandy quickly waved his hands in order to grab everyone's attention. A picture of Pitch appeared over his head; next to him were several dragon heads that didn't appear to look as evil and menacing as the dark dragons Pitch commanded. Soon, a small cage appeared around the dragons and moved them away from Pitch. Sandy looked to everyone for their opinion on his plan.

"So, you want to move the dragons away from Pitch?" Bunny asked. "Haven't we already done that?"

Sandy shook his head and pointed to Pitch who was reaching out for the dragons that had been taken.

Tooth interjected and flew closer to Sandy. "No, no! He means the dragons Pitch doesn't have, right?"

Sandy shook his head and touched his nose as he pointed to Tooth, who smiled a bit smugly and triumphantly.

"Well, I guess that would help us in the long run. Less dragons for him to scan means less of a problem for us, right?" Jack asked.

"Makes sense," Bunny admitted, looking at Sandy and giving his friends a small thumb up. "Nice one."

"Uh, well," Tooth started to say, "How will we be able to get all the dragons? Should we just get all of the dragons on Berk or all the dragons near Berk as well? Besides, who knows how many dragons there are. There's no way Pitch would be able to not know we were there and were up to something."

Sandy clenched his teeth and shook his fists, realizing his plan had too great of a flaw in order for it to work.

"Hey, it could have worked," Bunny told his friend, trying to keep his spirits high. "Anything else?"

Jack huffed as he ran his hand through his already messy hair. "Now would be a really good time for Manny to give us some new recruit. What's the leprechaun's power again?"

"He shoots rainbows out of his arse, and there's no way Manny would choose him," Bunny replied.

"Isn't that what you said about me?" retorted Jack.

"Good point," Bunny admitted, "but he still wouldn't choose the leprechaun." Bunny chuckled lightly before continuing, "Hey, we might just be able to get Jamie in this. Maybe he could do whatever he did to Pitch's army last time to those dragons. BAM! We won!"

Jack glared at the Pooka with a small smirk, sarcastically and silently asking Bunny if he was serious. When Bunny didn't answer, despite the fact he clearly saw Jack's look, Jack rolled his eyes and said, "There's no way I'm letting Jamie into this thing."

"Oh, you'll _let _him?"

"Isn't it unofficially official I'm the only one of us who gets a say in Jamie's safety?"

"What because you're a closer friend to him than we are?"

"Well if you could even call it like that, when was the last time you even saw the kid?"

"Guys, is this really the best time?" Tooth interjected, but yet the two continued with their witty retorts just for the fun of seeing who would get the last word.

Bunny continued where the two had left off. "I haven't seen the tyke in about three months or so."

"So you understand that I'm the closer friend then?"

"Is this a competition?"

"It was when you made it one."

"And when was that?"

"I'd say about twenty seconds ago."

"You timing this?"

"I have to. It's how I know how much longer it takes for me to know my next comeback versus how long it takes for you to pull some half-baked reply out from behind those giant wax filled ears of yours."

"Leave my ears out of this."

"Oh I'm sorry did I offend them?"

"Maybe."

"Then I'm doing my job then."

"What does any of this have to do with Pitch, may I ask?" Tooth asked, interrupting the two again and effectively putting a hold their debate for the moment.

"We're not bringing Jamie into this," Jack finally repeated. "End of discussion."

"No one will be asking Jamie to help us in this fight," North called out as the Globe started to show the few remaining lights that represented Pitch's believers, the small island where the Viking's were camping out just now beginning to pass in front of them. "Obviously we do not want to put anyone else in more danger than is necessary."

Bunny stood from his chair as he defended, "It was only a joke. You know I'm not gonna let the kid and his ankle biter of a sister in on this."

"Well to be fair," Jack added as he pulled his legs and feet back onto the chair, "he does already know that Pitch is out there doing something. It's just that he doesn't know what."

Tooth flew closer to Jack, concerned with Jack's tone and his mentioning of Jamie knowing about Pitch. "You don't plan on telling him about the dragons, do you?"

Jack thought about it for a second before he shook his head and shrugged his shoulders. "I don't really know. I mean, I might if it comes up but I don't plan to any time soon. If anything I might try to avoid the subject altogether. The last thing I want him to do is worry that giant dark nightmare=spewing dragons are gonna come after all the children of the world, plus the guy that's responsible for Pitch's loss the last time he tried anything like this." Jack moved his legs off of the chair and slowly stood up, grabbing his staff and twirling it in his hand as he glanced to the globe. He pointed the crook of his staff and went on, "Right now, those people need to be our main priority. They have what Pitch wants."

Sandy shook his head, four dragon heads appearing over his head.

It took the group a moment to try to figure out what Sandy was trying to say, but lucky for the rest of them North was able to figure it out first and explain it to the lot. "Sandy is right," he explained, "there were four dragons I saw fighting Pitch. From what I saw, he got all of them. All he has to do now is go after whatever dragons remain all by himself."

"Then why stay on the island?" Jack asked. "There aren't that many more species of dragon left on the island. At least none that I saw. He'd have to travel, spread out and leave Berk itself to find whatever dragons he could. Why would he kick the Viking's out of their village if he was basically done with it?"

"Show of power?" Tooth answered. "I mean, maybe he did just because he could. What was stopping him, really? Besides, a fortress is a fortress. But now we know where he is. So…maybe he wants us to know where he is." Everyone paid close attention to what Tooth had to say. "This is just a hunch mind you, but, he's not trying to hide. It's as if, I don't know, maybe he's waiting for us to make a move or something."

"And the Vikings?" Bunny asked.

"They would just be in his way," Tooth answered. "Either that of the King of Nightmares has suddenly gotten a heart and didn't want to put more people in danger, which I highly doubt is likely or even possible for that matter."

Jack walked closer to the globe, eyeing the small patch of light given by the Viking's belief as it slowly turned around to face the other side of the shop. "So basically at this point, we've really got nothing to stop or even fight Pitch other than Tooth's idea about helping those kids he's tormented to get to where he is now?"

"She also came up with that idea about leading him out to the open, don't forget about that one now; that one might have a chance," Bunny pointed out.

Tooth smiled at Aster's kindness, flying closer to the globe as she took a mental note of where the believers were. "You know," she called out, "what would really help was if we stood a fighting chance against that army of his."

"We do. Kind of. Don't we?" North looked to the rest of his team for reassurance.

"Yeah, after we hit then three or so many times," Tooth said as she turned back around and flew closer to North. "Think about it, if we could actually understand the weaknesses of those dragons then we might be able to find out how to really fight back. Like Bunny said earlier, back on the island. Pitch scanned those dragons, so it would only make sense his dragons have the same strengths and weaknesses the real dragons do too, right?"

Everyone nodded in response.

"Wow Tooth, you're on a roll today!" Jack complimented.

Again, Tooth smiled at the compliment before she looked back to the globe. "If only we could get close enough to the dragons so we could study them. But even then, who knows how long that would take?"

Jack almost dropped his staff once the idea came to him. Why didn't he think of this before? Even back on the island when Bunny mentioned knowing the dragon's weakness', it should have been an obvious solution!

But there was no way North would allow it, right? And even if he did, who was to say Hiccup would actually listen to Jack and come with him? Plus, if he did, how would he explain to his dad that five mythical and magical beings, including a giant talking rabbit and a fairy needed his help to stop the man with the dragon army that proved to be no match for the dragons Stoick had in his own.

Still, Hiccup did know a considerable amount of information about the dragons that would very well prove to be of great use to both Jack and the rest of the Guardians. He'd been studying them for years and would surely know their strengths and weakness' by now, right? It seemed like the logical solution, just not one that would likely be put into fruition. Nevertheless, it never hurt to ask, right?

Jack jumped and flew closer to North, landing by the larger man's side. "Hey, North, listen. I've got an idea!"

"Excellent!" North replied optimistically, never the man to turn away from someone who had something to share with the group. "What is it?"

Jack opened his mouth to speak, but nothing came out. He had to be careful how he worded this. North was in no way going to put someone else in danger, and doing this might put Hiccup in more danger than he already was should Pitch target the workshop or even the Guardians in general. Slowly finding a way to word his thoughts, Jack spoke, "I need to borrow a snow globe. Well, two. Two slow globes, actually. Well …no, yeah two. I'll need two globes please. You know, if you don't mind."

North, just as Jack had expected, was uncertain and silent at first, eyeing Jack and fully aware that there was something Jack was hiding from him. "Why?" he probed.

"Ah, well," Jack scratched his chin as he once again was at a loss for words, finally shaking his head and knowing there was only one way around it. "Look, you'll just have to trust me, okay?"

"If ya told us why you needed the globes then maybe we would," Bunny stated.

"So you don't trust me?"

"I didn't say that exactly," Bunny specified. "I just said it would be easier to know what you had in mind."

"If I told you then you wouldn't listen to me."

"A good reason for North not to give you the globe."

"Come on," Jack said, his tone near that to of a begging child, "trust me on this. I know what I'm doing. Believe me, this is a good idea. I just need to go back to that island real quick."

North smirked at Jack, his eyes squinting before he reached into his pant pocket and pulled out two snow globes. He tossed them both to Jack, who caught them both and held them close with one arm tucking them against his chest. He rolled one into the pocket on his hoodie while he kept the other one in his free hand.

"Take care, Jack," North said with a wink.

Jack smiled before he nodded to North. "Thanks. I promise, I know what I'm doing. You won't regret this, none of you will!"

"Now, now hold on a minute!" Bunny interrupted, hopping to North and looking back at Jack with concern and worry. "Look, North, I'm not saying the kid doesn't know what he's talking about,"

"I'm three hundred and ten years old! How am I a kid?"

"I'm just saying," Bunny continued, pretending he didn't hear Jack's side comment, "how do we know this is a good idea? He's not telling us what it is, so don't you think we ought to, I don't know, discuss it or something."

North waved his hand and glanced back at Jack, looking at him directly while he spoke to Bunny. "Aster, do you not trust our comrade?"

"No, no of course I do. I do. But all I'm saying is-"

"Than what is problem?" North looked back to Bunny as he continued, "If I can trust him, and you can trust him, then everything will be alright in the end. Yes?"

Bunny sighed and turned to look at Jack, shaking his head slightly as he sighed and smiled at his teammate. "You better know what you're doing, alright?"

Jack held his arms out. "Come on, Bunny. It's me we're talking about." Jack saw Sandy make his way over to North and Bunny, giving Jack a thumbs up with both hands and wishing him luck. "See? Even Sandy trusts me."

"Oh I trust ya," Bunny made clear, "I'm just…curious is all. But," Bunny raised both hands, "if you say you know what you're doing then by all means. Have a safe trip."

Jack smiled and tossed the globe in his hand. "Thanks. I think." He turned around to look at the globe and called out to Tooth, "Hey Tooth! I'll be back soon, okay?"

"I heard!" she called back in response. "Be safe, Jack! Try not to take too long!"

"Can do!" Jack took one last look at the three members of his team standing in front of him and gave them one last silent goodbye before he walked closer to the center of the den, and went to whisper where he wanted to go.

"If it helps," North called out, "since they are on island, just describe the place you want to go. The globes also work on visual memories."

"Since when?" Jack asked.

"I might have made a few modifications."

Jack nodded in approval before he brought the globe close to his mouth and whispered, "_Hiccup_," and threw the snow globe, opening up the bright portal that would take him where he needed to go. He flew through the portal and found himself hovering over the ocean, the sound of dragon roars and Viking songs echoing behind him. He turned around to see the portal close, revealing the island the Viking's had taken refuge on not too far from where he was.

Jack smiled and sighed in relief, realizing the globe hadn't taken him to the middle of nowhere. He quickly started to fly towards the island, eager to try and recruit Hiccup; knowing the great help he would be to the Guardians in their fight against Pitch.

* * *

><p><strong>Oh, look at that! A big pile of nothing just happened! Ooh and aah at its magnificence. <strong>

**Okay maybe I'm being a little judgy on my own writing but I couldn't help it. Compared to the previous chapters, not much really happens here and I know some of you were expecting more. I also know plenty of you are expecting Hijack (which is weird why would you guys want Hijack in a Hijack fic? Psssh, weirdo's) Well I promise you it's soon! Sooner than some of you may even think. It'll be a little bit longer, but it's on its way. Until then I'm trying my best to get as much chemistry/does-he-like-me fluff done as I can given the circumstances they're in. I'm SO sorry it's taking so long you guys, I really am. I know the build is slow and it's taking FOREVER and I hate that I'm making you guys wait so long. I just hope when it happens (and trust me when I say it's soon) that you guys will like it. Or maybe you'll hate it and me. One of the two. Again, I'm just SO sorry.**

**Okay, rambling done. Remember to leave a review or comment and such! Also thank you to everyone who faved/followed this since the last update! You'll get used to me rambling I swear...not really.**


	20. Chapter 20

**Hi yes remember me I'm the guy that does the thing sometimes; and that thing is known as Frozen Dragons. This thing is also what you guys are reading right now, so hopefully you'll enjoy it!  
><strong>

* * *

><p><strong>Chapter 20<strong>

The Chief had walked around the campsite more times than he could count. Every time he circled the campsite, every time he walked past a tent or a group of people he would find something new about them that only seemed to make the situation worse. Everyone was up and talking to one another, but who could blame them? After everything they had been through that day of course it would be difficult to try to sleep.

"Ey! Stoick!" Bobber called out, running after his friend. Once he caught up to the taller man, he gave him a friendly pat on his back. "So, how goes the chiefing?"

"Not much chiefing to be done now, Gobber," Stoick replied. "Everyone is taking care of themselves. All the supplies have been unloaded, camps have been set, fires made, food cookin', there's not much else I can do here. Least not now that is."

Gobber looked around, seeing the people of Berk try to make the best with what they had. "Well, that's not necessarily a bad thing. At least now you can take some time and relax."

"Easier said than done."

"Oh now it can't be that bad!"

"It is for me," Stoick continued as he stopped walking and looked around, sighing in disbelief at what little he could do to help his people at the moment. "These people just lost their home, Gobber. Some of them lost family and friends today. I've already unloaded the boats, their fires have been lit, food is being prepared, after that there's nothing else I can do but offer words of-of encouragement!"

Gobber shrugged. "Hey, encouraging words do more than ya might think."

"And what of the ones in mourning?" asked Stoick. "We can't give all of the ones we lost a proper funeral! My words can't fix broken hearts, Gobber!"

Gobber took another small step closer to his friend, wanting more than anything to make sure he would get through this. Stoick took care of everyone else on Berk, but there were times when Gobber felt like Stoick forgot that sometimes he needed to be the one that got taken care of. "Look, why don't you go talk to Hiccup then, aye? I'm sure he needs you just as badly as anyone else right now. Maybe even more."

Stoick shook his head as he started walking again. "Hiccup isn't my main concern right now. He's a good lad, he can handle himself for a little longer. There are other younglings that need my attention."

"Don't forget that Snotlout kid. He's hurting too ya know." Gobber said as he walked beside the Chief.

"Snotlout? He didn't lose anything except a home just like everyone else."

"That he did. But you forget he also lost his dragon."

Stoick rolled his eyes. "Gobber, other people lost their dragons too."

"And do you think they were as close to theirs as Snotlout was to Hookfang?"

"I don't know. Maybe. Why does it matter if Snotlout is hurting? Everyone here is hurting, what makes his pain greater than anyone else's?"

Gobber grabbed Stoick's shoulder and made him stop, turning him slightly as he spoke, "Because Snotlout is a kid. He's not a young one, but he's not grown. You've spoken to the families that lost people they cared about, right?"

"Aye. That I did." Stoick remembered every single one of the crying faces he had spoken to that day. He only wished he could have done more than offer them kind words, especially to the children. But that wasn't his job. That was their families. All he could do was make sure everyone was safe.

"Then go talk to Snotlout next. He's not hurting more than anyone else I might imagine, but he still needs some attention. Do you even have a plan to take care of those dragons we lost?"

"At the moment?" Stoick paused, thinking of any kind of words he could tell Snotlout should he ask the same question later. "No. No I don't and I don't want to think about it right now. Now is not the time for planning attack, Gobber. Now is the time for mourning and regrouping."

"I gave you my advice, alright?" Gobber stated, removing his hand from Stoick's shoulder. "You may not have asked for it, but there it is. Stoick, listen, there's only so much you can do. You have to have faith in some of your people. No one here is expecting you to have all the answers. All we want to do know is make it to tomorrow with the people we have left. Now do whatever you want, but before the night is up, you go over to the kids if they're still even there and you talk to Snotlout. Then most importantly, you get Hiccup and you take him back with you. Let him know how much you care about him. You've done all you can for the grown ones here, now when you go get Hiccup, say something to Snotlout. He may not have lost a person today but he did lose a part of his family."

Stoick closed his eyes and took in a deep breath, realizing that he may have been stressing out over the situation a little too much. All he wanted to do was help, but there wasn't much he could do here. All he could do now was make sure Hiccup was safe. His attention was needed elsewhere.

"You're right," Stoick admitted.

"I know I am. Glad to hear you finally admit it." As Gobber started to walk off, he called back to Stoick over his shoulder, "And don't you worry! You'll have plenty of Chief duties to take care of tomorrow once the sun rises."

Stoick sighed as he walked to the campsite he last saw Hiccup at, hoping he and the rest of his friends were still there. While he knew tomorrow was going to be busy and more than likely drive him near insane having so many people to take care of all at once, part of him was looking forward to it. As long as he could be of some kind of help to his people, he didn't care.

* * *

><p>Tuffnut poked the fire with the longest stick he could find. A few fresh logs had made the fire grow and provide the group with some much needed warmth. While everyone's dragons had huddled together in a small group beside the teens, Toothless had stayed by Hiccup's side; his tail lying around him as a bit of security. They all stared at the fire, none saying a word. There was a bit of fun earlier, but it had since passed and their silence had continued.<p>

"Anybody wanna throw stuff in the fire again?" asked Ruffnut.

"We can try to see how long it would take for a sword to get red hot," added Tuffnut.

Hiccup shook his head. "Too long. The fire's nowhere near big enough and besides, we don't have enough fuel. It would be hours before it got that hot," he interjected.

The twins scoffed at Hiccup's explanation. "Way to ruin the mood," Tuffnut stated.

"Well you're the ones with the bad ideas!" Snotlout spoke. "You wanna do something worthwhile then why don't you see if you can get us some more food?"

"Didn't you just eat something?" asked Astrid.

"Yeah well I haven't eaten all day. Excuse me for being a little hungry," Snotlout answered.

"You're always hungry," Hiccup pointed out.

Snotlout shrugged tossed a small stick in the fire. "And your point is…?"

None of them knew why, but after a brief moment of silence, they started to chuckle quietly. Their smiles were big but their laughs were near inaudible. It brought everyone a little more joy and sense of relief to have smiled and laugh again. Snotlout's smile however was the first to disappear.

Hiccup looked up to the sky, wondering how long Jack would be gone. As he went to rest his head against the Night Fury, he didn't notice the concerned glare that Snotlout was giving him. Time and time again he noticed Hiccup throughout the night look up at the sky as if he was searching for something. He watched closely as Hiccup's eyes darted back and forth, Toothless' tail wrapping closer to Hiccup, to which Hiccup draped his arm over the Night Fury's back in response.

The snapping from the fire brought Snotlout's attention back to the rest of the group. Tuffnut had apparently thrown a handful of grass into the flames, which hardly did anything but make a small sound.

"Weak," the other twin commented.

"How about this?" Fishlegs said as he grabbed two handfuls of dead leaves from the pile of wood they had collected. "I find that if you crumble them up and make them smaller, they burn faster and get brighter faster." After crumbling the few leaves he had, the larger teen carefully held his hand close to the fire and tossed the leaves in, earning a quick bright flame to emerge in response.

Astrid playfully nudged Fishlegs with her elbow. "Nice," she complimented. "Now how about we go get a big branch with a bunch of leaves on it and just throw that in and watch the whole thing go up in flames."

"What are we?" Snotlout asked. "Seriously, are we, like, five again?"

"Are you complaining?" asked Astrid.

"Oh no I'm all for the branch. I just find it funny that we're having fun playing with fire."

"You got any better ideas that don't include eating?" Hiccup inquired, to which Snotlout sucked in his lips and said nothing. "Thought so." Again, the group began to chuckle, this time a little louder than before. Even Snotlout had a good laugh, even though the joke was at his expense.

Hiccup would have laughed longer, but the sound of someone calling his name made him stop and look around. It didn't look like anyone was looking for him, but when he heard the voice call for him again, he instantly recognized it as Jack's and looked up to see the spirit flying overhead, searching for any sign of the young Viking. Hiccup smiled, surprised to see the white-haired Guardian back so soon and went to call out to his friend, but knew he would look like a fool if everyone saw him shouting to the sky. Instead he gave Toothless a small jab with his elbow. When the Night Fury looked at him questionably, Hiccup looked back and forth between Toothless and the sky, trying to let the dragon know he wanted him to look up.

The dragon did so, noticing Jack right away. He let out a small chirp, followed by a long purr, quickly getting the Guardians attention. Jack smiled as he flew down and landed beside Hiccup. Kneeling down and setting his staff away from the flames, Jack shuffled closer to Hiccup in order to try to help him communicate in secrecy better.

"Toothless okay?" asked Astrid.

"What's that?" Hiccup replied.

"He just started making noises at the sky is all. Has he eaten anything yet?"

Hiccup snapped his fingers and pointed at Astrid. "You know what? He has, but I think he might just be tired is all." Hiccup stood and stretched his arms. "C'mon bud," he said as he stretched, "I'll walk you over to the, uh, sleeping pile. If that's even what we call it." As he started to walk off, Jack walking right behind him, he turned and gave a small wave to his friends. "Be back shortly." His friends said nothing; they only waved at him in return as he walked away from the fire.

When he was far enough away from the group that he thought he wouldn't be heard, he whispered to Jack, "What's going on?"

"Nothing, nothing," Jack answered.

"Didn't think you'd be back so early. Did you guys think of a way to stop Pitch yet?"

"Getting there. But look, well, listen, we need your help?"

"_My_ help?" Hiccup repeated, shocked by Jack's response. "Why would you guys need my help in all of this? You're the one with all the crazy powers and stuff. I can barely handle a sword half the time."

Jack shook his head as he tried to explain. "It-it's not like that."

"Then how is it?" Hiccup inquired as they reached the small pile of dragons that had clumped together and slept. Toothless lied down beside them, but found himself unable to even attempt at sleeping, too curious as to what Jack had to say and how they needed Hiccup's help.

"Okay, here's how it goes, we need you to come with us to the workshop. Well, okay actually _I _need you to, well, uh," Jack was finding himself at a loss of words, unsure how to voice his thoughts at the moment. Eventually, he just took in a deep breath and tried to let it all out. "Okay basically we don't know anything about these dragons and it would really mean a lot to us if you could come help us learn more about these things."

Again, Hiccup was shocked by what he was hearing. The people on Berk always found him helpful ever since he helped train the dragons, so he was used to people coming to him for dragon advice. But this was on a much grander scale. These were people of obviously much higher power, and yet there they were asking him for his help? Sure there was someone else more qualified than him. But then again, he did find himself preaching to Berk about how to take care of their dragons more times than he could count in just one month.

"They need me?" he asked. "I mean, how did they even know about me? I haven't even met them!"

Jack raised his finger as he went on, "Ah, well, they didn't actually necessarily ask for _you_."

"They didn't?"

"We kinda just agreed we needed to know more about the dragons and, well, I kind of volunteered to go find someone. So my first thought was you, naturally."

Hiccup didn't know how to respond. Jack could probably tell them enough about the dragons that he had heard from Hiccup, but yet he still came to recruit Hiccup into helping the Guardians. He was, in a way, flattered. "You came to find me?" Hiccup asked. "Wh-why me? I mean I know I may know more than most people about dragons but I mean you know some stuff too! Why couldn't you just teach them?"

"Because I'm not _you_," Jack answered. "I'm not a teacher. And besides, you obviously know more than I do. Come on, we need you." Jack reached into his hoodie pocket and took out the small snow globe North had given him. "Look, it wouldn't even be that much trouble. We can use this."

"And this is…?"

"It can take us anywhere we want. I can use this to take you to North's workshop in the North Pole, you can tell us what we need to know, and you'll be back home just as quick as you left." Jack looked up at Hiccup and saw the confusion and nervousness in his eyes. Jack knew it wouldn't be easy convincing him to leave, but knew he had to try. They needed Hiccup more than he knew.

Hiccup looked over to where his friends sat, none of them paying any attention to him. He turned to face the other direction, making it look to them like he was simply talking to Toothless instead of the air. "I can't just leave, Jack. People will definitely notice when the Chief's son has left without a trace."

"Well, uh," Jack looked around as he put the snow globe back in his pocket, hoping he might think of something. "We can use the forest!" he said as he pointed to the trees. "You can say you're going for a walk or something, I'll meet you out there, and we can go to the Pole!"

Hiccup shook his head, not even giving the idea another second's thought. "Can't do it. There's absolutely no way my dad would let me walk around by myself. Not after what just happened on Berk."

"So take Toothless with you," Jack stated, motioning towards the dragon with his free hand. Toothless looked at Hiccup, wondering what he might have to say now.

Still, Hiccup knew the idea wouldn't work. "Won't make that much of a difference," he said. "That Pitch guy did all that damage to an army of dragons. I doubt Toothless will be that much more of a fight. Unless I had all of Berk come with me, I don't think my dad will be too happy if I started walking in the forest."

"Well there's gotta be some way we can get you over there." Jack began to pace, running his hand through his hair as he tried to think of any possible way he could get Hiccup to the workshop without anyone, especially his dad, having a fit and wondering where he had gone.

"How long would you even need me for?" asked Hiccup.

Jack shrugged as he shook his head. "I dunno. A day or two maybe?"

"A day or two!" Hiccup blurted out a little louder than he would have liked but thankfully not seeing anyone turn to look at him. "Jack, I don't know if I could tell you everything I know about dragons in a day or two. I don't even know if we can keep up some kind of charade for a day or two without someone, namely my dad, getting suspicious!"

Jack tossed his hands in the air, letting them slap against his side as he sighed with exasperation. "Well I'm eager to hear any ideas you might have Hiccup because at this point I'm just a blank slate here!"

"Hey I'm trying okay but you need to cut me some slack! It's not like I was expecting to be asked to leave my people after we just lost our home to go help fight in some war between magic immortal beings I didn't even know existed a month ago!"

"I understand that, I do. But you need to understand that we could really use your help."

"And I'm happy to give it," Hiccup said. "But I-I-I don't even know if what I tell you will make that much of a difference."

"It will, believe me," Jack assured.

"It may, it may. But Jack I don't, I just," he shook his head, "I don't know what to do here, okay? We just lost our home, people lost their lives, and I didn't expect to go to war today okay? I didn't plan for any of this to happen; I don't worry about to stuff like that. That's my dad's job, not mine. Even then I don't think he saw the dude with the magic black sand coming. I know I didn't."

"Look," Jack said with a calmer tone, "look if you don't want to help then that's fine. I totally get it, okay?"

"No, no, no, I want to help. I do. I just don't know how I'm gonna get out of here. It's a bit much to take in you know."

"I do. I do know." Jack needed to think of a way to get Hiccup out of here, but he was more focused now on solely making sure Hiccup was okay. He had to make sure he felt at ease and safe. "I just, we need to think of something or else I don't think we'll be able to know as much about dragons as we need to."

Hiccup's eyes began to light up again, another idea coming to him that just might solve their dilemma. "So why don't you guys come here? I can maybe even try to get you guys some, you know, hands-on experience with the dragons!"

Jack started to smile, thinking the idea was a full-proof one, but it soon started to fade. He shook his head as he started to see that the plan wouldn't work. "I'm not so sure. We need to be at the pole to keep an eye on Pitch. North, he's got this thing that tracks his believers and all and…we just need to be there. It's easier," he explained.

Hiccup felt defeated. No matter what they thought of it always seemed to have some kind of downside that they couldn't try to deal with or overcome. "This is getting ridiculous," the Viking said with a sigh.

As Hiccup spoke, a bright ball of light came out of nowhere, exploding right beside the two. The boys covered their eyes as they took cautious steps away from the light. While Jack knew what the bright light meant, while Hiccup on the other hand was wondering what magic trick Jack might be trying to pull now.

Before Jack could take a step closer to the portal to see who was on the other side, he saw the silhouette of a large man in a big coat step through. Instantly recognizing the shape as North, Jack's smile started to return in the hopes that North would have some sort of reasonable solution.

North stretched his neck as the portal closed behind him, leaning his head left and right before he took one more step and was surprised to see Jack and Hiccup standing right in front of him. "Oh, well, that was easy," he said to himself.

"North!" Jack exclaimed as he hovered closer to North, Hiccup looking around and seeing if anyone might have noticed the giant ball of light appear out of nowhere. Thankfully, no one seemed to have noticed it, but then again no one besides him were probably even able to see it.

"What're you doing here?" asked Jack.

North shrugged, rolling his eyes as he gave Jack a small smile. "What can I say? I know you better than you may realize."

Of course, Jack gave North a blank expression in response. "Huh?" he finally said. North nodded behind Jack, who then turned around to see Hiccup take a cautious step closer to North, unsure of how to act around this Guardian that he had never interacted with before.

Realizing what North was trying to say, Jack looked back at the larger Guardian and bit his lip. "Well, I just, you know, thought he could be helpful."

"Is no problem," North said with a wave of his hand. "It's good idea, actually."

"So, uh," Hiccup began as he stepped beside Jack, "I'm guessing you're one of his, uh, Guardian friends?" North nodded with his big smile that Jack had grown accustomed to, looking back and forth between North and Hiccup as the two had their first interaction. "And, judging based off what Jack told me about you guys-"

"All good things I hope," North spoke, glancing quickly at Jack.

"And I'm guessing you're…North?"

North clasped his hands together, giving a small and quick shout of joy. "He's got it!" he said to Jack. "He can see me because…why?

"Oh, I told him about all you guys. Thanks to me he can see all of you guys now. You got a new believer! You're welcome!" Jack playfully punched North's arm.

"He knows of the others, I trust? Yes?"

Jack nodded in response. "Oh yeah, I told him about all you guys."

"Oh I wish you hadn't told him about Bunny. Could you imagine his face?"

"Ha! I know right? He would just be standing there like," Jack's jaw then dropped as low as it could go and widened his eyes, staring at a fixed point as he waved his open hand in front of his face.

Hiccup cleared his throat before he spoke, "You know I'm standing right here."

"Oh, yes, apologies," said North.

"Okay, look, can you just do me one quick little favor and explain to me what the big bright light you stepped through was?" Hiccup said as Toothless came to his side, looking at the new and much larger person that had appeared.

Jack looked at North, wondering how they would try to explain the magic to Hiccup. "It was a portal," Jack finally answered. "W-was that not obvious?"

"A portal?" Hiccup repeated. "You mean like the snow globe?"

Jack stuttered for a bit, realizing how much time Hiccup had saved them by keeping Jack from explaining the entire concept of magic portal. "Yes. Yes exactly like the snow globe."

"I came here because I had a hunch Jack was going to come looking for you," North explained, nodding to Hiccup as Toothless leaned closer and began sniffing his hand. "And I can see my guess was right."

Hiccup placed both hands on Toothless, trying to push him away from North and keep him from jumping on top of him like he was certain he would do. "Take it easy, bud. This guy's okay."

"Oh he is no trouble," North assured with a wave of his hand. He reached out with an open palm to the dragon as he smiled and went on, "I like animals. So long as they don't try to have me for their dinner."

Hiccup smiled, letting Toothless go on and continue his 'inspection' on North. "Oh he should be fine. He's usually pretty calm around strangers, it just takes a little while for him to actually, you know,_ like_ you." As he spoke, Toothless started to eagerly step closer to North, licking the man's large hands and pleading for some kind of affection. Hiccup wasn't sure how to respond. "Oh, uh, well then, there ya go."

North chuckled, gladly giving the dragon the affection he craved. "And what is your name then?" he asked the dragon.

"Toothless," Hiccup answered with a small smile, glad to see North take such an interest in his dragon. "He's a Night Fury. Last one so far as I know."

"Really?" North said in wonderment, looking at the dragon's large wings and his deep green eyes. "Well, aren't you special?" Toothless continued to show his love to the Guardian, not knowing the gravity of the situation. North returned to his prior engagement, focusing his attention away from Toothless, except for the one hand that scratched behind Toothless' ear, and focusing more on finding a way they can get Hiccup to come with them to the Pole. "So, have you asked him yet?" North asked Jack.

The winter spirit didn't need North to elaborate, sighing in defeat and shaking his head. "Yeah, but we're not sure how we're gonna do it."

"What do you mean?"

"It's not exactly easy finding a way for me to get outta here," Hiccup added. "After everything that's happened it's not like my dad is just gonna let me out of his sight for more than an hour or two. Let alone a couple days."

North raised his free hand, as if to make a solemn vow. "You have my word, you will be taken care of in the best way. Nothing will happen to you there, I promise you that."

"It's not that," Hiccup tried to explain, not sure how to describe why he couldn't go. "I'd have to tell my dad where I was going, which by itself is practically impossible."

"Understandable," North responded.

"But it's more than that. I-I just don't know if I can just leave. I want to come with you guys, I really do, but after everything that's happened it-it just doesn't feel right." Hiccup bit his lip as he looked over to his friends, none of which were looking over in Hiccup's direction.

"I'm sure we can think of something!" Jack tried to get Hiccup to understand. He knew how much they needed him; it wasn't like he was refusing to go with them. He knew of his importance, he just had to.

But Hiccup couldn't just leave his family and friends so easily. He turned back to the Guardians and sighed as he shook his head. "I can't," he said as he looked down, almost ashamed of his unwillingness to go with them. "It's just, I mean, I can't," Hiccup looked at North before continuing, "if this were any other day I might go with you guys. But after everything that's happened, it's just not that simple. Plus I mean maybe it's better this way. This saves us the trouble of having to come up with some story about why I'm always disappearing, right?"

Jack stepped closer to his friend, placing a hand on his shoulder and making him look Jack in the eye when he spoke. "Look, we can always come up with something. It's for the best anyways."

Hiccup swatted Jack's hand off of him, stepping away from the two Immortals. "No. No what's best is for me to stay here and not let my dad worry. What's best is for me to stay here and not let my friends worry either. What's _best_ is for me to help these people in whatever way I can!"

"Hiccup," North spoke just as calm as he had always been despite Hiccup's growing tone, "I know how this must feel. But you must believe, what we are asking you to do _will_ help them. Possibly more than you may know. But you must believe Jack when he says you can help us. We would not have come here and asked for your help unless we really needed you."

"You didn't ask for me! Jack just got an idea and came to find me himself!"

"And here he is!" Jack said, gesturing to North with an open hand. "He came to find you too, Hic! We want to help you, we really do. You just need to let us!"

"I can't just," Hiccup stopped for a brief moment, calming himself so no one would hear him speak, "I can't just leave! Don't you guys see that?" Toothless backed away from North, going to Hiccup and cooing at him, wondering why he was suddenly getting so upset. He tried cheering him up by licking his hand and nudging his side, but all Hiccup did in response was place his hand on top of Toothless' head and let it rest there.

"We do!" Jack answered. The last thing he wanted was to make the Viking angry. "We do, but Hiccup, we need you too! We've got to think of something. The best way this can work is if you come to the Pole with us so we can learn about the dragons and keep an eye on Pitch."

"Jack, my dad needs me here."

"But we need you there."

North decided it was time to face the truth. Getting Hiccup to help them with the dragons was a good idea, but it would only work if they had Hiccup's full cooperation. The last thing he wanted was to make Hiccup feel guilty about what he was doing. He understood where Hiccup was coming from and could see why he didn't want to leave, for which he didn't blame him for at all. He had a life here. He had friends and family and after the day they had endured, it was completely reasonable that Hiccup would want to stay behind.

He placed a comforting hand on Hiccup's shoulder and bent down, letting Hiccup see the honesty in his eyes as he spoke. "Hiccup, you do not have to come with us. Not if you do not want to. The last thing I want is to force you to do this and make you feel bad for leaving your people. You have every right to stay behind if that is what you want. But I urge you to reconsider. Is there any way, any way at all we could have your help? Is there maybe a way you could teach us a little at a time?" North was running through multiple options, trying to figure out any way they could get Hiccup's knowledge of dragons. "Perhaps one of us could come each day!" he said to both Jack and Hiccup. "Then they could tell the others what they learned."

Jack nodded in agreement. "Yeah! Yeah that could work. That works, right Hiccup?"

Hiccup, afraid to say no again, tried to see if there was any way that this new plan could work. In a way, it could. But it would take time; time he wasn't sure they Guardians had. "I guess," he spoke, arms staying by his side, "Maybe. It-it's just there's a lot, you know? There's a lot of stuff I'd have to teach you guys. I don't know if there's enough time. I guess I could tell you the basics. After all it's not like you need to know wingspans or anything like that."

Both of the Immortals nodded in agreement. "Yes, yes that is good point," North commented.

"But it would be better if we were all there," Jack pointed out. "If we're all with him he can teach us more and we won't have to take so long."

"It's the best idea we have," North stated.

"He's right," Hiccup said, giving up on the idea. "It may help out with my problem but it only makes yours worse."

"Like I said," North went on as he removed his hand from Hiccup, "this is your choice. We are not going to force you to do anything you do not want to do."

Hiccup looked at the two before glancing back down to Toothless. He wanted to go with them and try his best to help them fight this battle against the man that took his home and hurt his people. But if he could just find a way to explain this madness to his dad, then maybe he would have a chance at being able to go with them, but as far as Hiccup knew that option was highly unlikely.

Toothless knew Hiccup had to make a choice, but could offer nothing to help sway his opinion. Even if he could, this choice was Hiccup's and Hiccup's alone. All he had to do was decide, does he choose to stay behind and help his people live with the life they had now, or does he choose to go help in the fight against the man that took their home in the home of reclaiming it for his people. The choice wasn't an easy one, especially given the fact his dad would be worried about him more than he had probably ever been before, but it was one Hiccup knew he had to make. And he had to make it soon.

* * *

><p>The fish was still warm as Stoick approached the small hut he had made for himself and Hiccup. There was plenty enough food for him and his son, now all that was left to go looking for him. As soon as he was done eating, he'd go straight to bed. Maybe a good night's sleep would help clear his head a little. He was sure to have a busy day tomorrow and needed all the rest he could get.<p>

"Stoick!" a voice called as Stoick turned to go find Hiccup. The Chief looked to see Snotlout quickly making his way towards him, brushing past everyone that was in his way.

"Snotlout?" The Chief asked. "What is it?"

Snotlout stopped in front of Stoick, looking determined as he spoke. "It's Hiccup."

Stoick grew worried of course, wondering what might have been wrong with Hiccup that he needed Stoick's attention. "What is it?" he asked as he took a small step closer to Snotlout. He grabbed both of the younger boy's shoulders as he went on, "Is he hurt? Is there something wrong?"

"No he's not hurt!" Snotlout exclaimed as he pried himself free of Stoick's grip. "Calm down!"

Normally Stoick would have done something about Snotlout's tone, but at the moment with everything that had been going on he just didn't have the time nor the patience to deal with Snotlout's yammering. "Then what's so important?"

"He's been off by himself for a while, just staring at the forest," Snotlout explained as he began walking back to the small campsite he and his friends had made, expecting Stoick to follow, which he did. "He's been acting weird lately."

"It's Hiccup," Stoick said as he walked behind the boy. "He's always acting strange." Remembering what Gobber told him earlier, Stoick spoke up before Snotlout had a chance to say anything else. "Now, before you get any ideas, I want you to know I'm gonna do anything I can to get those dragons back."

Snotlout looked at Stoick, confused as to where the subject of the stolen dragons even came from? "O-okay? Didn't you already give me this talk?"

Stoick wanted to say something else, but his mind drew a blank. "So, uh, Hiccup?"

"Yeah," Snotlout said cautiously, unsure whether or not Stoick would randomly change the subject out of nowhere again. "He's been going off for a while. I think he's planning on leaving."

"Leaving?" Stoick repeated. "Nonsense, where would he go?"

"Beats me," answered Snotlout, "but he's been staring at those trees for a long time. And if he gets to leave, then I get to leave!"

Stoick rolled his eyes as he moved through the crowd, ignoring Snotlout's bickering and complaining. "He's not going to leave this island any time soon, I'll make sure of that."

"But that's not all of it, though!"

"It's not?"

"No," Snotlout looked back at Stoick, "there's something else."

* * *

><p>Hiccup wasn't sure how long he had been standing there and doing nothing but staring at nothing. Surely it hadn't been more than ten minutes, right? Maybe less? Occasionally his eyes would move from one spot to another, but other than that he had done nothing but stand there and let time pass. Throughout that time however, Hiccup always came back to one conclusion: he had to go with them. They needed him and he knew it. He wanted to go with them, but there lied the problem of explaining things to Stoick. Maybe if he tried to teach them the necessary stuff in a couple days there on the island things would be easier while one stayed behind to watch over Pitch. That idea could work.<p>

But what about Pitch? What if he attacked again before they were done learning? There were too many factors here! He had to treat this like any other problem, take things one step at a time. Hiccup collected himself, taking in a deep breath before he looked up at Jack and North, both of which were looking at Hiccup and anticipating his response.

"Okay," Hiccup began, "so how would it work if I did go with you guys? Would I have to stay there or could I, you know, come and go?"

Jack and North exchanged a glance, both happy to hear of Hiccup's interest in coming with them still lingering, but also unsure how they would transport Hiccup to and from the Pole for so long. "Well," North answered, "you can come and go of course. But, what about your dad?"

"Yeah," Jack added, "he'd definitely get suspicious when he sees you disappearing all day, right?"

"Maybe not," Hiccup spoke. "If we can do it at little bits over time then maybe he won't notice. As long as he sees me every now and then I should be alright."

"That might actually work," Jack said in agreement.

"We just gotta hope my dad doesn't notice anything," Hiccup added. "Plus what am I gonna do if he sees Toothless without me close by?"

"Is that a problem?" asked North.

"Well usually no, not at first. But after a while then it might be," Hiccup answered. "Plus after everything that's happened, I don't think a dragon roaming on its own is the best idea."

Jack didn't even hesitate or bother to talk to North before he spoke up, "Well that's no biggie! We can take him with us!"

"To the Pole?" asked Hiccup.

"Why not? It's big enough for him to walk around, plenty of flying space outside as long as he doesn't mind freezing temperatures, and I'm sure there's a spot for him to sleep and everything!" Jack did his best not to look at North who he was sure was giving Jack a cold stare. He heard the larger man sigh before he began to speak.

"I think we have room, of course!" said North with a smile that Jack could only assume was partially fake.

Hiccup looked back to Toothless, smiling at his friend as he thought the new option over. Toothless seemed to have his mind made up already however, looking back at Hiccup and giving him his own smile, letting him know he was alright with staying at this 'Pole'. Hiccup wondered if this was really the best option for them, wondering if having Toothless go to the Pole was the best idea. But Toothless seemed to already know the answer to that problem, waiting for Hiccup to give the Guardians his answer and be ready to help them at a moment's notice.

"I…" Hiccup started, "I gotta find some way to explain things to my dad though."

"Why?" Jack asked.

"Well is he notices I'm going off so often he might get curious. I gotta have some kind of story to cover things up." Hiccup's fingers began to fidget, his mind racing to try to figure out every single detail in case they should be necessary in the future. This plan had to be as close to full-proof as possible in case his dad would ever grow suspicious.

Jack on the other hand just wanted to get his ball rolling, eager to get out of there and start learning about the dragons. "So what if your dad finds out?" he stated. "If he does, I mean it's for the best that you're helping us! Can't you just try to explain it to him later?"

Hiccup shook his head. "My dad's more of a 'punish now and maybe ask questions later' kind of guy."

"Figures," Jack remarked with an eye roll.

"Well maybe I could just-"

"Hiccup!" Stoick called out, stopping Hiccup short and almost making him jump right out of his boot. He turned to see his father walk right for him; his friend's looking over from the campsite as Stoick approached Hiccup and Toothless.

'_Oh boy,' _Hiccup thought. "Hey dad! How-how-how's it goin?"

"Good, good," Stoick said as he placed his hands on his hip, standing in front of Hiccup being completely unaware of the immortal beings that stood just feet from him. "What about you? You and your friends are handling everything alright, I hope?"

Hiccup nodded. "Yeah, we've been doing okay I guess."

"Are ya sure?"

"Yeah? Why wouldn't we be?"

"I've heard things is all."

Hiccup gulped, apparently louder than he thought because the next thing he knew he felt Jack's cold finger poke his arm. "Nervous?" Jack asked.

"Well, uh, what kind of things?" asked Hiccup.

Stoick looked behind him. None of Hiccup friends were paying any attention. Instead they were more focused on the twins fighting over whether or not it was a good idea to see who could leave their hand in the fire the longest. "Just things," he said before looking back at Hiccup. "Snotlout came to talk to me."

Well there was a surprise. Snotlout seeking out authority? Hiccup didn't see that coming. "Oh yeah? What did he have to say?"

"He said," Stoick paused for a moment, waiting to see if perhaps Hiccup would figure out for himself what Stoick was about to say. Maybe he wanted to confess what he was supposedly keeping from him. When Hiccup said nothing, Stoick sighed before continuing, "You've been acting weird lately."

"Snotlout thinks I'm acting weird. Gee, what a shocker." Hiccup rolled his eyes, his sarcastic tone getting a small giggle from Jack and, surprisingly, North.

"That's not what I meant," Stoick clarified sternly. "You've been going off on your own lately, have you?"

"I have?"

"You have. You don't plan on leaving anytime soon, do you?"

Now Hiccup really started to get nervous, even panic as he tried to think of any possible way to get out of this situation. "Uh, well I, uh…" Unfortunately, he came up with nothing.

"If you need to fly Toothless around then that's fine, but you do it where I can see ya. Over the campsite and not a foot farther. Is that understood?"

"No!" Hiccup responded.

"No that's not understood?"

"No! Well, yes, but uh, it's not like-"

"Hiccup for the love of Odin, I'm trying to have a conversation with ya! Now please, just say that you either understand me or Toothless won't leave the ground at all!"

Hiccup's fingers began to fidget faster, his anxiousness growing. Now might be a really good time for Jack to come by and try to ease the tension a little bit, even if it meant having to make stupid and ridiculous faces behind Stoick's back like he had before. "No, dad! Please, it's not like that! I wasn't planning on going anywhere?"

"Really?" Stoick asked, not buying Hiccup answer. "Then why have ya been going off so much then?"

"To, uh, get some air?"

"Wow, genius. Truly inspirational thinking, Hiccup," Jack mocked monotone. North didn't comment, but he did agree with Jack. That wasn't Hiccup's best move.

"Some air?" Stoick repeated.

Hiccup silently begged for Jack to give him some kind of idea. "You know. By myself and all. Just some private time. Me and Toothless all on our own, it's just what we need dad. We've been kinda through a rough day, don't ya think?"

Stoick nodded. "Aye, I see. And this alone time requires you talking to Toothless and pointing to the woods?"

This hole that Hiccup found himself in just seemed to be getting deeper and deeper by the second. Again, he was at a loss for words and could do nothing but stand there and stutter for a moment before growing quiet, unsure what to say and just ready as usual to let his dad get his lecture over with so he could return to the more important issue at hand.

"Well, you see, it's a little more complicated than that," Hiccup tried to explain.

"Look, son, I don't care," Stoick said, raising his hand and stopping Hiccup before he could say anything more. "You're not leaving this island. No one is unless I give the word. And right now, everyone is to stay put until we find a way to get our home back."

Stoick turned to walk away, leaving Hiccup to stand there and start to panic even more. Now the odds were really stacked against him. How was he supposed to leave the island without his dad or anyone for that matter finding out that he was gone? Only one solution came to mind, and Hiccup sprung into action before he could even think the idea over.

"Dad wait!" he called out, getting his dad's attention and making him turn towards his son.

"What is it now?"

"There's someone you gotta meet."

Jack and North exchanged looks, knowing where this was going but unsure how affective it would be. "Uh, Hiccup? What're you doing?" Jack asked despite the fact he knew the answer.

"Just trust me," Hiccup responded, getting a confused look from his dad.

"Oh Arensky," sighed North. "This is either going to end very good, or very bad."

"Which do you think?" asked Jack.

"Is hard to say. Let's just hope the man is not fainter."

Hiccup stepped closer to his dad, not really sure how he was going to handle the news or even how he was going to deliver it, but knew that one way or another, it had to be done. "Okay, dad, I need you to listen to me, alright?"

"What are you-?"

"Dad, please. Just, trust me. Okay?"

Stoick didn't know where this behavior was coming from, but still went along with Hiccup anyways. He shook his head before shrugging and saying, "Alright. What do you want?"

"Close your eyes," Hiccup directed.

"Close my…why do I have to close my eyes?"

"Just do it, please?"

Stoick shook his head a bit before closing his eyes. He tapped his hands on his legs repeatedly, almost impatient as he waited for Hiccup to tell him what to do next. "Alright, they're closed."

"Good, okay. Now I need you to, uh," Hiccup looked over to Jack and North, trying to think of a way to get his dad to see the two of them. He took a moment to mentally prepare himself for the second lecture that he was bound to get should this plan fail. "Okay, you can come over here now," Hiccup spoke to no one, looking at his dad as he spoke. "Okay, now stand right here, just like that."

Jack and North looked at each other, both confused as to what Hiccup was trying to do.

"So, dad, I need you to picture something. Can you do that?"

"I see no reason why I can't," Stoick answered.

"Alright. So, picture me, standing right here like I was before," Hiccup started. "Now picture someone else standing right beside me."

North and Jack smiled at the same time, finally realizing Hiccup's plan.

"Why do I need to picture it?" Stoick pointed out. "Why can't I just open my eyes and look at this person?"

"It just doesn't work that way dad," Hiccup explained. "Okay now this person, he's about my height, give or take an inch maybe. Actually you know what; I'm just a little bit taller than he is."

Jack rolled his eyes as he thought aloud, "Oh sure, say that to the barefoot guy. Take that boot off and then tell me that."

"He's really pale, has white hair, barefoot, brown pants-"

"Barefoot? In this weather?" Stoick asked.

Ignoring his dad's comment, Hiccup went on, motioning for Jack to stand beside him. "He's wearing a blue long-sleeve, uh, shirt thing. He's got white hair and a staff that has-"

"White hair?" Stoick repeated. "Doesn't sound like anyone on Berk. Son, are you just trying to have some kind of fun with me, because I really don't have time for this."

"Just keep your eyes closed, dad! I promise this'll make sense in a little bit. Now, he's got this stick, it's a little taller than he is, taller than me too actually. It's got a crook on the end looks pretty worn here and there. The guy's got blue eyes, uh, and he's pretty thin too."

"Stop with all these compliments, you're making me blush," Jack teased.

"Would you be quiet?" Hiccup told Jack.

"Well he is right you know," Stoick stated. "What else are ya gonna tell me? His personality? His homeland? You act as if I've never met strangers before, son."

At first, Hiccup said nothing. But as he slowly turned to face his dad again, a smile started to grow on his and the Guardian's faces. "Dad?"

"Mhm?"

"Did you hear that guy speak?"

"Of course."

Jack and Hiccup looked at each other, both of them not knowing how to respond. Jack especially since, well, he now had an adult believer.

"Okay, dad, you can open your eyes now!"

Stoick did so, immediately looking at Jack and looking him over, noticing the staff, white hair, pale skin, exposed feet, everything Hiccup had described. "And you are?" Stoick asked.

"Uh, Jack. Jack Frost." Jack thought about shaking the man's hand, but judging by the size of them he feared he might have his hand squished before the shake even started.

Stoick nodded towards the spirit. He had an interesting name, even with all the ones they had on Berk. But for some reason it sounded a bit…familiar. "Frost…Frost…why does that name sound familiar. Have your people traded with us? Are we on an inhabited island?"

"No, no, dad, no one else is here. Just us," Hiccup assured. "Jack's not from around here. He doesn't belong to any tribe."

"He doesn't?"

"No." Hiccup braced himself for the laugh he was about to get. "He sounds familiar because…well have you ever heard of Jokul Frosti, dad?"

The Chief nodded when he answered, "An old legend but yes. Yes I have."

"Well," Hiccup gestured towards Jack with open hands, letting Stoick figure out the rest himself. Jack even gave Stoick a little wave when the Chief looked at him.

Of course Stoick wasn't sure if Hiccup was saying what he thought he was trying to tell him. He looked over the boy one more time, thinking that maybe there was some aspect about the boy that he might have forgotten when he first saw him. But when he saw nothing, he simply looked at Hiccup and awaited some kind of explanation. When Hiccup didn't give him one and instead just stood there and waited for his dad to say something, he closed his eyes and sighed, realizing that his son had, after all these years, finally lost it.

"Alright. I give up. The hair was a nice touch, I'll give you that son. Now really, who is this boy?"

Jack rolled his eyes before he stepped forward, holding an open hand in front of Hiccup as he walked. "I got this," he said before he twirled his staff and pointed the crook at the ground. "Hey, Chief, watch this." With that, Jack tapped the ground with his staff, ice and frost instantly crawling over the ground in a multitude of swirls and sparkles, slowly moving along the tips of the uneven grass and dead leaves.

Shocked by what he saw, Stoick stepped away from the frost with his jaw hanging, unsure how to react. Sure he had to be seeing things, that was the only logical explanation. Maybe he was sleeping? No, no that couldn't be it, he never went to sleep after all! He looked at the staff that Jack held in his hands, wondering if maybe it was the stick that contained the power. But he soon realized he was wrong, upon further inspection noticing the frost that had gathered around Jack's hand. He was at a loss for words for a moment. What was he supposed to say now? He was in the presence of someone he thought to just be a simple legend! This had to be some kind of trick, right?

Even Jack was a little surprised. He never thought he'd have a first-time believer be an adult! He of course saw Jamie and Sophie believing in him until they died, but never a grownup believing in Jack for the first time in their life. It was just unheard of. Up until this point, Jack wasn't even sure if it was possible!

"He's, well he's just, I-I mean you're Jokul, uh, Frosti. Yes, yes that's it, you're-you're Jokul…Jokul Frosti?" Stoick finally spoke.

"Well he's taking this well," Jack told Hiccup.

"How is this possible?" Stoick said, raising his voice a little.

Quickly, Hiccup hushed him and tried to get him to calm down. "Dad! Listen, no one else knows about him, okay? The only people that know about him are me and the dragons. We need to keep it that way, alright?"

Now listening intently to what his son had to say, Stoick nodded and went along. "Aye. Alright, I understand."

"Now as for how we met, it's a bit of a long story," Hiccup started.

But Jack quickly stepped in and gave the Chief the shortened version. "Basically we met one day in the woods and well we've been friends ever since. Snowball fights, gone flying, I can fly by the way no dragon necessary, and even one point used my invisibility to our advantage and made faces behind people's backs!" Jack looked back at Hiccup and smiled as he asked, "Did I get all of that?"

Hiccup folded his arms with a huff. "I suppose," he answered, Jack giving a celebratory 'yessss' motion with his fist.

"Invisibility?" Stoick asked. "What invisibility?"

"Oh yeah, cool part to being me," Jack began, "is that you can only see me if you believe in me. I could be standing right in front of you, but if you didn't believe in me, you'd just walk right through me like I wasn't even there."

Despite his nervousness and all around confusion, Stoick jokingly commented, "Sounds painful. And a bit unpleasant."

"Eh, you get used to it," Jack said with a shrug.

"Okay now I want you to picture someone else," Hiccup told his father.

"There's another one?"

"Technically there's five of us, but for now it's just me and the other guy," Jack answered.

Ignoring Jack's comment, Hiccup went on, "Yes, there's one more. So, uh, why don't we just do the same thing? You know, close your eyes and everything and I'll just tell you who to look at. Sound like a plan?"

"I'm honestly not sure at this point, son," Stoick said as he stood up straight and closed his eyes.

Hiccup looked at North and motioned for him to step closer, ready to be there when his dad opened his eyes. When North was in place, Hiccup went on to describe him. "Okay so this guy's much older. About your height, bald top but has long white hair in the back, white beard, well, more of a goatee type thing I guess? Anyways, uh, red coat, big boots, he's got some swords, has some weird accent, not really sure if that matters right now but whatever. Uh, let's see what else? OH, and he's got blue eyes too."

Stoick was silent for a moment as he tried to picture the man standing in front of him.

"I can't believe this is actually working," Jack told North.

North nodded as he waited for Stoick to open his eyes. "I was just thinking the same. Normally I would say this plan is all pish posh, but I am pleasantly surprised. Is apparently a good plan."

When Stoick had a good mental image of the man, he clenched his fists for a moment before asking, "And now I open my eyes?"

"If you like," Hiccup answered.

Stoick slowly opened his eyes and, even though he had tried to mentally prepare himself for seeing the large man standing before him, he was still surprised to see him. He was actually a little shorter than he had pictured him.

"This must be some kind of trick," Stoick stated. "I must be losing my mind."

"Well, fortunately, you are not," North told his new believer. "My name is North. And this, as you know by now, is Jokul, but we just call him Jack."

"Hi, again," Jack said with a small wave of his hand.

Stoick waved back, still unsure what to make of all that was happening. But he paused for a moment, looking over the larger man for a moment, sensing something familiar about him. "Have you been to Berk before?" he asked North.

North thought for a moment, trying to think of any time before today that he might have gone to Berk. "I don't think so," he answered.

"Are ya sure? Because something about you seems…familiar."

"Unless you celebrate Christmas and I'm late on my deliveries, I think I am…wait a minute."

"North?" Jack asked. "Everything okay here?"

Ignoring Jack, North continued to speak to Stoick in a concerned but very interested manner. "These dragons, how long have they been here?"

"Hundreds of years I would assume. Maybe more."

North started to shake his hands, the pieces to the puzzle starting to fit together. "Yes. Yes. Yes, yes, yes, yes! The contract!"

"Contract?" both Hiccup and Jack asked, looking at each other to see if the other knew what the larger men were talking about.

Although it took him a moment, Stoick too realized what North was talking about. "Contract? You mean the one with the fog and the…" Stoick look over North once more, smiling as he finally realized why the man looked so familiar. "Yes! Yes the contract! Oh I completely forgot about that old thing!"

"Okay, seriously, if you guys wanna clue us in on whatever you're talking about, that would be great," Hiccup chimed in, managing to get both of the older men's attention.

"The contract, Hiccup!" Stoick responded. "An old contract we used to help with the dragon problem!"

"Yeah, dad, that explains nothing."

Stoick rolled his eyes as he smiled, trying his best to explain the old pact. "Hundreds of years ago, a contract was made to keep the dragon problem away from the rest of the world. They were starting to spread and we feared they would become a worldwide problem. We wanted to stop them before this happened. One day, a man showed up at the Chief's home, saying he could help with the dragon problem."

North gave the children a small finger wave, smiling and letting the children know that Stoick was, as if it wasn't apparent enough, talking about him.

"He showed him his power and said he knew a way to stop the dragons from infesting the rest of the world," Stoick went on. "He would use his power to help us only if all the Chieftains signed his contract."

"Which stated," North continued for Stoick, "that if all the Chiefs at the time would comply, I would create a barrier around all of the islands. A barrier that would make sure that no dragon would ever get loose again."

"A barrier?" Hiccup asked, not sure what the heck they were talking about. He had flown far away from Berk before and never saw anything like a wall that surrounded the many islands.

"Yes. A magic one. Made entirely of fog," Stoick answered.

"Fog?" both of the boys asked.

Stoick nodded. "Aye, fog."

North went on. "The fog was made so that nothing could go in or out unless they were in contact with an Immortal. If not, nothing would ever leave, and nothing would ever get in. If someone tried to leave, they would just be lost in the fog and be forced to turn back around. If they tried to get in however, they would just appear on the other side as if there was nothing but fog in their way."

"But I was in the fog," Hiccup pointed out. "Dad, so were you. When we found the dragon's nest."

"No son, not that fog. Much farther than that."

"It was done so no dragons would ever leave, and the Viking's would take care of any dragon problems they had on their own."

"So you would just let them kill all the dragons?" Jack asked North, who only shrugged and appeared to be a little ashamed at what he had done.

"Well, at the time, it seemed like a good idea. I did not think dragons were a good idea and, besides, I never said the Viking's had to kill them. I just let them be trapped on these islands. Is all nothing too big," North explained.

This day was just full of surprises for Hiccup apparently. "Alright, so how did you recognize North then?" he asked his dad.

"On the contract, there is a picture of the man that made the deal. It was made in case he should ever return in order to help us," Stoick answered.

Meanwhile, Jack was putting together his own puzzle. This magic fog explained more to him than it probably did to Hiccup. It explained why the rest of the world was so advanced and why the Viking's were, well, Viking's. It also explained why there were no dragons in the rest of the world and they were all instead kept to these remote islands. "So, you just went around and got all the Chief's to agree with you to let the dragons be locked up here or something?"

North again shrugged as he spoke, "Well I would have waited for some kind of meeting, but I did not want to wait too long. Not when more dragons were spreading. Plus, I did not want the rest of the world knowing about the dragons. I thought they would try to use them for dark purposes. I could not just stand by and watch the world tear itself apart on the backs of these animals."

"It's an old treaty that every new Chief, no matter what tribe, must know of." Stoick looked to Hiccup and gave him a small nod as he went on, "In time, son, you too would have to know about it."

Hiccup looked to Jack, sighing before he sarcastically commented, "Well this day just keeps getting better and better, doesn't it?"

Stoick, realizing something else, looked to North and to his son, trying to figure out another puzzle that somehow didn't make any sense. "Now wait a minute, how did you come to know my son? And why exactly have you come back?" He looked to Hiccup and shook his lead slightly. "Hiccup," he said sternly, "either you've got some explaining to do or you need to wake me up and get me some medicine because I've clearly gone mad and have started having the craziest dreams."

Hiccup scratched the back of his head and he chuckled nervously. "I'm, uh, I'm not so sure that's that easy, dad."

"I can handle it," North broke in, stepping closer to Stoick. "I think I can answer any question you might have."

Stoick raised a hand to stop North from talking for a moment, using his other hand to rub his eyes as he groaned, "Just start from the beginning please."

"Very well." North went on to tell Stoick anything he felt he might need to know, starting off by telling him that nothing was wrong with the fog that surrounded the island. He told him about Pitch and the power he had. He told him of Jack and the other Guardians and how they fought against Pitch, telling him how they protect the children of the world from his darkness. Jack even chimed in to tell Stoick of how they were at the battle on Berk, letting Stoick know that they too tried their best to stop Pitch.

Throughout the entire explanation, Stoick said nothing. He would at least let the magical beings explain as much as they could before he began to pester them with question after question, despite the fact that were giving him any and every answer he could possibly need. It's not his fault all of this brand new information was confusing for him.

When it appeared that the two of them were done, Stoick inhaled deeply before he gave them his first question, "How do you know my son?" he asked again.

"That would be me," Jack answered, raising his free hand. "You're kid's the first believer I've had on these islands. We've kinda gotten a little close, if you know what I mean."

Well that certainly explained why it looked like he was going off on his own. "Alright. Second question, what are you going to do about this Pitch man? I trust you have some kind of plan in case he attacks us again?"

"Well, that's actually why we're here." Jack looked back to North, letting him be the one to have to tell the Chief they needed to take his son away.

North understood Jack's look and decided it was best not to dance around the subject too much and instead just come out and tell Stoick. "We need your son."

"My son?" Stoick repeated.

"Yes, please understand we would not ask him to do this against his will. He makes this choice himself. We need to know more about the dragons and, according to Jack, Hiccup is the best person to teach us. And we need to know everything, not just the basics. We need to know flight patterns, strengths, weaknesses, shot limits, anything he can teach us." This is where things really got tricky. "The best way for him to do that, however, is for him to come with us. To my workshop, that is."

Stoick was silent, giving the man another opportunity to say anything that might change his mind from 'absolutely not' to 'I'll consider it'.

"We thought it might be easier to just have him stay here and we come to him, or perhaps he comes with us just for the day and then we let him come back, but unfortunately this is not the case. We need him there, with us." North's expression grew weary, already knowing the response Stoick would give him. "Of course I, _we_ would provide him with a warm home. Plenty of room, three meals, a warm bed, anything we can give him to make him feel at home. He'd be far away from here and Pitch would never know he was gone."

Hiccup looked at his dad optimistically, hoping that maybe something North said might change his mind. "Dad, they need me," he told him. "I know you don't want me to go but-"

"You're absolutely right I don't want you to go with them!" North agreed, glaring at his only child. "After everything that has happened here, do you really think I'm just going to let them take you? As if I wasn't stressed enough as it is, now I have to deal with not one, but two magical spirits telling me that my only son is needed to help them fight in some war we have no business taking part in?"

"I know, I know, dad. Believe me, I do," Hiccup assured. Now it was his turn to try and sway his dad's opinion. "I don't like it either, I felt the same way. But please, _please_ listen to me. I need to help them. They need me to teach them everything I know about the dragons."

"And just how long is this 'teaching' supposed to last?"

"Uh…a couple days at the least, maybe?"

"Absolutely not," Stoick replied almost immediately.

Hiccup was quick to make sure his dad wouldn't walk away, speaking up and letting him know how much this meant to him. "Dad, please, you have to understand! This isn't easy for me either but I have to help them. If they don't learn about these dragons then they won't be able to help us fight back against Pitch. Sure they can just swing their swords at them, but if they don't know their weaknesses like we do then they won't be that much help. I have to do what I can to make sure they can fight Pitch." Hiccup could tell his rant was working, seeing his father's shoulders become less tense as he went on.

"I know you don't want me to go. I knew you wouldn't the second we stared talking about it, but you need to try to understand this, dad. I'm not doing this for me. I'm doing this for them. I'm trying to help everyone by going with them." Hiccup felt a large hand on his shoulder and could only assume it was North, backing him up as he spoke. "I promise, I'll teach them as fast as I can. I'll only teach them the necessary stuff too! They don't need to know wingspans or anything like that. Just the stuff they need to know for battle."

Stoick sighed, slowly realizing that his son had a few good points.

"I don't even have to go with them. I know North said it's not the best plan, but they can come here instead. That way I don't have to leave and-"

"No," Stoick interrupted. "No you…you should go with them." Though he knew he was right, just hearing himself say that Hiccup needed to go with the Immortals sent chills down Stoick's spine.

Hiccup was shocked of course. "Wait, really?"

"You said so yourself son. They need you. But you can only do this on one condition."

"Anything! Anything at all, yeah, of course!"

"You come home soon. And I mean soon, is that clear?"

"Crystal." Hiccup wanted to smile, he was happy that now he could at least try to help the Guardians, but seeing his dad like this made him feel as if he wasn't making the right choice. "A-are you sure though, dad? I'm sure we can always think of something else."

"No," Stoick quickly answered. "No, you have to go with them."

"Are you sure?" Hiccup asked again.

"No, I'm not. To be honest with you, son, I don't want you to go. I'd rather you march back to our tent and settle in for the night. Just be somewhere where I can check up on ya and make sure you're safe. I'd rather you never have to go with these people to Odin knows where." Stoick scratched his chin before continuing, "But, like you said, and it hurts me to have to say this but, they need you. And you need to go with them."

Hiccup felt awful for having to put his dad through this. "I-I'm sure we can think of something else."

"Now don't you go changing your mind on me after all three of ya gave me that speech," Stoick commanded, wagging his finger at Hiccup who then looked down at his feet, unsure now more than ever if he was making the right decision. He felt his father's hand on his chin, titling his head up and making him look him in the eye when he talked. "You protect yourself, alright?"

Hiccup nodded.

"And you make sure he stays safe. Both of ya," Stoick told the Guardians, both of which mimicked Hiccup and only nodded in response.

Stoick looked back to his son and tried to smile. "I'm proud of ya, Hiccup," he told him. "You're one of the bravest Viking's I know. And I…I just want you to know that…" Stoick pulled his son into a hug, letting one hand rest against the back of the brunette's head. "I'll miss you."

Hiccup gladly hugged his dad back, closing his eyes as he quietly replied, "I love you too, dad."

Hiccup, North, and Toothless all watched as the two said their farewells. North grabbed the snow globe and tossed it in his hand, ready to go whenever Hiccup was ready. When their hug was over, he tapped on Hiccup's shoulder and said, "Sorry to interrupt, but is there anything you must grab before we go? Just in case?"

Hiccup shook his head. "No. I don't have anything. Everything I have is back on Berk."

"In that case, North, I hope you have some clothes in his size," Jack jested. "I'd rather not have my teacher wear three-day-old underwear."

Both Hiccup and Stoick chuckled lightly at the response. Hiccup nodded to his father before he turned and told Stoick. "Okay, I'm ready."

North tossed the snow globe and opened the portal to the Workshop, looking back to Stoick once more afterwards and reassuring him of Hiccup's guaranteed safety. "I promise you, we will take great care of him. Nothing will happen as long as I am there."

Stoick waved to his son one last time as he stepped back, watching as North stepped through the portal first. Normally he would be amazed at the magic portal that stood before him, but more important and pressing matters were on his mind.

Jack looked back to Toothless and motioned for him to come closer. "Come on, big guy. I already promised your scrawny rider here that you could come too. I gotta keep my promise!" Toothless gladly came closer, standing next to Hiccup as he waited for him to take the first step through the bright ball of light.

Hiccup took one last look at his dad, waving to him before he looked to the portal. It wasn't like this portal was taking him somewhere new. Everything beyond this portal was going to be new. New faces, new problems, new challenges, new enemies, and by the end of it, maybe a new Hiccup. He wasn't sure if he was ready for this, but knew that he didn't have much of a choice. He was nervous and possibly even scared for what lied ahead.

He didn't wake up this morning and expect to have a great start with Jack in the Cove only to have to abandon his home after watching it be attacked by a power hungry magical and immortal being and then be taken in by the good guys to help fight the man who destroyed his home and tore apart his people. And what lied beyond that portal were even more surprises that Hiccup never imagined himself ever having to deal with. He didn't know what to make of it all.

He felt Jack's cold hand on his back and looked to his friend, who gave him a soft smile as if to say 'everything's going to be fine'. Hiccup smiled back, wanting to believe that he would get through this. Jack would make sure of it. No matter how Hiccup felt, he knew he wasn't going in alone. He had Jack and Toothless with him, and he knew that they would both look out for him just as much as he would them. He looked to the portal and sighed before he took a cautious step into the light. Toothless and Jack followed close behind, the bright portal closing behind them as they stepped into North's Workshop.

* * *

><p><strong>Sooo...yeah. That happened...and that's pretty much it. Quite a few things happened but other than that yeah this chapter is kinda slow. Anyways, feel free to leave one of those comments or reviews. They're kinda cool and stuff.<strong>


	21. Chapter 21

**So...it's been a while. Again. It's the holiday season so I've been pretty busy, but I was able to push something out that I think you guys will enjoy! Not sure if I'll be able to get one out by the start of the next semester, but with all this extra time I have, who knows? Guess I'll just have to cross my fingers!**

**Anyways, the last time we saw Hiccup and Jack, stuff happened.**

**And now, here's more stuff:**

* * *

><p><strong>Chapter 21<strong>

The bright and colorful lights engulfed Hiccup, circling around him for only a moment or two. Before he could even begin to try to make sense of the lights around him, he found himself stepping on something hard and sturdy, unlike the vast emptiness the portal felt like. His eyes still adjusting the brightness of the portal, Hiccup tried to look around and get a good idea of where he was.

From the look of things, he was in a large room, strange but yet enticing aromas filling his nose. The room itself was colorful, large pillars extending to the ceiling, large windows letting in plenty of light, and a large fireplace with a large fire dancing inside. While for the most part the room seemed normal, it only lasted a few seconds. Hiccup looked to his right and was almost immediately run over by a cart carrying buckets of paint. He stepped back just in time to see the large yeti pushing it give him a weird look. His jaw dropped a little when he then saw a gray and white creature with large ears and feet, working on a boomerang and giving him a look of what Hiccup could only assume was a mixture of anger and surprise.

A gasp was heard over the sound of the machinery, and Hiccup looked over to see a bright and colorful woman with wings and covered in feathers approaching him. "Oh my goodness!" she exclaimed as she circled him. "Who is he? What is he doing here? Who are you? What are you doing here? NORTH! JACK! Who is he and WHAT is he doing here?"

"Uh, uh, well I was just uh, I-I-I don't know how to, uh-" This was a dream. All of this clearly had to be some kind of messed up dream that Hiccup was having. Magic people attacking Berk, portals, magic sand? Hiccup was closer than ever to just giving up and accepting the fact that he had hit his head too hard and was imagining this whole thing.

The sudden feeling of having Toothless against his back, pushing him forward with his head and working his way around him in order to keep a safe watch over him in case any of the odd-looking strangers tried anything.

"North!" Bunny shouted as he hopped closer to North, who was talking to Jack about something Hiccup could make out. "North, why would you bring the kid here?"

"Why wouldn't you even tell us where you were going?" Tooth added.

Hiccup heard something float over his head and looked up just in time to see the little gold man float right over him, giving him a small smile and wave before turning to North and multiple pictures appearing over his head.

Toothless looked at Hiccup, confused and hoping he might have some answers. Hiccup only draped his over the Night Fury and gave him calm and safe pats on his side. "Yeah, I got no idea either, bud."

"You've got some explaining to do here, North," stated Bunny.

Jack stepped forward, pointing his staff at Hiccup as he announced, "This guy is cool, alright? Would you guys just relax for a minute?"

"You can't just take people from their home, Jack!" Tooth went on. "What would his parents say?"

"Everyone just be quiet!" North shouted, his voice booming and echoing throughout the workshop. That thankfully got everyone's attention. "We did not kidnap him! Who do you think we are? And, for the record, he _wanted_ to come. We worked out everything with his father. Everything will be okay."

"His _what?!"_ Bunny asked, a large question mark appearing over Sandy.

North shrugged. "His father is believer now. Is strange, I know. But do not worry, everything is under control. He is here to help."

Everyone looked at Hiccup, the three Guardians looking at Hiccup as if they were inspecting him or something. Hiccup didn't know what to do? Should he stand there and do nothing; let them think things over? Should he actually try to say something and make himself useful? Whatever he did, he couldn't turn around and go back to the campsite. Instead he just waved his hand and said a simple, "Uh, hi."

As if they didn't hear him, the Guardians went on. "Well what about the dragon? You know, the fire-breathing, flying animal? In your shop?" Bunny asked, accusingly. "Mate, I'm trying to wrap my head around how this is a good idea, but I'm just not seeing it."

"They're kind of a package deal, Cottontail," Jack answered. "And it has a name you know."

Hiccup backed up, unsure if he was really welcome with the large rabbit, but didn't get far before Jack came over and placed a hand on his back. "Well, whaddya think?" he asked, gesturing to the workshop. "Cool, right?"

"That's one word for it," Hiccup answered, feeling a little better now that Jack was standing beside him. At least now he didn't feel so awkward standing there by himself and feeling as if he was sticking out like a sore thumb among the crowd. He nodded towards the Guardians, seeing the others up close for the first time and asking Jack, "So that's Bunny, that's the Tooth Fairy person, and Sandy."

"Yeah?"

"Okay," Hiccup said with a nod. "Just needed to double check." Hiccup heard a jumbled mess of incoherent words and looked behind him to see two yeti's carrying a large piece of wood over their shoulders walking right past him. Not another second passed before he felt a tug on his pants leg. He looked down to see the tiniest person he had ever laid eyes on. It handed Hiccup a cup with some kind of milky-looking liquid inside. Politely declining the offer, Hiccup looked back to the Guardians as Toothless glared at the elf who only scurried away at the sight of the angry dragon glaring at him.

Stepping forward, understanding how strange and difficult this situation might be to Hiccup, North reached out to Hiccup with an open hand and asked, "Would you like to sit down somewhere?"

Hiccup nodded, stepping closer to North. "Yeah. Thanks."

"Is no trouble," North answered as he snapped his fingers, grabbing the attention of a passing by Yeti. "Bring me a chair please!" The yeti quickly went off in search of a chair for the newcomer.

No one said anything else to Hiccup until the seat arrived, not even Jack. Once the chair was brought and settled in a comfortable spot in the den area near the fireplace, Hiccup sat down and looked at the Guardians, all eyeing him curiously.

"So, uh, no what?" Hiccup asked as Toothless sat beside him.

"Well to be honest," Jack went ahead and answered, "we're all kind of wondering the same thing."

"Speak for yourself," said Bunny. "I'm still trying to wrap my head around the fact we actually brought this kid here."

North turned to address everyone, ready to vouch for the young Viking. "Hiccup was brought here to help us, understand?"

"Hiccup?" Tooth repeated.

Sandy, still looking at North, pointed to Jack. North nodded in response. "Yes, Jack's friend. The same."

Jack crossed his arms, boastfully smiling as he looked to the other Guardians. "See? I know what I'm doing."

"How is he going to help us?" Tooth asked. "Does he have some kind of secrets we could use about the island or something?"

"Better," North answered. "This boy is going to teach us about the dragons!"

The Guardians were silent for a moment, each of them glancing at Hiccup for a brief moment in their shock. "Seriously?" Bunny asked.

A small book appeared over Sandy's head, slowly opening and a small dragon appearing from its pages.

"No, no. He has no book," stated North.

Hiccup looked at Jack, hoping he hadn't already screwed up. "Sorry, was I supposed to bring one?"

Jack shook his head before speaking aside from the Guardians. "Nah, you're good. North's just buttering them up is all."

Hiccup nodded in understanding, remembering that the book itself was still on Berk. Although, hidden in his room, it surely wouldn't be worth the mission back to Berk to retrieve it.

"This boy, if what Jack says is true, knows more about the dragons than anyone!"

"Really?" Tooth asked. She looked at the boy and, for the first time, smiled at him. She slowly approached him, keeping her smile as she hovered in front of him for a moment before she spoke. "Hi," she said with a wave. "I'm the Tooth Fairy. You can just call me Tooth."

Smiling back, hoping he wouldn't make a bad first impression, Hiccup gave the fairy a small wave. "Hi. Uh, yeah, Jack already told me a little bit about you guys."

"Oh?" she asked.

"Yeah." Hiccup pointed to each of the Guardians as he spoke. "You're Tooth, you're Sandy, Bunny, and you're North."

The large man laughed, placing his hands on his sides as he waved a finger at the Viking. "The boy is a clever one. What else has Jack told you about us?"

"Good things, I hope," Bunny said, looking at Jack. The winter spirit only smiled and showed off his teeth with a shrug.

"Yeah, yeah all good things. Kinda. I mean they were all just kind of the usual stuff I guess?" Hiccup looked around trying to remember what Jack said they were the Guardians of. He first looked to Tooth since she was after all still right next to him. "I think he said you were, uh, memories?" Tooth nodded. "Sandy, you're dreams, that's easy." The Guardian of Dreams clapped in response to Hiccup's correct statement.

Hiccup looked to Bunny next, then to North, and slowly shook his head. "I-I'm sorry. I don't remember what you guys are."

North waved his hand. "Is no problem." He pointed to himself, "Wonder," and then to Bunny, "Hope."

Hiccup looked at the two Guardians and silently repeated what North told him, doing his best to memorize their titles. "Gotcha."

"Well, we're glad to have you here, Hiccup," Tooth said, eyeing Hiccup's teeth as he smiled and slightly surprised at how clean they were. They weren't perfect by any means, but she was surprised at the lack of yellow. She looked at the dragon and still kept her smile, despite the fact she was extremely nervous being around the animal that was constantly sniffing and inspecting her.

"Thanks," Hiccup said as she backed away. He tapped his fingers on his knees before he looked at Jack and asked, "So, when should I get started?"

"Started?" Jack asked.

"Well, yeah. You guys brought me here to teach you stuff about dragons, so I figured I should start sometime soon, right?" Toothless nudged against Hiccup before yawning loudly. He lied down, crossing his front paws and resting his head but still keeping his eyes open so as to watch the rest of the Guardians. As tired as he was, he wanted to listen in on their conversation with Hiccup.

Jack snapped his fingers and pointed at the sleepy dragon. "He has the right idea, Hic. You should probably get some sleep."

"At this point, all things considered, I think I can manage staying up another hour or so."

"Very well," North said as he clasped his hands, rubbing them together for a moment and giving a small sigh. "So, are there any questions you might have for us?"

"For you guys?" said Hiccup.

"You know, to break the ice and such," North continued.

Hiccup hadn't really thought about it. He just assumed he would show up and begin teaching them what he knew about the dragons they were sure to fight. Sure there were plenty of things he wanted to know about these Guardians. One was a giant talking rabbit, a curious sight Hiccup couldn't pass up wanting to know more of! Still, the dragons seemed like a more important issue. But then again, Hiccup might not have another chance to sit down with all of them like this and _not_ talk about dragons, so he might as well enjoy it while he could.

"Okay, uh, I guess I could start with," he pointed ahead towards the large globe, covered with tiny lights, that slowly spun around, "what's that thing?"

Everyone looked to the globe, not entirely sure how to explain it to someone who had no idea what even a light bulb was. "That," North began, "is my globe." He turned around to look at Hiccup before going on. "I use it to keep track of all of my believers. Each light represents a believer we have all around the world."

"Wait," Hiccup said, standing up from the chair. "You mean, that's, like, it?" Hiccup walked past the Guardians, his eyes fixated on the large globe. "As in, like, everything else that's out there?" He stepped closer and closer until he was right at the control panel, mesmerized by the vastness that the globe was showing him. "Where's Berk?" he called over his shoulder.

"Oh!" North quickly walked over and twisted a knob, halting the globe for a moment until it started to turn the other way. "Just a moment, just a moment," North repeated until he twisted the knob once more, making the globe stop completely. He placed a hand on Hiccup shoulder as he leaned down and pointed to the globe. "There, you see that?"

Hiccup tried to look at where North was pointing, but wasn't sure what he was supposed to even be looking at. "I don't know. I see a lot of things."

"You see that one light?" North stepped behind Hiccup, trying to get a better view in order to show Hiccup. "Right there, towards the top? Surrounded by the water?"

It took Hiccup a moment, but he saw the light, shining in what looked like nothing. A large group islands here and there, all a mixture of small and large islands. The one light was shining on a small island, practically taking up the whole space. "Is that me?" he asked.

"No. That's your people on whatever island they're on now." North pointed to the very top of the globe. "You're up there, but I don't know if you can see it. We're at the very top of the world after all."

Hiccup glanced to the top of the globe, but soon went back to looking at the many islands. They all looked so tiny compared to the rest of the world. Hiccup thought he had discovered lots of new lands, but from the looks of it, he hadn't even touched on the real world. "It's so…big," he said softly. He felt another hand on his shoulder and turned to see Jack looking at the globe with a smile.

"I've seen it all. Trust me, this is nothing compared to the real thing," Jack told Hiccup.

"Really?" Hiccup asked, looking back to the globe, his jaw still hanging open slightly in amazement and wonder. "What I wouldn't give to see it all."

Jack shrugged. "Hey, who knows? Maybe one day you can. You're, uh, friend on the other hand," Jack turned to look at Toothless, who was slowly falling asleep by the chair, "he'll have to stay behind."

"No promises," Hiccup said as he made his way back to the chair, taking one more look at the globe before he turned around. "He can be pretty unruly if he goes without me for a few days."

North twisted the knob, setting the globe back on its normal turn. "You should try seeing it all in one day."

"Is that even possible?" Hiccup asked.

"Of course. I do it every year. So does Bunny."

Bunny smirked. "It's a little easier than it sounds. Going around the world itself is the easy part. It's visiting all the kids that's the hard part."

"Wow," said Hiccup softly as he sat back down in the chair, staring at the globe, still in shock at how big it was. "I've got to try that one day. I gotta see what's out there."

"Eh, put it on your Christmas list. Maybe North can take care of it for ya," Jack commented, patting North on the back as he went to join the rest of the Guardians.

"Uh, sorry, a what list?" Hiccup asked.

"Oh. Uh, n-never mind. Go on, ask more stuff," Jack said, ignoring the small chuckle he heard North having.

Hiccup saw another of the large furry creatures and new right away what he wanted to ask next. "So, the giant furry things with the moustaches are what, people in desperate need of a haircut?"

"Close," North answered with a shrug. "Those are my yeti's. They help me around the shop is all."

"Oh, so those are yeti's," Hiccup said with a nod, not quite sure how to respond to their animal-like appearance. "And the little guys with the pointy hats?"

"Elves. They're…well, they try to be helpful."

"Alright," Hiccup said before looking at Tooth. Elves, yeti's, at this point he was expecting a griffin to pop out of nowhere and tell everyone dinner was ready or something. "So, you're like a real fairy?"

"Yep," Tooth giggled. She turned her back to Hiccup to show off her wings. "These guys kinda give it away, huh?"

"That, and the name."

"True," Tooth said as she turned back around.

Hiccup looked around the group, finally taking it all in and realizing who was standing in front of him. "So this group is really made up of a large man, a dead guy, a fairy, a giant bunny, and a little gold guy who doesn't speak?"

Jack looked at the rest of his team, trying to stifle his chuckling. "Well, when you put it that way, you make us sound like a bunch of weirdos."

"I've seen weirder," said Bunny.

Hiccup looked to Sandy next. "So, is there a reason you don't talk?" The little man pretended to zip his lips, lock them, and throw away the key. Hiccup looked at Jack, unsure of how to respond to Sandy's reply. "Was that an answer?"

"You know, we're not exactly sure. He gives that answer a lot," Jack responded.

"So, is there even an answer?"

"We came to the consensus it's a reflex of his," Bunny stated. "You know, so he doesn't wake anyone up when he's doing his dreaming thing."

"Makes sense, I guess," Hiccup said with a shrug. Sandy gave the Viking a thumbs up and a smile, to which Hiccup mimicked, still unsure how the little guy was able to go about his life without saying a single word to, well, anyone.

He heard the small jingle of a bell as an elf made his way right though the Guardians, acting as if they weren't even there, carrying a small tray and presenting it to Hiccup. He saw that the tray was filled with an assortment of, well, Hiccup didn't know what to call them.

They looked like they were flat pieces of bread, formed into small circles, that had either been baked for too long or not long enough. Some even had some kind of powder on them while others had colorful decorations on them. He guessed that he was supposed to take one, but didn't know which. He reached out for one, but had no idea what to expect should he take one. He heard Jack clear his throat and froze, looking at Jack as he leaned in close and pointed to the tray.

"If I were you," he said, pointing to the individual pastries, "I'd get that one, it's just a simple sugar cookie, that one has chocolate chips, and that one is still chocolate but it has frosting, aaaaand that one's lemon. Ask for a snickerdoodle next time, those are really good."

Not having a single idea as to what Jack was talking about when he said 'cookie' or even 'sugar', so he just grabbed the first one Jack pointed to and decided to trust Jack's opinion. "So, uh, if you don't mind me asking, what's a sugar?"

"A sugar?" Jack repeated, trying not to laugh at Hiccup's ignorance which he understood wasn't his fault. "Well, sugar is just this really sweet thing you put in food and stuff."

"Okay, and I'm guessing a cookie is," he looked at the small bit of food in his hands, "a sweet cracker or something?"

"Kinda?" Jack answered.

"Is more commonly used as a dessert," North chimed in. "My cookies are always the best. I get recipes from all over the world! Trust me, you will love it." He waved to the elf before continuing, "Leave the tray! I'm sure he'll want to try more." The elf sat the tray down beside Hiccup's chair, stepping back and anticipating Hiccup's first bite of one of North's sugar cookies.

Hiccup looked once more at Jack before he took a small bite of the cookie, already surprised at how crunchy the outside was yet how chewy the inside was. One small bite was all it took however. Once he took that small bite, he practically melted in his seat. Whatever was in this thing he had to take it back to Berk. There was no way he could leave this place and not take the recipe with him. He finished the rest of the cookie in only two bites, hearing North chuckle in delight.

"I'm guessing you like it?" Jack asked, smirking as Hiccup reached down and grabbed another cookie.

"Like it? I love it! Oh Gods these things are fantastic!" He showed the yellow cookie he had in his hand to Jack. "What's this one?"

North gestured towards the pastry, smiling gleefully knowing how well the cookies were being received. "Ah, that would be a lemon cookie with frosting. It's not a 'sweet' cookie but is still pretty tasty if I do say so myself."

"Last I checked, that belly of his did all the talking," Bunny commented to Tooth.

Hiccup took a bite out of the cookie and froze. The cookie tasted fantastic, but all he could do was chew and just look at Jack as he nodded. "Odin help me. I don't wanna leave this place. Like, ever."

Jack glanced at North and shrugged. "Looks like your kitchen is gonna have a big order to fill."

North laughed as the elf went off, unsure of whether or not he should go ahead and tell the yeti's and elves in charge of the kitchen to go ahead and whip up some more cookies for their new guest. Everything seemed to be going well with the new guest. He seemed comfortable, he loved the cookies, all the Guardians seemed to be at least content with his presence, things were going right. All that was left was to get his room situation taken care of before they could start work on the reason he even came to the Pole.

When Hiccup went to take another bite of his second cookie, he paused for a small moment, looking at the globe and remembering why he was taken to this place. He took one more small bite before he set the cookie back down on the tray. "So," he began after he swallowed his small bite, "what's next?"

"What do you mean?" asked Tooth.

"I mean Pitch and the dragons and…you know. What do we do now?"

The Guardians looked at one another, unsure of how to respond. Should they go ahead and start now or wait till later? The best option of course was to get started as soon as they could. The sooner the better after all. But it was North who spoke up first. The large man stepped forward, waving off the idea of work before he placed his hands on his hips.

"Bah, no need to worry about that stuff now," he said.

Hiccup was surprised. No need to worry about it? That was much easier said than done. "How am I supposed to not worry about it?"

"Just don't worry about it. For now, anyways," North answered. "In the meantime, I will show you to your room."

"My room?" Hiccup asked as he stood up. "Why-why do I need a room?"

"I thought we went over this," said Jack.

Hiccup shook his head. "No. No I mean, I-I don't think I should stay. I mean my dad and my friends, I don't even know if Toothless is okay with staying here." The Night Fury perked up, waking from his short-lived nap and looking at Hiccup. "I mean, look at him! He's a dragon! Do you guys even have the right kind of fish for him? Is the weather outside alright for flying? Plus, I mean, he's gotta go outside to take care of his, you know, business."

Bunny grew wide-eyed, looking at North before he warned, "Woah, mate, I don't know much about dragons but what I do know is that something that big certainly has to take care of its business outside. You don't want that kind of mess in here."

Again, North didn't seem to mind at all. "All will be taken care of; I will make sure of it."

"You're gonna get fish, dozens and dozens of fish, for this dragon to eat every day?" the Pooka questioned.

"Is piece of pie. Trust me. I will take care of it all." North looked back to Hiccup, rubbing his hands together in excitement. "So, shall I show you to your room?"

"But, what about the dragons?" Hiccup asked. "Shouldn't we, you know, get started or something?"

Sandy waved his hands and got Hiccup's attention, a pillow appearing above him as he placed both hands on the side of his head and pretended to fall asleep.

"He's right," Tooth spoke. "You should probably get some sleep."

Hiccup didn't actually realize just how tired he was until now. He hadn't slept in so long, but with all the excitement that had happened, he had all the energy needed to stay awake for as long as he did. "So, I guess we can just start with the planning and stuff tomorrow then?"

"Truth be told," Bunny added, "I think we should start now. But, sleep is important so, it's best you get some shut eye. As for the tour, that's another story."

"What?" North exclaimed. "What is wrong with a tour? Everyone loves the shop!"

"The kid's had a long day North. Look I'll try to be alright with the fact we need his help, but if he's gonna be here then I say we take care of business first."

"If he is staying here then I think he should know where things are and what is what. The simple things, I will not show him everything," North assured.

"Come on, rabbit," Jack broke in, "A little tour won't kill the guy. Besides, how could he not like this place?"

"You know," Hiccup spoke up, "I wouldn't mind looking around, in case anyone is wondering."

Jack extended his arm towards Hiccup, staring at Bunny as if to say 'told ya so'. "See?"

North clapped his hands and called out two yeti's who quickly ran to his aid. "Prepare the guest room. And make sure it is spacious. We need room for his pet."

"Uh, I'm uh not sure if this will help but he likes to sleep on rock. They like to sleep on hot beds so a flat piece of stone is the best thing for him to sleep on indoors," Hiccup stated.

"Not to worry. The room has stone floors, he will be no problem," North assured.

"Are you sure? Those fires can get pretty hot," insisted Hiccup.

North shook his head. "All will be taken care of, Hiccup. Trust me. I will see to everything." He looked back to the yeti's. "Prepare the beds, light the fire, just make sure it is ready." The yeti's nodded in understanding before running off to take care of Hiccup's room.

Jack gave Hiccup a pat on his back, shaking him a little before optimistically saying "Welcome to your temporary home."

Hiccup smiled as Jack welcomed him, jokingly giving Jack a small shove in return. "I'm not gonna get too comfortable here. I got people to help."

"And why exactly do you think you're here?" Jack retorted.

Hiccup felt something bump against his back and knew right away it was his four-legged friend. He looked just in time to see the Night Fury nudge his head against Hiccup's. Hiccup tried to push Toothless away, but didn't get his friend away before the dragon was licking his face repeatedly. Regardless of how much Toothless loved him, Hiccup grew tired of the constant annoyingly wet and slobbery affection. Through his annoyed laughter, Hiccup tried to get away from his friend and exclaimed, "Toothless! Stop, it's okay! I know, I know! I'll be fine!"

Toothless let up, lightly bouncing where he stood and glancing at Jack, who held his hands up defensively. "Do me a favor and keep that tongue in your mouth, okay?" As if to mock him, Toothless stuck his tongue out and slowly crept towards Jack. "Hiccup? You wanna help a friend out here?"

Hiccup only crossed his arms, doing nothing to stop Toothless. "Hey, I can't control him. He's his own dragon, he does what he wants."

"Okay," Jack said through his nervous laughter, "how about you turn off the smugness and actually call of the animal?"

"You know what? No." Hiccup stepped back. "Not if you're gonna call Toothless an animal."

"Oh come on, Hiccup. I-" Toothless gave Jack's face a big and wet lick, cutting his plea with Hiccup off short. Toothless was kind however and only gave the Immortal the one, backing off from him once the 'kiss' was done. Now it was Toothless' turn to look smug and prideful.

Jack wiped off the dragon saliva, flicking his hand and glaring at his friend. "Gee. Thanks."

"Don't mention it," Hiccup said as he gave Toothless a congratulatory pat on his side. "Nice work, bud."

"Bunny, Tooth, Sandy!" North said to the rest of his friends. "Will you want me to prepare you some rooms? You will be spending a lot of time here it seems."

Each of them shook their heads, politely declining North's offer. "Sorry mate, but we've got our own jobs to take care of," Bunny apologized.

"Those teeth don't collect themselves!" Tooth chimed in.

North looked to Sandy. "Well old friend? Perhaps you can take one night off?" As North expected, Sandy again denied his offer, shaking his head as a small 'x' appeared over his head. "Worth a shot, yes?"

Jack, wiping off his face one more time, glanced at Hiccup and came to a realization. He was worrying about Hiccup when he was 'safe' back on that island with his father and the dragons, and even then he didn't feel that anyone on that island was truly safe with Pitch still out there. And yet, even now that Hiccup was safe in North's shop, he didn't feel any better leaving him alone.

He had to stay, even if to just keep a watchful eye on Hiccup. He cared about him too much. Regardless if he didn't want to say it out loud, or even admit it to himself, he cared about Hiccup. Jack knew that the feeling wasn't a mutual one with him and Hiccup, but that didn't matter to him. All that mattered to him was Hiccup's safety. Even then, he was starting to second guess himself. If he cared so much about Hiccup, why did he bring him into this? Now that he's helping the Guardians, it now makes him an enemy of Pitch. If anything, that's worse than how he was off back on that island.

Jack wondered however what might had happened if Hiccup felt the same way about him. Would he still have come? Would he have wanted to help even more? Would he have wanted to be with Jack?

The Guardian bit his lip, trying to clear his mind of the thought. Now wasn't the time for dwelling on the 'what if's' of his and Hiccup's relationship, no matter how nice the 'what if's' were. Now was the time for preparing for what was to come, but first and foremost making sure Hiccup was well-rested for when that time came.

Jack cleared his throat, twirling his staff in hand before speaking, "Uh, North?" The Guardian turned to look at Jack. "I can stay."

"Really?" asked North.

"Really?" asked Hiccup.

"Really?" asked Bunny.

"You know, if it's gonna be that much of a problem I can just leave!" Jack pointed out, pointing his staff to the windows.

North chuckled, stepping forward and placing his hands on Jack's shoulders. "Nonsense. You are more than welcome here my boy."

"I'd love to stay a little while longer," spoke Tooth, "but I really gotta go check on my fairies. I promise I'll be back as quick as I can."

Sandy nodded in agreement, telling North how he had the same idea.

"No worries. Do not rush yourselves, my friends. It will be long time before we start." North looked to Hiccup before continuing, "Our new comrade must rest, after all."

The two waved goodbye before flying off, hurrying to their work.

"Well," said the Pooka, "as much as I would love to stay and chat about what exactly we're going to do with this kid, I've got eggs to prepare."

"Isn't Easter not for, like, a long time?" asked Jack.

"Come on Bunny, what is a few more hours?" North begged. "I can have my kitchen whip up some delicious carrot cake," he teased in a high pitch.

"Give it a rest, North. I'll see ya in a few." He tapped his large foot on the floor and jumped through the small hole that appeared in front of him.

Hiccup stared at the hole as it closed up, a small flower appearing in its place. He looked to Jack and pointed to the flower. "Is that normal?"

"Yeah. He does that a lot," Jack answered.

"Come, come, Hiccup, I will give you a small tour now," North said, walking down the hallway. "And Jack, since you want to stay I'll have a room made for you too!"

"Sweet!" Jack felt a harsh bump against his shoulder and turned to see Hiccup, smiling and putting his fist by his side.

"I don't need a babysitter you know," said Hiccup, walking after North.

"Are you kidding?" Jack teased. "You totally need one! A big klutz like you; you need my help more than you know."

"Please," Hiccup scoffed.

"Keep up boys, keep up!" North called out.

Hiccup continued, "If I didn't know any better I'd say you're worried about me."

"What's that supposed to mean?" Jack responded before following Hiccup.

"It means you care about your dear friend, Hiccup. Oh, now isn't that just adorable." Hiccup even added a small pout to his tease just for good measure.

Jack rolled his eyes, returning Hiccup's playful punch on the shoulder. "Alright, Haddock. Do me a favor and tone down the sass, alright? Don't make me regret letting you help us."

Hiccup would have made a quick sarcastic comeback, but he felt it wasn't necessary. Not when Jack was making a good point. And besides, so what if he cared about him? If anything it was kind of nice to have someone care like this. Sure his dad loved him, but then again Jack wasn't his dad. Jack was something else, in more ways than one. Jack was just a close friend who had every reason to forget about Hiccup amongst all the other believers he might have, or even just going about with his normal duties as a weather spirit.

Yet, there he was, telling the rest of his team how important and valuable he could be to them. While he still wasn't entirely sure how useful he could be, Hiccup did feel in a way that he was definitely needed to help the Guardians stop Pitch from doing whatever it is he needed with the dragons. If it wasn't for Jack, who knows what kind of plan they would have undertaken to try to stop Pitch.

It was all thanks to Jack. Jack really did feel like more than a friend. He hoped Jack felt the same way about him, but in a way he already knew that Jack must obviously think of Hiccup as a close friend. And that was all Hiccup wanted it to stay at. A close friendship. He couldn't possibly act on those thoughts he had about Jack, could he? There was no way Jack felt the same, surely not. It was crazy to even think of those ideas. No good could come of them. Ever.

Besides, they probably meant nothing. If he ignored them, they would go away. They had to … right?

North started pointing things out to Hiccup, trying to show off as much as he possibly could. "Over there is where we stuff the dolls. There is our painting department. And up there is-"

"DUCK!" Jack shouted, grabbing Hiccup's shoulders and shoving him down as a giant bright blue and yellow machine in the shape of a turtle flew right over their heads and right past North's. Hiccup looked at the contraption in wonder and amazement, watching it as it dove down to the lower level.

"Wow," Hiccup said softly as he stood up.

"Yeah," Jack said as he followed suit, "you gotta watch out for those things."

A crash turned all of their attention behind them, all of them watching Toothless try not to step on the tiny bits of plastic building blocks he had made splatter all over the floor. Hiccup wanted to shout, but knew that North was probably going to do enough for him.

"Well, can't say I didn't see that coming," Jack commented.

Hiccup quickly turned around to North. "I am so sorry. I promise I'll make sure he doesn't mess anything else up. I-I-I can clean them up if you want me to."

"Relax," North told Hiccup. "Is no trouble. That happens all the time."

"It does?" Jack asked.

North looked at Jack, keeping his calm and relaxed posture and expression. "_Yes_. It does. Common problem, no need to worry." He nodded towards the dragon before continuing, "But, I suggest your friend stays on this floor. Too many fragile things elsewhere."

"Will do. I'll make sure of it," said Hiccup, kneeling down beside the small bits of plastic and pushing them out of the way, making enough room for Toothless to step over them. "And I wouldn't worry about him flying off either. That's kind of a two-person job."

North breathed a sigh of relief as he went on with the small tour. "Well, most of the toy making doesn't happen here. Your friend won't be in the way that much."

"Thankfully," Jack mumbled under his breath.

North went on pointing out where everything was for Hiccup, though Hiccup was only half paying attention, still mesmerized by the bright colors that littered the workshop. "Well if you need to eat, the kitchen is right around that corner. I think it best if the teaching will be in that room we were just in, and if you and your friend want to fly then you must let me know. Pitch is out there planning his next move. We need to be sure he won't hurt you or your dragon."

Hiccup looked at Toothless, wondering why Pitch didn't even bother going after him. "You think he could come after us?"

"Well it all depends if he even knows you're here," answered Jack. "I wouldn't worry about it. Even if he did, why would he go after Toothless? He's got his own army already."

"Toothless is a pretty powerful dragon after all," Hiccup stated. "If he got his hands on Toothless then things would definitely get bad for us."

"Still, if he even knew you guys were here," Jack reiterated. "he probably still thinks you're with the rest of Berk on that island."

"I guess."

"Ah, here we are!" North said, opening a door and standing back, allowing Hiccup to be the first one to enter the room. "Here is where you will be staying," said the Guardians as Hiccup walked through the doorway.

He was surprised and even perplexed at how expansive the room was. It was twice the size of his house, maybe even more! A large bed covered with many pillows sat to the right of the room against the center of the wall, and directly across from it on the other side was a large fireplace, the wood inside bursting with bright and inviting warmth from the flames. Two dressers sat on both sides of the bed, two large windows with open red curtains on the far side of the room, a circular table with four chairs, and a large red and black rug complimented the room.

Hiccup didn't know how to react as he and Toothless walked inside, never before seeing a bedroom this massive. While he appreciated the room and the kindness North was showing him, he couldn't help but feel that it was all a bit much. "This room is huge!" he finally exclaimed.

"I know," North said as he and Jack entered. "I thought you might like it."

"Are all the guest rooms like this?" Hiccup went on, talking to North over his shoulder as he went to look out the window. "Really, this room is too much. I-I don't need this much space."

"Oh pish posh," North refuted. "All the guest rooms are the same size."

Hiccup looked out the window and finally got a chance to see how wide and open everything was. Not to mention white; practically everything was covered with snow! If he and Toothless ever got the time to go fly it couldn't be for long. Enough time out there and they'd surely freeze to death. "So, you just have guest rooms for all the other Guardians ready to go?"

"Of course," North answered. "I have rooms for all of my comrades. Although to be fair, this room didn't start out as a guest room."

"Really?" Hiccup asked, still talking over his shoulder. "Then what was it?"

"Well," Jack answered for North, "if I remember correctly, didn't this use to be my old room?"

Hiccup looked away from the window and looked at Jack. "Really?"

"Yep," Jack said as he started to fly over to the bed, grabbing one of the pillows and tossing it in his hands. "This room used to belong to yours truly."

"You had a room here? Like, you used to live here?"

"Eh, not exactly."

"What do you mean?"

North went to stand by the fire as he explained. "When I gave Jack this room it was so he could have a real place to stay. A little home I made for him should he ever be in need of it. But, apparently Jack did not think he needed it."

Hiccup looked at Jack with confusion. Why would Jack want to give up a place he could actually call home? "You seriously didn't want this place?"

Jack held the pillow close, crossing his legs as he hovered above the bed. "Well, yeah. I mean, this place is nice and all, but I mean I didn't need it. Besides, I don't like being tied down anywhere."

"And yet you go back to Burgess how many times?" North countered.

"Only because of Jamie!"

"Excuses, excuses."

"Hey, I used this room, didn't I?"

"Yes. For one week. And only because you said you wanted to try things out."

"Well see? There ya go! I gave it a shot!"

"Ahem," Hiccup interrupted, "are you guys gonna do this for a while? Because, if you are, I might like to get some ear plugs?"

North backed off, sighing as he looked around the room. "Well, I suppose there is nothing left but to leave you to your rest." He started for the door, stopping only for a moment to look back at the other Guardian. "Jack?"

"Oh, I'll, uh, I'll catch up with you in a minute," Jack responded, leaving North to walk out of the room by himself and leaving the door only slightly open. Once he was gone, Jack landed on the floor and stood only for a moment before sitting down on the bed. He set his staff down on the mattress, rhythmically patting his knees as Toothless made himself comfortable and used his fire to heat up his new makeshift bed.

"That's definitely gonna leave a mark," Jack commented.

"I told them to get something for him," Hiccup remarked. "But, then again, no one ever listens to the dragon expert until it's too late."

"Think they can scrub that off?"

"Ha!" Hiccup cried, stirring Toothless in his half-asleep state. "We tried that. Only made things worse in the process."

Jack looked at the scorch marks that Toothless had made and shrugged. "Maybe he can paint over them?"

"Yeah, I guess he could."

"It's not going to smell, is it?"

"For Toothless? No. But for a Gronckle, totally."

"Why a Gronckle?" Jack asked, leaning closer to Hiccup.

Hiccup moved away from the window, looking at the fire as he clarified. "Gronckle's don't really spit fire. They kind of…throw it up, there's no continuous stream. It's all one big blast. So it kinda smells like old fish and vomit if it sits for too long."

Jack scrunched his nose, trying to best imagine the foul smell that was old Gronckle fire. "Ew."

Hiccup nodded in agreement as he knelt down beside the flames. "Yeah. It's even grosser in person."

"I bet." Jack got up from the bed, wondering what other knowledge Hiccup might have to pass on to the Guardians come tomorrow's first little session. "You think that'll come in handy when we're going up against old gray face?"

"Unless we wanna make that big ugly nose of his just pop off," Hiccup quipped.

"I hear that's what happened to his eyebrows. Except it was when he looked in a mirror," Jack replied with a smile.

"Yeah!" Hiccup started laughing, feeling another small weight being lifted off his shoulders as he felt the familiar feeling of laughter. Real laughter. "I bet they jumped off right before the mirror broke!" Hiccup went on through his laughter.

Jack joined in on the laughter, patting Hiccup's back as he ignored the heat emanating from the fire. It felt good to see, to even hear Hiccup's laughter again. At least now Hiccup knew that things looked hopeful. Sure things would get stressful later on, but for now it seemed that things might be easy. Or at least, easier than they think it will be.

"Wait a minute," Hiccup said as he slowed down his laughter. "This used to be your room, right?"

"Yeah?"

"Then," Hiccup looked back to Jack, "then why does it have a fireplace?"

The Guardian of Fun scoffed and rolled his eyes, running his hand through his hair as he sarcastically replied, "What? A Winter Spirit can't warm up every now and then?"

"No. No I would think not."

"You know just because I had it doesn't mean I had to use it."

"The same could be said for, oh I don't know, this entire room?"

"Oh be quiet, Hiccup." Jack moved away from the fire, cracking his knuckles as he stretched his arms above his head. "So, what's the plan for tomorrow?"

Hiccup said nothing, smirking as he waited for Jack's response to his silent treatment.

"Hellooo?"

"Oh I'm sorry," Hiccup said, still looking at the fire. "I thought you told me to be quiet."

"You know what?" Jack asked as he snatched his staff off of the bed and pointing it towards Hiccup.

"What?" Hiccup asked before he felt an intense feeling of cold air whisk around him. He held his arms tightly, shivering despite the large flames right in front of him. Hiccup turned to glare at Jack, knowing that he was obviously the cause of the chill. "Really?" he asked, hoping the wind wouldn't cause the fire to die. "Do you mind?"

Jack chuckled smugly as he pulled his staff away, the wind around Hiccup slowing down. "There. Happy?"

"Very," said Hiccup as he tried to warm himself up once more.

"Now, back to what I was saying, tomorrow? That's the plan?"

Hiccup stood, sighing as he tried to think of what he could do. Things might be a little easier if he had actual dragons to show off the weak spots and fire attacks and such. But being that the only dragon he had was Toothless, all he could really on was his artistic abilities and his words to teach the Guardians. But even then, where would he start? Whereas in the Academy they were all taught new things as they discovered them, these Immortals were new to the whole thing. They knew nothing about any of the dragons except what they looked like, and even then they didn't know the proper names.

"Uh, I guess I can start with the basics," Hiccup answered, scratching his head as he turned around to look at Jack.

"Which would be?"

"Oh Gods, I don't know." Hiccup started walking towards Jack as he continued, "The basics? You know, names, types of fire, number of shots, things like that."

Jack nodded in understanding, folding his arms as he responded, "Sounds boring, tedious, and a pain." He gave Hiccup a small smirk. "I can't wait to get started."

"Great." Hiccup was glad that Jack at least was looking forward to the teaching. He stood just a few feet away from Jack, leaning against the large bed as he got lost in thought. "You know, besides the teaching, I'm not so sure what else I can do to help. I mean teaching you guys about the dragons is good and all, but other than that I'm not much help."

"Hey, you never know," said Jack with a shrug. "You might teach us something that'll be the difference between life and death."

"Yeah, well I'm hoping it doesn't come to that."

"Relax. Besides, you'll only be here a few days at most. After that we can go right on to Pitch and kick his evil butt."

Hiccup looked at Toothless, watching the dragon as he drifted off to sleep. "Well, you've taken care of Pitch before. It's that army of his I'm really worried about."

"You just said you could teach us about the dragons!" Jack pointed out. "If you teach us how to fight dragons then we can take on his army!"

"You can fight dragons. Can you fight Pitch's dragons?" Hiccup clarified.

"What's that supposed to mean?"

"He calls it an army. He can teach them war maneuvers, new attacks, new strategies even I don't know about. Besides, they're not normal dragons. They're made of that shadowy sand stuff of his." He looked back at Jack as he explained further, "What if their attacks are different than the ones I'm used to? What if they don't have shot limits? Pitch created them after all. Who's to say he didn't figure out their weakness' and, I don't know, tweak them? Make his dragons better?"

"And if he didn't?"

"And if he did?!"

Jack threw his hands up in annoyance and aggravation. "Then all is lost? I don't know Hiccup!" He took a single step closer to his friend. "I don't know. All I know is that we're closer to having a fighting chance than we would have been than with your help than we would have been without."

"But is just teaching you guys even enough? How do I know it's enough to fight back? I mean, wouldn't it be better if you guys had something like hands on experience?"

"If you wanna convince North to bring a Monstrous Nightmare in here then be my guest, just don't expect me to help you control it."

Hiccup smiled, imagining Jack trying to control the large dragon as he burst into flames. "That would be something."

"Yeah, preferably something I don't want to happen any time soon, thank you very much." Jack tucked his staff under his arm and looked at the door, wondering if North might be out there listening in on their conversation. "Look, I know you're nervous."

"Oh I'm not nervous," Hiccup stated.

"So then what's with the nervous babbling, hm?" asked Jack.

"I wouldn't consider it nervousness! Just, let's say cautiousness. I'm trying to be careful. I don't wanna overlook anything, no matter how small."

"So then why don't you just try this?" Jack switched his staff from one hand to the other and began walking for the door. He kept his body turned towards Hiccup however as he spoke. "How about you get under those blankets, put your head on that pillow, and close your eyes and go to sleep? When you wake up, you go get yourself a warm breakfast, and all will be right with the world."

"I wouldn't really consider all that's happening in the world 'right', Jack." Hiccup said, watching Jack go.

Jack shrugged. "Yeah, well, things could be worse."

"Trust me, I'm well aware of that."

Jack smiled before he stopped walking. He gave Hiccup a small goodbye wave before saying, "I'll see you tomorrow, teacher."

Despite being considered an expert on dragons, Hiccup wasn't entirely sure if he could get used to the new name and hoped it was just a onetime deal. It did have a nice ring to it however, showing that he was still in charge when it came to teaching all there was to know about dragons. "And don't you dare be late!" Hiccup warned in a deep and playful tone.

"Yeah, yeah, whatever." Jack turned around, reaching for the door handle before snapping his fingers and turning back around to Hiccup. "Oh, before I forget. The sun's not going away anytime soon," Jack said, pointing to the windows.

"Really?" Hiccup asked, looking at how bright it was outside.

"Yeah, so I'd just go ahead and close those curtains." Jack had no idea why he would give that kind of obvious advice to Hiccup, but it wasn't like he could take it back now. "So, uh, … yeah. Goodnight!" Jack closed the door as he left, letting his head rest against as he sighed in annoyance at, well, himself.

He could tell he was letting his personal feelings cloud his mind. He should have left Hiccup alone when North left. All he was doing now was making things harder on himself. He had to find another way to make things easy other than to just ignore them, but really was there any better alternative? It was either that or tell Hiccup and get them off of his chest. Or if not Hiccup, at least someone. He'd tell Manny, but he knew he was watching everything, so he might as well already know how Jack felt. Jack would bet he was up there right now just looking at Jack and practically dying from secondhand embarrassment that his new Guardian was acting like a fool over a simple Viking.

Jack collected his thoughts and went on about his business, wondering if there might be any warm freshly baked cookies in the kitchen that would help him calm down.

Hiccup just stood there when Jack closed the door, ignoring the obvious advice he gave him about the curtains, whatever that was about. Whatever kind of moment he just had with Jack was, in a way, exciting. It was like everything made sense when it was just the two of them. Everything was so clear and it felt as if, even when they were discussing Pitch and the rest of his army, that they could take him on and come out on top no matter the odds.

It all just…clicked.

It was Hiccup felt like he belonged there, with Jack at least. How he felt just then, when the two of them were goofing off and laughing together, that was how he wanted to feel every day for the rest of his life. And it was all thanks to Jack.

He wanted to be happy, but knowing the root of these feelings, he knew he couldn't have them. Not how he wanted them. Hiccup just had to wait and see how things played out. Perhaps over time he would grow out of it all and resume life normally. A life where he wasn't attracted to an immortal winter spirit. It almost angered him how he felt. He knew Jack was nice and kind and funny and the like, and he knew how he felt about Jack, but he knew that it couldn't work out. He never felt this way towards anyone in a long time and…it felt nice.

By now he had accepted the fact that he had feelings, there's was nothing he could do about it now. All he had to do was try to sort them out and hope that in the future, preferably the near future, he would make the right decision.

He went to close the curtains as he tried to forget about the whole thing for now. Worrying about it would only make things worse. The best thing he could do now was go to sleep and hope the thoughts of Jack would go away on their own. And if they didn't, then the only thing he could do was hope that he could deal with them as time went on. Besides, it wasn't like he could act on them. What would he do even if he could?

As Hiccup went to close the curtains on the second window, he thought about what he would even say should Jack ever become aware of the situation. "Hey Jack, I think you're kinda cute and funny and I don't know, I _think_ I may like you?" Hiccup mumbled quietly. Oh Gods, none of this was making any sense! He squeezed the curtains tightly, clenching his teeth as he heard the words spoken out loud.

A bad idea.

This was getting harder. He knew this wasn't something he could go after, he just knew it. There was no way it could end well. There was no way his dad would approve. There was no way to know for sure that Jack would even feel the same! "What's wrong with me?" he thought aloud.

A small coo brought Hiccup back to reality, opening his eyes and turning around to see Toothless looking at him curiously, wondering what was wrong. The Night Fury stood and walked towards his friend, looking at Hiccup and trying to see if there was any way he could help.

Just the dragon's presence was enough to get a smile out of Hiccup. He started to pet the dragon, running his hand over the top of Toothless' head as he breathed a heavy sigh. "I don't know what to do here, bud."

Toothless cooed again in response.

"I mean, it's not like this is just any other normal crush you know?" Hiccup went on, making sure to talk quietly in case someone would hear what he was saying. "I'm just, you know, me: a simple Viking from Berk who hasn't done much compared to him. And Jack is well…he's _him_. And I mean that in more ways than one."

The Viking moved to his bed, still thinking out loud as he walked. "I mean, he's, you know, a-a-a guy. I've never really thought of something like this happening. I mean, I just-I just never considered it actually happening, you know?" Another coo from Toothless let Hiccup know his friend was listening. Hiccup sat on the edge of the bed, taking off his boot before continuing, "I knew these kinds of feelings existed, I just never thought they'd happen to me. I never really saw anyone on Berk like that so I just kinda figured, 'Hey, it's not for me'. I'm not opposed to it but it just never happened with anyone on Berk, you know?"

He looked to Toothless and gave a small smile. "Guess that just means there's no other guy on Berk that's good enough, huh?" The dragon carefully leaned forward and placed his head against Hiccup's, letting his rider know that he was there for him no matter what.

Hiccup sighed before he brought his legs up onto the mattress and shuffled himself under the blankets. "Wow, this thing is comfier than it looks. What the heck have I been sleeping on my whole life?"

Toothless, instead of going back to where he first slept, now went to curl up at the foot of the bed, not scorching the floor this time since he knew the carpet would surely burst into flames. Hiccup looked at the ceiling, his hands placed under his head, as he wondered what all of this could really mean.

True he had never felt this way about any other guy on Berk, but then again, there was no one else like Jack. As cheesy as it sounded, he knew it was true. The only person he ever felt this way about was Astrid, but Jack was no Astrid. Not by a long shot.

He ran his hands down his face as he groaned in aggravation. Worrying would do him no good. His feelings about Jack weren't important. All that mattered now was trying to get some rest. After all, tomorrow was going to be a big and important day.

* * *

><p><strong>Wow. Now wasn't that stuff interesting? If you thought so then comment and let me know! If not...I'll do better next time I promise.<strong>


	22. Chapter 22

**Welp, it's that time again. Time for me to wonder why you people even stick around for this thing.**

**As always, thank you to all the reviews and followers I've gotten since the last chapter and I hope you like this one. As of now I will be starting my last semester of college so I might be a little busy but who knows? Maybe things will be easier than I anticipate. ... Then again maybe not, but my fingers are crossed. Also yes the Hijack is coming soon. I have a plan. So just trust me. It will hopefully be worth the wait.**

**Anyways, read on!**

* * *

><p><strong>Chapter 22<strong>

"Now the Gronckle's, on the other hand, their shot limit is six. But then again there's not telling if Pitch follows that rule. If he does however, then you should know that the Gronckle's can also spit lava instead of a full blast." He spelled out the word 'lava' on the board beneath his drawing of a Gronckle. "Less powerful but just as, if not more, dangerous. A blast you can hopefully see coming. If they do that when they're right above you, which is almost silent if you don't hear them barfing it up, then it's pretty much game over." He set the chalk down and turned towards the Guardians, each sitting in their own chair and observing what Hiccup drew and listening intently on what he had to say. "Any questions?"

Tooth raised her hands. "The lava. Is that part of their shot limit?"

Hiccup shrugged, tilting his head as he tried to explain. "You know, we're not exactly sure." He rubbed the back of his head before continuing, "The thing is, we know how much a blast contains. Their lava however can come in different sizes and at time, we assume, temperatures, so it's hard to tell how much of their fire power they pack into it. Plus if you feed them a few rocks they can almost instantly turn it into lava, whereas you'd have to give them a moment before it can turn into a blast."

"So you cut off their supply," Bunny added. "You cut off their rocks, you cut off their ammo, they can't blast ya."

Again, Hiccup shrugged. "Well, technically yes but they also eat rocks. If they can't get fish then we found out that they'll simply digest the rocks until they can find real food. Starve them long enough and cut off their rock supply, they'll eventually stave. Plus, even without their firepower they're still pretty tough." He pointed to his drawing. "You see that tail? Trust me when I say that you do _not_ want to be in its way if you're dealing with an angry Gronckle."

This is pretty much what Hiccup's day had consisted of. When he thought he would be teaching the Guardians about the dragons, he didn't exactly picture a classroom type of setting. He envisioned it as if they were all going to go about their business and he would just say the do's and don't's of the dragons. Instead North had insisted he tell them everything he could about the dragons. Hiccup was willing to comply of course, but he didn't want to take his time with it either. After all, they had to get back out there eventually. Who knew what Pitch was up to? So there he was in this room that Hiccup could only call the 'common area' in his head because of the grand fireplace, one of many in this workshop thank the Gods, and large windows lined against the outside wall. It was similar in design to that of the room where he first appeared, there were a few pillars and a rug and the globe was still right in everyone's sight should they need to check it. The only difference was that it wasn't in front of the panel, it was much wider and spacious, and there were no bookshelves lined against the wall.

The Guardians each sat in their own chair, even Jack surprisingly, though he was sitting on the literal top of the chair and letting his feet rest in the seat, his staff lying down by the side of the chair. As for Toothless, he slept behind the chalkboard North had rolled out for Hiccup to use. Hiccup was surprised by how comfortable Toothless felt in the workshop, but then again there seemed to be no real threat or danger here.

"Any other questions about the Gronckle's?" Hiccup asked, almost wishing he hadn't said anything when Jack raised his hand.

"Yes, uh, why are they so ugly?" All of the Guardians looked at him. "Hey, come on! That massive under bite, that bumpy skin, what purpose could they have for that?"

Without hesitation, Hiccup pointed the drawing and kept his eyes fixed on Jack, smirking as he answered Jack's ridiculous questions. "The under bite is to help them scoop up rocks. The long teeth helps them dig into the dirt should the rock be partially buried. As for the skin, it helps them blend in from predators. Assuming they're brown or gray. Over time they've gotten more colors like purple or green or even blue. Anything else you'd like to add?" His smirk only grew as Jack sat there in silence for a moment.

"Tiny wings," Jack finally stated. "They have tiny wings. What are they supposed to do with those things?"

"Beats me. The Gods just kinda screwed them over that way. I have no idea how they even manage to lift themselves off the ground to be honest."

"Maybe it has something to do with the tail?" North asked.

"Doubtful," Tooth answered. "I don't see how that thing is aerodynamic at all. It's way too bumpy."

"Is that all the dragons though?" asked Bunny, tapping his large foot on the floor impatiently, not seeing how figuring out how a Gronckle could fly would help them against Pitch.

"Just the ones we managed to train on Berk. Those are the ones Pitch was able to get." Hiccup turned to erase the board as he continued talking, "There's still all the others that surround Berk on the other islands. Thunderdrum's, Whispering Death's, Skrill's, I'd hate to see what would happen if Pitch got his hands on any of those."

"I still wanna know if they have shot limits," Jack stated. "If they did then we could just time our attacks just right and go in before they have chance to blast us."

Hiccup set the eraser down as he folded his arms. "I'm not so sure they would. I mean, these aren't normal dragons. They're Pitch's own Dark Dragons. They don't need to eat or sleep I would imagine, which means they don't need to rest or recharge."

"Well now we need to focus more on their weaknesses."

"Gronckle's like having their belly rubbed," Jack stated looking at the Guardians as he, just like he said with the other dragons, showed off how much info he already knew about the dragons.

Bunny scoffed as he nodded. "Yeah. Alright. I'll be sure to remember that if we ever get in a fight and I see a Gronckle. I'll just jump underneath him and rub his belly. That'll surely stop them from trying to bite our heads off."

"Hey, it's something! We don't even know if these guys have the exact same weaknesses as the normal dragons."

"Well, let us worry about that part later," North said as he rubbed his hands together and stood up from his seat. "Now let us focus on their nightmare aspect. We can brainstorm and try to figure out how to beat them that way."

Sandy raised both hands and got everyone's attention before pointing to himself.

"Little man has a point," Jack said as he hopped off his chair. "If we use Sandy then it should be a piece of cake."

Sandy waved his hand in a 'so-so' manner.

"What do you mean 'kinda'?" Jack asked.

"He did seem to have a little trouble the last time we fought those things." Tooth spoke. "They're not normal nightmares he's used to fighting. They're something else. He fights nightmares, not dragons made of dark sand. He can't fight them the same way."

"Sorry, how?" Hiccup asked, looking at the little golden man and remembering just how important he must be to the Guardians. "If these dragons are made up of nightmare sand like you guys said they were, then they should be just as easy to fight, right?"

North shook his head. "Not exactly. These aren't technically nightmares. They're just animals made of Pitch's nightmare sand. Is two different things."

"So basically what you're saying is, just because these things aren't technically nightmares, Sandy's at just as much of a disadvantage as we are?" Jack inquired. "No offense buddy."

Sandy shook his head as he smiled, letting Jack know it was fine.

"I would not call it a disadvantage, but yes. He is on the same level as us," North assured.

Jack huffed as he kicked at the carpet, tiny bits of frost bursting from his heel. "Well, that's just great. So not only do we barely know anything about the dragon aspect, now we don't even have a real weapon against these guys?"

"I guess I'm just up here talking for my own health then," Hiccup pointed out as he folded his arms once more.

"Alright. Break time for dragons it is then," North said as he stretched his arms above his head. "We focus on the nightmare part of these dragons. Maybe we can find some way to stop them then."

"I've been thinking about that," Tooth said as she flew to the center of the group, telling them of her ideas that children's nightmares were somehow making the dragons stronger.

Hiccup paid them no attention however and instead went to wake up Toothless, gently giving his paw a small shake as he spoke softly, "Hey bud. You got pretty tired, huh?" The Night Fury cooed in response as he stood, shaking his head briefly before he licked his paw and ran it over his head. "Ah, don't get awake too quickly, Toothless," Hiccup said as he stood and watched the Guardians converse. "We can go back to our room. I think they're done with me for now."

The dragon nudged his head against Hiccup's chest, causing the Viking to giggle in response. "Hey, hey! Knock it off! I'm sure they'll need me later. Just, maybe not for the rest of the day." He let his arm drape over the dragon's neck as they started walking. "Come on, bud. Let's leave them be."

As the Guardians went on with their discussion, Jack couldn't help but notice that Hiccup was walking away from with them, his arm on Toothless' neck as they made their way across the room. Knowing the Guardians needed him, he started walking after Hiccup, even calling out his name to get his attention. "Hey, Hic!"

The brunet stopped and looked behind him, a slight burst of happiness at seeing Jack run after him. "Yeah?" he asked.

"Where are you off too?"

Hiccup glanced at Toothless, thinking the answer would have been obvious. "Uh, to my room?"

"Your room?" the Guardian repeated. "What for?"

"Well, in case you didn't hear your friends, they're talking about nightmare stuff. Also known as 'stuff I know nothing about'."

Jack looked back to see the Guardians, Sandy looking back with a smile and making sure everything was okay. "So?" Jack asked as he looked back to his friend.

"So?" Hiccup wasn't sure if Jack had heard him correctly. "Jack, I can't exactly help you guys with that stuff. I've told you guys all that I know about the dragons we know Pitch has, and that took almost half the day! I don't think I can help you guys figure out how to stop magic sand." Hiccup wanted to help in whatever way he could, but he still couldn't see how a Viking could know anything about stopping living nightmares, even if they were in the form of dragons that he had studied over and over again.

"Oh come on," Jack said as he wrapped his arm around Hiccup's shoulders and pulled him close. "Sure you can help us!"

One hand, Hiccup was confused as to how Jack could see him being of any help to them. But on the other, he could feel his heart stop as Jack held him close. "How?" he asked as Jack made him start walking towards the golden Guardian, still waiting patiently for the two boys.

"Simple. You can come up with some ideas, maybe tell us a little more about Berk, how to get on it without Pitch knowing. Things like that!" Jack looked back to see Toothless still standing there and looking back and forth between the two and the hall that led to Hiccup's room. "Well are you coming or not?"

Rolling his eyes, the Night Fury went after the two, moving to Hiccup's side and nudging his way back underneath the Viking's arm.

"You seriously think I can be useful to these guys?" Hiccup asked.

Jack paused for a moment, smirking as he looked into Hiccup's emerald eyes, almost getting lost in them before he responded, "You know, no matter how many times you ask me that, I'm still gonna say yes."

Hiccup gave a small chuckle, but he was smiling like an idiot on the inside. If anything, he felt like he was annoying Jack with his constant questions. But yet there Jack was, insisting that he could be useful and do some good with the Guardians and their fight against Pitch. He could feel his stomach flutter as Jack gave his back a couple pats before he moved ahead of the Viking to catch up with the group. He took his spot back against the board, Toothless sitting right beside him, hearing Tooth and Bunny discuss the idea the fairy had pitched earlier.

"It would take time, yes, but it could work," Tooth pointed out.

"But what if it doesn't? Then we would have wasted all this time!" Bunny stated as Jack sat back down in his chair, pulling his bare feet up onto the cushion and tucking them under his lap. "I'm not sayin' that it's a bad idea, alright? I'm just saying, I think we need to do something and do it fast. This could take us days and might not even work."

"I can't think of anything that we could do in a short time that would even come close to stopping Pitch," Tooth said, fidgeting her way through the air as she tried to think of a way they could have some kind of upper hand.

North snapped his fingers, quickly getting everyone's attention. "Idea! Instead of going to Pitch, we get Pitch to come to us!"

The room was silent for a moment. "Uh, how?" Jack finally asked.

"Yeah, and furthermore, how would that help?" Bunny added.

"We get him on our turf, yes? We take him out on our own terms!"

"Yeah, I'm pretty sure it wasn't the island that made us lose, big guy?" Jack stated, setting his staff down and glancing at Hiccup, giving one more small yet confident and reassuring smile as he nodded towards him.

Sandy waved his hands and flew to the center of the group. A small gold cloud appeared over his head, quickly and quietly exploding and making a small golden shower rain over the little man's head. He looked to everyone, hoping they understood his idea.

"A cloud of dreamsand…over Berk, that showers the dragons with your sand?" Tooth asked, getting a thumbs up in response from the Guardians.

North shook his head. "No no no, would not work so easily. He would need instant sand, no time for dragons to get away. And besides, we destroy the dragons Pitch has out in the open, he still could have more waiting elsewhere for us."

Hiccup raised his hand. "Question. If Pitch can just make more dragons, then why doesn't he just build an infinite army? It doesn't matter how many we destroy if he can keep making them."

"It's a little trickier than that," Jack pointed out, shuffling himself and turning to face Hiccup as he went on to explain. "See, how much nightmare sand Pitch has is kinda relevant to how strong he is. How strong he is, well, is determined by how many believers he has. So technically, more believers equals more sand. Less believers, less sand. He can only make so much."

"So, every time we kill one of those things," Hiccup said as he sat down on the floor, North immediately snapping his fingers and asking a passing Yeti to bring another chair, "they'll basically get right back up? I mean, if Pitch is smart, which I'm guessing he is, he'd just make another dragon to take the place of the one he lost. We're just destroying the dragon, not the sand itself."

"Precisely," North affirmed.

"Now you're getting it," Jack added.

"But he's not using all of his sand for the dragons then," Hiccup brought up. "I mean, he'd need some for himself, right? Defense, attacks, making his own weapons and stuff, right?"

"Of course," Tooth answered with a nod.

Now Hiccup understood the problem. It didn't matter how many dragons they stopped, so long as Pitch still had power that is. Pitch was the one they needed to concern themselves with the most. But it would be near impossible if they couldn't get to him with that army in the way. "So what we need is, if I'm understanding this correctly, is a way to get rid of enough dragons so that we can get an opening at Pitch and take care of him before he has a chance to fight back."

"Ding ding ding! We have a winner here, people!" Jack teased, getting a small smile in return from the Viking who was glad that he fully understood what it was they were looking for.

"But we can't fight those things just by ourselves," the Pooka added. "Without Sandy's help, we're at an even match."

"So we just need to think of a way for Sandy to get his upper hand again," responded North before a yeti came with a large chair in his hands. North pointed to the Viking, the yeti quickly responding and moving to set the seat next to the mortal.

"Thanks," Hiccup said to the Yeti as he got off of the floor and sat on the much more comfortable chair.

Bunny pointed at Tooth as he spoke, "Toothy's on the right track. We need to get rid of Pitch's believers. Make him weaker."

"But we need something fast," Jack interjected.

"Mate, for all we know, he's out there right now getting more kids to believe in him while we're sitting here and doing nothing!" Bunny looked directly at North as he continued, "Look, we need to come up with something, and we need to do it soon."

"His dragons," said Hiccup, all of the Guardians looking at him as he spoke. Though the Viking didn't notice it at first; his eyes were looking off to the side, lost in thought as he pieced together the puzzle in his head. When he noticed everyone staring at him however, he cleared his throat and went on. "Well, you guys say Sandy is, like, the best guy you have on your team basically, right?" They all, even Sandy, nodded in agreement. "Well, he can't stop those dragons just yet since they're not what he's used to fighting. So why don't we get him used to it?"

Jack shook his head. "I'm not following."

"What's the best way to learn about something new?" Hiccup paused for a brief moment. "You study it! You try to find out something new about it! So I say we go to Berk, find a dragon, bring it back here, and see if there's some way we can get Sandy to destroy it in one go!"

The Guardians were silent, each of them wondering how this plan could go bad, but also how it could work. At least, everyone except Jack was. Sure he saw the problem of actually capturing the dragon, but he saw no downside in at least attempting Hiccup's plan. As if everyone knew whose vote really mattered in this situation, everyone looked to Sandy to see how he felt about the plan. The little man only had a smile and a thumbs up to say, letting everyone know he thought the plan was a good one.

Bunny nodded before clearing his throat. "Ahem, uh, that's all very well. But there's just one problem. How do we get the dragon from Berk, to the Pole, without Pitch knowing 'bout it?"

Again, the room grew quiet. It was a good plan, but the hardest part of it was also the most important. It had to be done right under Pitch's nose, and done quietly so that no attention would be drawn to them either.

"We could always just go to the island and take one," answered Jack. "It doesn't really have to be sneaky. We don't need sneaky, we just need a dragon."

Tooth shook her head. "No, no Pitch would definitely put up a fight if he knew what we were up to. We can't risk letting him find out."

The Pooka let out an aggravated groan, standing up and starting to pace on the carpet as he tried to think of some way for them to have some kind of advantage. "This is useless!" he finally admitted.

"But not hopeless," North said with a small wink, hoping Bunny would try to calm down.

"North, I'm being serious here! We're stuck here trying to think of some way we can actually stop Pitch, and meanwhile he's out there doing who knows what!" He addressed the rest of the group, "We've been at this all day, and we haven't gotten any closer to stopping Pitch. At all!"

"Not true," Jack said as he moved his feet from the cushion to down on the floor. "We have Hiccup."

"What?" asked Hiccup.

Jack said nothing to Hiccup and instead kept all of his focus on Aster. "He's taught us more about the dragons today than we might have learned on our own in maybe a week. It's not everything, but it's something."

Bunny simply stared at Jack as if he was spitting nonsense, not able to comprehend what he was saying. He pinched the bridge on his nose as he sighed and shook his head. He still didn't look at Jack when he started talking, "Okay, okay, so you mean to tell me, that this human," he pointed to Hiccup, "this mortal, has actually helped us today?"

Jack nodded without a moment's hesitation. "Absolutely."

Aster chuckled for a moment, his shoulders shaking before he looked at Jack. "Mate, I don't know where you've been all day, but the only thing that scrawny little friend of yours has done is given us a lesson on animals. I don't care about training a dragon, I don't care about the wingspan of a Deadly…whatever they're called. What I bloody care about is stopping Pitch!"

Jack wasn't liking Bunny's increasing tone, but tried to keep his composure as he leaned closer in his seat. "Aster,"

"No," the Guardian of Hope interrupted, "no, mate, this Viking of yours hasn't been completely worthless. I'm sure _something_ he said will come in handy at some point. But other than that, he's given us nothing."

"He just gave us an idea to fight Pitch!"

"Oh yeah, I'm sure we'll go along with it too. I'm sure we can just waltz in there and just grab ourselves a Gronckle!"

Though they were talking about him, Hiccup kept silent. He could only watch as the two argued about how useful he was, neither of them even bothering to ask Hiccup how he felt about being at the Pole. Of course Toothless tried to intervene, tapping Hiccup's leg with his paw in the hopes of stealing his attention from the argument happening right in front of him. Hiccup smiled at the dragon, hoping to reassure his friend that he was feeling okay when, in actuality, he wasn't.

"He can help us, Bunny!" Jack insisted.

"I honestly don't see how! If you ask me, I say he goes back where he belongs! We don't need him here!"

Hiccup gave a tiny gasp in response, none but Toothless hearing him. He looked away from the fight, both in awkward-uncomfortableness and shame, realizing that Bunny was, in a way, right. He wasn't doing them any other good by being there. After all they did just agree that it wasn't the dragons they needed to worry about. It was Pitch.

The Night Fury however wasn't going to let Hiccup feel upset so easily. Being with Hiccup for as long as he did, he knew right away when he was starting to feel down, even if it may not have been obvious to others. He leaned closer and nudged his head against his rider's, cooing as he hoped his actions would get at least a smile out of the Viking. Knowing what he was doing however, Hiccup smiled just to please Toothless.

Jack however, didn't need to look at Hiccup to know that Bunny's words had hurt him. Bunny had crossed a line, and the Winter Spirit wasn't going to put up with it. He reached down and grabbed his staff before he stood up defiantly, staring at Bunny and holding his staff tight in his one hand. "Apologize."

"What?"

"I said apologize. Now." Jack's staff had yet to start glowing, but he was more than willing to let the other Guardian have his full attack if he didn't apologize to his friend soon.

Bunny of course noticed Jack's staff as his hand tightened around the shaft. "Are you supposed to be threatening me?" Bunny asked, taking a step closer to Jack.

"What? No, of course not," Jack replied sarcastically. "I'm just saying that you should apologize to Hiccup right now before I make you apologize."

Now Hiccup knew he had to step in. He moved past Toothless and got out of his chair, taking a couple steps closer to the two but not wanting to get in the middle of their fight, both literally and metaphorically. "Jack, uh you, uh, you don't have to do this. I-I'm fine, really."

"Yes I do," Jack answered, keeping his eyes fixed on Bunny's.

"Jack, i-it's okay."

"No, it's not."

"Really, I'm fine," he insisted. He refused to let things like that bother him like they used to. Sure the words hurt, but he could handle it on his own. Part of him didn't even care about what Bunny had said about him. Besides, he already knew it to be, in a way, true. "Listen to me, I'm fine. I'm okay."

"Well you shouldn't be!" Jack said, looking at Hiccup sternly. "And I'm not gonna just stand by," he looked back to Aster, "and let him say things like that about my friends."

Hiccup didn't know if it was the awkward situation, or what Jack had just said, but he could feel his cheeks getting redder.

Bunny watched Jack stand up for this kid with amusement, He didn't see how this kid could be that useful to them other than giving them useless information about the dragon, but regardless he knew he was the only one who felt that way. He turned to look Hiccup in the eyes as he spoke, "Fine. I'm sorry."

"Last I checked, Aster, apologies are supposed to sound heartfelt."

Hiccup couldn't take much more of this. "Apology accepted," he quickly stated, hoping that this would cease the annoying and unnecessary arguing over his feelings being hurt.

But North however knew that a simple apology wouldn't be enough to keep these two from going at the other's throats. He clapped his hands as he looked around the room with a big smile. "Okay everyone, I think it is time we take break."

"I thought we were on a break?" Jack asked, keeping his eyes focused on Bunny as he moved back to his seat.

"I mean break, break. Break from nightmares and dragons. There is drinks and snacks in the kitchen everyone. Of course you are all more than welcome to help yourself!" North took the initiative and started to make his way for the kitchen, hoping everyone would follow his example. However he was stopped by Sandy, who flew in front of him before he could even leave the carpet.

"Sounds lovely," Tooth said as she made her way for the kitchen, sighing in relief as Bunny moved alongside her.

Hiccup on the other hand had other plans. He watched Tooth and Bunny move towards the elevator, but only looked away before nodding towards the hallway that led to his room. "Whaddya say, bud? Back to our room?"

"Your room?" Jack asked, overhearing his friend as he followed Tooth and Bunny. He looked back and forth between his Guardian friends and the young Viking, almost immediately deciding Hiccup was more important. "What do you mean your room?" he asked as he moved closer.

Hiccup shrugged. "I'm just not really hungry is all."

"Hey, come on. Don't let the Pooka get to you. If you want I can hang out here with you and when North and Sandy are done talking, we can all go down together."

The Viking shook his head, smiling and hoping that Jack would take his denial as a polite one. "Thanks but I think I just need some alone time."

"Do you at least want me to bring you some food?" Jack pestered.

Hiccup had to give Jack credit. He wouldn't leave so easily, at least not before he knew that his friend would be okay. "Really. I'll be okay." He started walking for his room, Toothless in tow. "I'll catch up with you guys later, alright?"

Jack would have followed Hiccup. In fact he almost did, taking a step after the two and reaching out to grab his shoulder, but hesitated just a moment and found that the freckled teen's shoulder was out of reach. Perhaps it was for the best anyways. Anyways, Hiccup knew himself more than anyone else did. If alone time was what he needed then alone time is what he should have.

Watching Hiccup walk back to his room was, in a way, painful, but Jack still managed to fly over the railing and move down to the bottom level, Bunny and Tooth already making themselves comfortable in the small dining area adjacent to the kitchen. The room, which North only used for small gatherings like these and not grand feasts like the ones he would have every Christmas, wasn't very big, but it was big enough to hold all five of the Guardians should they be present. Counters and cupboards lined the walls, each with their own stock of plates, bowls, cups, and the like. There was a fridge on one side and a pantry on the other, both stocked with all of the Guardian's favorite kind of treats. And of course, there were several plates of cookies waiting for them on the countertops.

For Bunny, all he needed was a good carrot…or three. Tooth on the other hand was surprised to see a pot of green tea already waiting for her.

"Enjoying those carrots, rabbit?" Jack asked as Bunny practically shoved the first one in his mouth. The Pooka gave Jack no response, which he didn't mind. The Winter Spirit went to the fridge and grabbed a bottle of milk, popping it open and quickly drinking almost half of the bottle in one sip as he went to stand by Tooth, who sat opposite of Bunny. North was always a fan of the classic milk bottles and was sure to have plenty in stock.

"Enjoying that milk, Frosty?" Bunny asked.

"And his sense of humor finally reveals itself!" Jack exclaimed with a smile, opening his arms towards Bunny and looking to Tooth for any kind of assurance or at least a smile in response. He got the latter and felt accomplished.

The Guardian of Hope only rolled his eyes as he grabbed his second treat. "Oh I have a sense of humor, snowflake. I just know when to use it is all."

"I'm guessing that's whenever I'm not around?"

"Bingo," Bunny answered as he bit off half of the vegetable. "Usually when I'm around you I'm concentrating on not smacking that annoying little smile off of your face."

"Awww," Jack said as he leaned closer and propped his head up on the table. "You think my smile is annoying? I'm so flattered."

Bunny scoffed as he rolled his eyes and looked away from Jack, leaning back and folding his other arm across his chest.

"Remind me again why we're friends?"

"Because North says we have to be?" Bunny asked, a small smirk appearing after his little jest before he took another, smaller bite of his carrot.

"Sounds fair."

"You know," Tooth began after she took a sip of her tea, "I'm actually kind of glad that Hiccup friend of yours is here right now." She glanced at Bunny for a second, knowing how he disagreed but still feeling the need to express her own opinion.

Jack smiled as he moved off of the table. "You think so?"

"Absolutely," replied Tooth. "I mean, without him, I don't know if we would have been able to know anything about the dragons. And I don't know about you, but I'm glad I learned about how far those Nadder's can shoot their spikes."

"Not to mention that whole lava thing with the Gronckle's, right?" Jack asked.

Tooth nodded as she set her cup down on the table. "Exactly! He's taught me so much! I actually want to go back and see if he can teach us some more! Those creatures are just so…I don't know, exciting!"

"It really gets your blood pumping, huh?" Jack asked as Bunny stood up and moved for the fridge.

"I'll say! And I'm sorry but I have to say this; His teeth are so white! I mean they're not perfect, but for a Viking they're surprisingly clean!" Tooth couldn't help herself. She just had to vent about how clean Hiccup's teeth seemed to be. If there was one thing she didn't expect Viking's to be, it was clean.

"You'd be surprised," Jack stated. "Viking's, so I'm told anyways, actually care a lot about personal hygiene."

"Really?"

"Oh yeah. But, you know if you want, you can thank yours truly for giving you the chance to see those pearly whites of his." He leaned against the wall, arms folded as he went on, "After all, it was my idea to bring him here in the first place." He heard a small chuckle come from Bunny as he opened the fridge. He eyes the Pooka suspiciously. "Something funny?"

"Oh no," Bunny answered as he grabbed his own drink and closed the fridge. "I'm fine."

"Well I could have sworn I heard you laughing."

"Oh, you did."

"So what's funny?"

"Nothing."

"Obviously not."

"Okay, it's nothing that you need to concern yourself with. How about that?" Bunny sat back down in his seat as he opened his bottle and took a sip.

Bunny sighed, knowing that this would lead to another argument. But hey, Jack asked. So he might as well tell him. "Bringing the kid here was a mistake."

"I thought we went over that," Jack affirmed.

Bunny nodded as he set his bottle down on the wooden table. "Oh we did, we did. We never reached an agreement though."

Jack blinked in confusion, just staring at Bunny as he tried to make sense of what he meant. "Well I don't see how we're going to reach any kind of agreement here."

"Good. At least you realize it. Now," Bunny leaned closer, trying his best to sound sincere and honest as he spoke, "what you need to realize next, what both of you," he nodded to Tooth, "need to realize, is that the kid doesn't belong here."

"It's not like he's going to stay here forever, Bunny," Tooth assured. "Just until we know enough that we can handle our own against those beasts."

"We handled ourselves just fine against them last time. It wasn't the dragons we couldn't handle, Toothy, it was their numbers." Bunny tapped the table with his finger for emphasis, hoping that somehow Tooth and Jack would hear him out and at least consider what he had to say. "What we need to focus on is Sandy. We figure out how to help him, then we take care of those things the old fashioned way and end this thing before it gets worse than it already is."

Jack sighed before he pulled up a chair of his own, sitting beside Tooth as he carried on the conversation with Bunny. "So you don't think he taught us anything useful at all?"

The rabbit paused for a moment, looking away from Jack as he thought it over. "No, no I do think he taught us something. He wasn't completely useless don't get me wrong."

"He wasn't useless at all." Apparently Bunny didn't learn anything the last time he spoke like this, but at least this time he did it when Hiccup wasn't around to hear it. "Hiccup. Isn't. Useless."

Bunny took a quick glance at Tooth, who only shrugged her shoulders. "I'm with Jack on this one. This fight is between you two. You know how I feel," she said confidently.

"Listen, mate," Bunny said as he turned his attention back to Jack, "if you want to be friends with the Viking then that's fine. But he shouldn't be here. He needs to be back with his own people. He can't help us as much as you'd like to think."

"Why can't you just give him a chance?!"

"Jack!" Bunny slammed his fist on the table. "I don't want to argue with you! I'm just saying that the boy can't do anything to help us in the long run!"

"You don't know that!"

"It's not safe for him here!"

"It's not like Pitch knows he's here, Bunny! Why is it so hard for you to trust him? Is it because I think he's useful? Is that it? Is it because, what, I associate with him or something?"

"It's not that I don't trust him," Bunny said in a quitter tone than before. "It's the fact that I don't want him in harm's way. He's not like us. He can't protect himself in things got ugly, not like we can anyways."

Jack tried to calm down, at least now beginning to see why Bunny was so uncomfortable with having Hiccup at the pole. "Give him some credit. He's a lot smarter than you might think. Plus, in case you didn't see it, he's got a pretty powerful dragon by his side."

"Yeah?" Bunny asked. "And what's gonna happen to him if he gets caught without that dragon? Huh?"

Jack didn't have an answer this time.

"Mate, listen, he's useful if we want to learn about the dragons. And we have. I say we send him back home where he doesn't need to concern himself with this mess."

"There are still plenty of other dragons he hasn't talked to us about. Dragons that Pitch could find and collect for his army at any minute," Jack argued.

"Plus," Tooth added, "in a way, it's safer here than it is on that island. Think about it, Pitch doesn't know he's here, that island is out in the open, and by the time Pitch got to the island, who knows what would happen in the time it takes for the yeti's to come back and warn us?"

Bunny nodded in understanding. "I get that. I really do. I just…I think with him here, we're losing sight of what's important."

"Which is?" Jack prodded.

"Pitch," Bunny answered quickly. "We talked about it in there. We can fight those dragons all the live long day, but we can't do anything if they're stopping us from getting to Pitch. And he had a good idea about stealing one of his dragons, a good idea. But none of us know how to do it without Pitch knowin' 'bout it."

"Well what do you suggest we do?" Tooth asked. "It seems to me like you're not upset about Hiccup. You just have a problem with the fact that we can't think of a way to go and stop Pitch right now."

Bunny didn't know what to say. His mind was drawing a blank. He had no argument, no retort, no comeback, not even the slightest idea of how to respond to Tooth's statement that would aid his argument. He sighed as his head fell forward and banged against the table. The fairy had bested him.

"So, what?" Jack went on. "Is the Guardian of Hope losing hope or something?"

"Not yet he hasn't," Bunny assured, his head still lying on the table.

"We made the right decision trusting this kid, Bunny," Tooth said, reaching out and placing her hand over the Pooka's. "Don't start second guessing yourself now just because we haven't come up with an answer to the problem just yet."

Bunny looked up and smiled when he felt Tooth's hand against his own. His thumb rubbed against hers as he sat up and noticed Jack watching the two of them, smiling as he leaned back in his chair and propped his feet up on the table. "I'm sorry, mate," Bunny said sincerely. "I didn't mean to offend ya. My nerves just got the better of me, I guess."

"It's okay," Jack said with a nod. "Just know that the real guy you needed to apologize to was Hiccup. It's bad enough the poor guy is already homesick, we need to make him as comfortable and welcome here as possible."

Tooth nodded in understanding. "Can you guys do me a favor though?" Both of her friends looked at her. "Don't tell him what I said about his teeth. I'm pretty sure he's already taken back by everything that's happened. I don't wanna weird him out by gushing over his teeth."

"Eh, he'd probably get over it. I know from experience," Jack teased, getting a chuckle out of his teammates. He drank the last of his milk as he looked to the door, remembering that Hiccup was still all alone in his room. Though he knew he wanted to be alone, the least he could do was offer him a cookie or something. Besides, he couldn't just leave Hiccup by himself, even if he did have Toothless constantly by his side.

After everything that happened, Hiccup needed a friend. A good, close friend at that. He understood if he didn't want to be around the Guardians that much, considering the fact that they were technically strangers that were much more powerful than he could ever be in their own right. But he had known Jack for weeks now. Surely he'd understand if he popped by to check up on him. Hiccup needed him, and he needed Hiccup.

And besides, he'd much rather be goofing off and spending time with the Viking than discussing battle plans with the Guardians.

Just as North and Sandy entered the room, Jack tossed his bottle in the bin North had for old bottles and excused himself. "I'm gonna go check on Hiccup. He's had a pretty big day, figure he might need some company."

"Good boy, Jack," North said as he walked past Jack, patting his back and making him stumble forward. "And bring him cookie. Is not much, but it's something. The boy has to eat eventually."

Jack smiled as he nodded, not caring about the sore shoulder he might have later. He went to grab a couple cookies off the plate on the counter and noticed a plate of only snickerdoodle's. Of course, remembering what he had told Hiccup yesterday, he grabbed two of the pastries and walked out, flying just a couple feet above the ground and through the large doors to the kitchen.

He flew right up to the railing in front of Hiccup's door and sighed. If Hiccup didn't want to talk, then at least he would hopefully accept the treats. He flew closer and landed in front of the door, gently knocking before he called out, "Hiccup?"

A muffled "Come in," was heard.

Jack slowly opened the door, peeking just his head in to see if Hiccup was really okay before opening the door all the way. He found the Viking sitting on his bed, his back turned to the door and Toothless standing right in front of him, staring at his lap intently. "Hey," he said as he entered the room, leaving the door slightly open.

Hiccup looked over his shoulder and gave his friend a small smile. "Hey," he said as he pulled his sketchbook out of his lap and set it face up on the bed, turning around and scooting over to the other side of the mattress. "What's up?"

"Nothin'," the Guardians answered as he showed off the treats. "Just thought you might want a cookie or two."

"What flavor?"

"Snickerdoodle. I told ya, as long as you're here then you gotta try these. You'll really like 'em." Jack tossed one of the cookies to Hiccup, eagerly waiting for Hiccup's reaction to the sweet, cinnamon taste.

Hiccup caught the cookie in both hands, looking at it for a moment before he brought it to his lips. "And, uh, what do these taste like?" he asked.

"It's mostly sugar and this spice called cinnamon. They're pretty sweet but they have that little kick to them that really sells 'em. Trust me though, you're gonna wanna savor these. Don't just scarf them down." Jack set the other cookie on the bedside table, nodding towards the cookie in Hiccup's hand. "Well go on! Eat it!"

Hiccup smirked, finding amusement in Jack's eagerness to watch him eat a simple treat such as this. Still, he was pretty eager himself to find out what a snickerdoodle tasted like, or where the name snickerdoodle even came from for that matter. Taking a small bite of the cookie, his eyes almost immediately rolled back as the sweet flavor melted over his taste buds. The cookie was still the same as the last ones; crunchy on the outside yet soft and chewy on the inside. It was almost unfair that Berk hadn't made anything even remotely close to these pastries.

"Oh, Thor help me," Hiccup said after he swallowed his first bite. "You weren't kidding."

"Told ya!" Jack said with a small laugh, glad to see Hiccup enjoyed the cookie so much. "So? Best one right?"

Hiccup shook his head as he smirked before taking another small bite. "I don't know about that?"

"What?!"

"Yeah," Hiccup nodded. "I kinda liked that other one I had yesterday. The uh, uh," Hiccup snapped his fingers as he tried to remember which one it was. He snapped his fingers extra harshly and pointed to Jack when he remembered, "The lemon one! I liked that one a lot!"

"Really?" Jack could only shrug. "Ah well, to each his own I guess." He noticed the open sketchbook next, both pages completely blank. "Was I interrupting a little drawing session?"

Hiccup glanced down at the sketchbook, sighing as he shook his head, "Mmm, no," he said as he covered his mouth before swallowing his second bite of the cookie. "No, I wasn't drawing anything. I mean, I was trying to, but I didn't get anything started."

"Mind drawing a blank?"

"Like crazy!" Toothless moved to the foot of the bed, letting his head rest against the mattress as the two continued their conversation. "I was going to see if I could come up with any more ideas for you guys. About stopping Pitch anyways."

"Really?" Jack asked.

"Yeah, but my mind was drawing a blank. So I thought I would try to sketch something, maybe clear my head a little. But even then I can't come up with anything." He took another bite of his cookie before he pulled the sketchbook back onto his lap. "It's ridiculous."

Jack was glad to see that Hiccup's spirits weren't completely destroyed by what Bunny had said earlier. At least now, by the looks of it, Hiccup was still eager to help the Guardians in any way that he could. "Well at least you're still trying."

Hiccup scoffed, not sure if he could consider it 'trying' if he couldn't clear his thoughts long enough to come up with one simple thought. He tossed the book back onto the mattress, realizing he wasn't going to get anywhere anytime soon. "Yeah, sure, we'll call it that." He fell back against the mattress, groaning as his head bounced against the sheets. He covered his eyes with his palms as he whined, "I just can't clear my head is all!"

Jack smiled as he set his staff against the wall. "Well," he said as he leaned against the wall and folded his arms, one leg bent and letting his foot rest against the wall, "you could always talk about it."

"Huh?"

"You know, vent. Let off some steam. Tell me what's going on; just get it out of your system."

Hiccup shook his head. "I'm not so sure if that's really a good idea or not, Jack."

"Awh, come on!" Jack pestered. "I'm sure it's nothing, really."

"And I'm sure it is."

"All the more reason to actually talk about it. Who knows? Maybe you'll feel better afterwards." Jack would make it his mission not to leave the room while Hiccup was still upset about something. Then again, the Viking never did say that he was exactly upset at anything. But if his mind was as clouded as he said it was, he might as well try to help him clear it.

Still, Hiccup wouldn't be so easy to convince. "It's not that simple, Jack. You wouldn't get it."

"Is it about home?"

"What? No."

"Did Toothless go to the bathroom on the rug and you just didn't tell anyone and hope they'll never notice?"

Hiccup had to admit, that was kind of funny. He chuckled as he shook his head. "No. At least, I don't think he did." He looked to his four-legged companion. "You didn't do that, did you, bud?" Toothless huffed in response, seeming to be offended that Hiccup would even ask such a thing. "I'm gonna take that as a 'no', but I'm watching you."

With a smile, Jack shook his head and watched as the Night Fury huffed extra harshly at Hiccup, the breath pushing Hiccup's bangs out of the way. "Well if not home or the dragon then I'm drawing a blank of my own here," he lied. "You sure you don't wanna tell me?"

Maybe it was that he was in a better mood now that Jack was here, or maybe it was that part of him really did feel like talking about what was bothering him might help. Either way, Hiccup sat up, his hand running through his auburn hair as he looked away from Jack for a moment as he tried to collect his thoughts.

"It's just…" He had to take another moment, but Jack didn't mind. He would wait as long as he needed. Only a few seconds passed before Hiccup went on, "What Bunny said before…maybe he was right, you know?"

Jack bit his cheeks, not wanting to speak right away and cut off Hiccup, though he knew exactly where this was going. Obviously he would make Bunny apologize again to Hiccup, maybe even do more than that.

"I guess he just got to me. I mean, he's right in a way," Hiccup went on as he set his half-eaten cookie on the bed, still not looking at Jack as he twiddled his thumbs, feeling almost guilty that he let the Pooka get to him like he did. "I'm not doing that much here. I'm dragging you guys down."

"No you're not," Jack quickly interrupted.

"You say that but…I mean look at me." Hiccup looked at Jack, frowning as he bit his tongue and tried to keep himself from screaming. After all, he wasn't mad at Jack. Maybe he wasn't even mad at Bunny. Maybe he was just mad at himself. "I'm not doing anything to help you guys."

"You came up with that idea about taking the dragon, didn't you?" Jack pointed out.

But Hiccup was quick to dismiss the thought, chuckling as he nodded. "Yeah, and how exactly do you guys intend on carrying out that plan?"

Jack shook his head, wanting to move closer to Hiccup and hold him close but knew that the Viking needed his space. "We'll find a way. We always do." His foot slid down the wall and moved over his other leg, crossing them as he continued to try and make Hiccup feel better. "I mean, it won't be easy, sure. But we'd come up with something. I know we will."

"And if you don't? What good would I have been to you guys?"

"If I'm not mistaken, you did just use up half the day teaching us all that we needed to know when fighting those dragons. And there's still plenty more you have to teach us too." Jack glanced at the door, hoping that if anyone was out there eavesdropping on them, it would be the Guardian that started this whole mess.

"Jack, that's not good enough," Hiccup stated as he looked down at the floor. "I'm not good enough."

"Don't you dare say that!" Jack said, swiftly snapping his attention back to Hiccup.

Hiccup quickly shook his head as he looked up at Jack. "No, no I-I-I didn't mean like that. I don't think I'm pointless in life or anything, Jack. I'm just not good enough to help you guys. There's a difference," he pointed out. "I meant I'm not good enough for this. This place, you guys, I'm not fit for this kind of stuff. I mean, I'm just a mortal. You guys are these powerful immortal beings that, let's face it Jack, are way more powerful than I could ever hope to be. I just don't belong here."

Toothless cooed, trying to get Hiccup to feel better as he inched forward and hoped that Hiccup would pet him. Doing such always seemed to calm the Viking down somehow. But the Viking didn't even glance at the dragon, propping his head up as he sucked in his lips and let the silence consume the room for a moment, neither of the boys knowing what to say next.

"I just don't see how I can be that much help to you guys anymore. I mean, the dragons, sure, I can teach you guys about them. But what about Pitch? He's the guy you're going after and when it comes to him, I got nothing." He looked back at Jack, his eyes meeting the Guardians as he shook his head. "Nothing," he repeated with a shrug. "I got nothing. And if I can't help, then I should just leave."

The white-haired Guardian wasn't sure what to say, or better put, what to say first. He could think of several reasons that Hiccup needed to stay. One of which was because Jack wanted him to. He wanted him to be at the Pole where he was practically under constant surveillance, unable to be attacked by Pitch without someone besides Toothless to protect him. However, he felt that he needed to lead with his strongest argument first. "We really do need you here, Hiccup. We rely on you so much more than you think. North wouldn't have let you stay here if he thought you would just slow us down."

"Maybe," Hiccup said, reaching out to finally give Toothless the attention he had been asking for. As soon as his hand touched the Night Fury's snout, the dragon moved closer and began licking the Viking's head, getting a small giggle out of the Viking in response.

Jack's own smile started to return, absolutely loving the sound of Hiccup's laughter. It was music to his ears and even made his heart flutter when he saw the Viking in such a cute and adorable fashion. "You see? Even Toothless thinks you should stay."

"Maybe" Hiccup repeated.

Jack snapped his fingers, thinking of another idea he thought might sway Hiccup. "And you know what else? Your dad! Even he thought it was a good idea for you to come here and help us right? He thought you could make a difference being here, didn't he?"

Hiccup's smile slowly started to fade after that, remembering a small but very important realization he had a while ago. "My dad," he said as he leaned forward, letting his elbows rest on his knees as he buried his face in his hands. "My dad, the people, my village, all of it was under attack because of Pitch. Well who's to say he won't attack them again on that other island?"

"Well, we have those yeti's there keeping watch, remember?" Jack was quick to answer this question before it turned into another argument, not wanting Hiccup to lose his smile any longer than he already had.

"But what if they didn't make it?" Hiccup asked, looking at Jack and waiting to see what kind of answer he would have next. "Huh? What if Pitch stopped them from returning and he attacked the rest of them and none of us were able to help?"

"They can handle themselves, can't they?" Jack asked, knowing full well that they wouldn't last too long in a fight against Pitch without their help. "Besides, what could Pitch gain from attacking them when he already has every trained dragon you guys had in the village?"

"I don't know, sport?" Hiccup retorted. "It wouldn't surprise me if that was his reasoning."

Jack shook his head, unsure if Hiccup was truly thinking clearly. "And you being there would have made a difference?"

"Maybe! I have Toothless! I could have at least helped protect them somehow!"

"And what if he got Toothless, huh?" Jack asked, stepping away from the wall but not moving towards Hiccup. "What would happen if he had gotten Toothless and made his own Dark Night Fury's?"

"I don't know, Jack!" Hiccup exclaimed, burying his face back in his hands. "I don't know!" He kept himself calm and collect, taking in a deep breath as he wondered what Jack must be thinking of him right now. The son of the chief, the 'pride of Berk', reduced to this. He hated having Jack see him like this. He wasn't so upset that he felt like crying. He was upset in the way that he felt like screaming in frustration, maybe even throwing something against the wall. "I just want them to be safe."

Jack nodded in understanding. "They will be, Hiccup. We'll make sure they'll be fine. All of them. I promise."

"But what if something does happen to them, huh?" Hiccup asked, slowly looking back at Jack. "What if Pitch kidnaps them, or tortures them, or just blasts them off that island and just keeps playing this game with them as they hop from one island to another? Jack, I need to make sure that they're okay!"

Jack stepped closer for the first time since the argument began, never taking his eyes off of the freckled teen. "We can! We can go to the island real quick and see what's going on! We can ask the yeti's we sent too! We can check on them if you want!"

But Hiccup only shook his head in reply. "It's not the same. I'm not there with them to help if something goes wrong."

"Hiccup I don't want to hurt you but I don't think one dragon, no matter how powerful Toothless is, would make that much of a difference against Pitch and his army." Jack hated that he had to say it that way, but maybe it was what Hiccup needed to hear. It wasn't like he was the almighty savior of Berk. He was just one guy. While he could certainly make a difference on Berk, against Pitch and without the help of the Guardians, he'd probably just end up being another casualty.

The Viking sighed, still looking at Jack as he nodded, making up his mind. "I want to go back. Tomorrow. I want to tell you guys everything I can, and then I just want to go back home."

"You can't."

"Why not?"

"Because."

"That's not an answer."

"Because you can't!"

"Jack,"

"You can't go, Hiccup! We need you here! We need you so much and I don't see why you can't realize that!"

"I'm sorry, Jack," Hiccup apologized. "I really am, I just…I need to be sure. I can't help but feel like a burden among you guys. You're all so powerful and I'm just…you know, me. I mean, I'm not the worst Viking. I'm pretty awesome at what I do," he chuckled at his own joke, trying to force himself to cheer up, "but I mean compared to you guys, I'm just a guy with a dragon. I have no special powers. I might as well go somewhere where I'm useful. Don't take it personally, please. I just want to be somewhere where I know that I can help."

Jack could hear in Hiccup's voice how hurt he was. He felt like he didn't belong here when in actuality this was just as much of a home to him as Berk was. He just wished there was some way he could make him see that. Hiccup was needed here for several reasons. But most of all, though it may not have been his intent from the start, Jack wanted to make sure that Hiccup would be and stay safe. Jack had no idea what he would do if Hiccup got hurt, especially if it was at the hands of the Nightmare King.

The Guardian moved to the bed and grabbed Hiccup's shoulders, pulling him off of the mattress so that he didn't have to look down in order to stare into his emerald eyes.

"Hey, what're you-"

"Listen to me, Hiccup." Jack said, giving the Viking's shoulders a small squeeze. "You _need _to realize how valuable you are to us."

Hiccup sighed, finding this to be a bit ridiculous. "Jack, really, you don't need to-"

Again, he was interrupted. "No. I do. I'm not just gonna stand by and do nothing while you think of yourself like this. I don't want you thinking that you're not important here, Hiccup!" The Viking didn't say anything in response this time, figuring he might as well hear what Jack had to say. "Without you, we wouldn't stand a chance against those dragons! It would be an equal fight at best! If we were lucky! But with you here, with you teaching us this stuff about the dragons, we actually stand a chance of winning! We know their weaknesses and how to get the upper hand on them! You think I could teach all that stuff to those guys? Heck no! I'm pretty sure I didn't even remember half the stuff you taught us today."

Hiccup found himself getting lost in both Jack's words and his eyes. He could both hear and see the sincerity. It didn't matter what he said or what he did, Jack would always be there for him.

The Guardian went on, his thumbs rubbing over Hiccup's shoulder, which almost went unknown to even the Guardian himself. But once he realized he was doing it, he didn't want to stop. He wanted to hold Hiccup like this for as long as he could, hoping Hiccup didn't think too much on the gesture and instead focus on his words. "I told you, if they didn't think you were important then you wouldn't be here. Forget about what Bunny said earlier, I had a talk with him. He's just, believe it or not, kinda scared. He just wants what's best for us and what's best for you. He just has a funny way of showing it is all."

"You can say that again," Hiccup said, looking away from Jack for a moment, Bunny's words starting to echo in his ears.

Jack couldn't help himself. He tucked his hand under Hiccup's chin, turning his head so he could look back at him. If only there was some way he could show Hiccup how important he was to the rest of the Guardians; how important he was to him. "We need you here, Hiccup," was what Jack said next, and he hoped to end it at that, but he couldn't stop himself from continuing, "_I_ need you here."

Hiccup felt a small blush start to happen, though he prayed to the Gods that it wasn't an obvious one. He couldn't help it. Hearing Jack say such things like that made his chest hurt. He didn't know how to take it either. What did Jack mean by that? What was he even supposed to say in response? _'Thanks'_? _'I need you too'_? Although if he had to admit it aloud, he did feel the same.

Jack wanted more than ever before to lean closer and let his lips press softly against Hiccup's, to get lost in the moment of what would be their first kiss. But he knew he couldn't. He didn't know what hurt more, seeing Hiccup like this, or the fact he couldn't tell him how he really felt. Instead he pulled him into a soft hug, hoping to express his words this way.

Surprised by the sudden show of affection, Hiccup was motionless. At first he didn't know whether to push Jack away or accept the hug. Of course he slowly wrapped his thin arms around Jack, pulling him closer as he let his head rest against his shoulder. "I just worry about them, you know?"

"Don't," Jack replied, his hands starting to slowly move up and down Hiccup's back as he consoled him. "I'm sure they're fine. "

"But I can't _not_ worry about them," Hiccup clarified.

"I know," Jack nodded, one hand moving from Hiccup's back to softly cup his shoulder. He wished he could do more. He wished he could do so much more. But he had to stop himself. No matter how much he wanted to kiss the top of Hiccup's head, to know what that soft looking auburn hair felt like against his lips, he had to hold back. "But trust me, Hiccup," he went on as he gave the Viking another small squeeze, "you're helping them by being here."

"I'm scared, Jack," Hiccup admitted.

"What?"

"I'm scared. I know I shouldn't be, especially with Pitch, but I am. I'm scared." He adjusted himself, letting his forehead rest against Jack's shoulder. "Not for me, just for them."

"No, I-I understand." Jack moved his head back when Hiccup adjusted himself, looking right at the Viking as he spoke. "I get it, I do." His hand moved away from the brunet's back, hesitantly reaching for the back of his head and wanting to weave his fingers through the brown hair. Knowing it wasn't the best idea, he still ran his fingers through the back of Hiccup's locks. "Everything's gonna be okay, Hiccup. I promise you, I'm gonna make sure that everything turns out fine."

Hiccup pulled away from the hug in order to look at Jack, still keeping his arms around the other's torso. "That's kind of a big promise, Jack."

"Yeah, well, you know me. I aim to please."

The two smiled at one another, Jack's smile a toothy one where as Hiccup's was just a small smirk. Hiccup was engulfed in several emotions. Happiness, fear, sadness, worry, he didn't know what to do or what to say next. But with Jack, everything just made sense. With him there, it seemed like everything really would be fine. It was obvious that Jack cared to say the least. But how much he cared he didn't know.

But the way Jack talked to him, the way he looked at him…did he feel the same? Were his feelings that he had shut out all this time really reciprocated?

Jack nodded once more to the Viking, "You're gonna be fine, Hiccup. I promise." He used that word so much he was starting to worry what might happen if things didn't turn out alright in the end. Still, he had to at least try. For Hiccup.

As the two stepped away from each other, Hiccup's arms falling to his side while Jack's lingered for just a couple seconds more before doing the same. The Guardian couldn't help but chuckle nervously as he rubbed the back of his head. It was a close call to say the least, but he knew he made the right choice. He couldn't tell Hiccup how he felt or else risk making the relationship he already had with one of his closest friends and awkward one.

Hiccup on the other hand still was unsure what to do. It was starting to look like Jack felt the same way, but there was no way to be sure unless he asked him, and there was no way he was going to do that and blow whatever cover he may have. Still, the look in his eyes, the sincerity in his voice, surely Jack had to like him the same way he liked Jack, right? But he had to know. There was no way he couldn't know and not go crazy thinking about the what if's. Jack was right there, he might never get a chance again. But still, surely Jack must care about him in that special way.

"Are you gonna be okay?" Jack asked, still smiling at the Viking.

Not even a second passed after he spoke before Hiccup leaned closer, closed his eyes, and left a kiss on Jack's pale, cold cheek. It was quick, not lasting more than a few seconds. But it was all Hiccup needed. He pulled away and opened his eyes, immediately noticing Jack's smile had gone.

In its place was a half open jaw, Jack's eyes practically wide open and staring at Hiccup in shock and, from the looks of it, confusion. His heart might as well have stopped right then and there for a moment. He didn't even blink, he just stared at Hiccup, contemplating if what had just happened was even real. "Hiccup?" he asked as he touched his cheek. He could feel his heart beating against his chest. "What was that?"

The Viking was in shock too. He was shouting, even screaming at himself on the inside, wondering why he thought it was good idea to kiss Jack when clearly his feelings weren't the same. What had he done? He had just ruined everything! He was so stupid! _"What did I do? What did I do?!"_ he thought.

He shook his head as he spoke with a low and unsure voice, "I…I-I don't…" Hiccup made for the door glancing over his shoulder as he walked. "Come on, Toothless." The dragon was stumped, clearly seeing that Hiccup was upset over something. He thought he and Jack were good friends, maybe even more! Why was he all of a sudden just leaving like this? "Let's go!" Hiccup exclaimed, the dragon's ears perking up in surprise at the sudden change in the boy's tone. He slowly went after him, looking at Jack and giving him a small trill as if to say he was sorry for leaving him like this.

Jack did nothing but watch as the two left, wanting to run after them and grab Hiccup before he walked out that door. But he didn't. He didn't even say anything except a simple, "Hiccup," in order to try and keep the Viking from leaving so suddenly. But still the Viking went on with his Night Fury, leaving Jack alone with his thoughts.

What just happened? An obvious question but still what happened? Hiccup kissed him! Not on the lips but even then, he kissed his cheek! Did it mean Hiccup had feelings for him too? Was Jack too forward? Did he know Jack liked him and that's why he kissed his cheek? If so then how did he find out? And if that was the case, and he really did know of Jack's feelings for him, then why did he leave so suddenly? How long did Hiccup have these feelings? Why did he wait so long to share them? Why did he think kissing him was a good idea?

He sat on the edge of the bed, staring at the door in the hopes that Hiccup would return and answer his questions. In a way, he had gotten what he wanted. He got a kiss from Hiccup. And he couldn't feel any worse about it.

Meanwhile, Hiccup walked through the hallways, looking for any sign of North. There was no way he could be inside right now. He had to get out of the workshop. He had to get out of here. He had to leave.

No. No he couldn't leave for good. Jack was right, they did need him. There was still plenty to learn about the dragons, and it was his responsibility to teach them what he knew. But he still had to get out, even for just a little while so he could clear his mind. Flying, that's what he needed. He needed to fly Toothless. Hopefully North would be okay with it, because either way Hiccup was getting out of the workshop and getting some air, no matter how cold it was outside. Maybe he'd ask for an extra coat just to sway North's mind.

How? How could he have been so dumb? Obviously Jack wouldn't have feelings for him! Why would he? Hiccup was just one of the many people Jack had met in his long life. Surely there were way more important people out there! People that didn't just kiss their best friends out of the blue and think it was a good idea! He felt like an idiot for even beginning to think that Jack might actually return his feelings, he didn't even know if Jack swung that way! Regardless, he had to get out of the workshop and clear his head. Hiccup just needed time to collect his thoughts; and think over how stupid he could be to think that Jack Frost would ever like someone like him.

* * *

><p><strong>...What? I said it was soon, didn't I?<strong>


	23. Chapter 23

**Hello! Look at this! A chapter uploaded within a reasonable time frame?**

**What is this madness?!**

**Well anyways, I know the last chapter ended on kind of a big note so I think I'll spare you guys the chit-chat and just get to the good stuff. Oh, but I do want to give a small shoutout to faisyah865. Their comment in particular on the last chapter made me chuckle and I have a feeling they'll like this one, as will the rest of you guys hopefully! Enjoy!**

* * *

><p><strong>Chapter 23<strong>

Stupid. Ignorant. Selfish. Just a small handful of the names that went through Hiccup's mind as he flew around the pole. He needed to clear his head, but he just couldn't think straight. He thought that if he and Toothless went out and got some air, staying close to the workshop of course as per North's instructions, would help. Sadly, this wasn't the case. The only good thing that seemed to come out of this was Toothless finally being able to stretch out his wings.

He knew he would have to go back inside soon however. It was far too cold for him to stay out here long, even with the warm dragon underneath him.

He didn't say anything as they flew, and neither did Toothless. Of course, the dragon wasn't sure what to do for his friend. Clearly he was upset, but what could he do? This was a battle he had to face by himself. The most he could do was keep him warm and provide him as much comfort as he possibly could.

But Hiccup didn't want comfort. He wanted to scream. He wanted to scream and punch something and just lash out at, well, anything. This wasn't how things were supposed to happen. None of this was how he envisioned it. Aside from the more obvious dilemma with Pitch taking over his home and growing his own dragon army, he had hoped he would have been able to keep his feelings about Jack completely under control. But then he had to go and kiss Jack's cheek? What was he thinking? How could he ever think that it was a good idea?

He leaned down on his friend, burying his face in his arms and being silent for a few more moments before he just let it all out. Startling his companion, his screams did very little to relieve his stress, but he didn't know what else to do. Cry? Punch something? Tell Jack that it was all some kind of sick joke?

When he was done screaming, he continued to lie there, letting Toothless do all of the flying. But the Night Fury wasn't going to let the young Viking off of the hook so easily. He gave him a small coo, hoping to break him out of whatever trance he was lost in, but got no response.

Hiccup was still lost in thought. All he could think about was how stupid he was, and in a way, how stupid he was acting now. He couldn't run away from this problem by any means, but by Odin it was seeming more and more like the only option he had. He couldn't face Jack. At least, he could, but only if they both pretended like the kiss never happened. Even if it was just a kiss on the cheek, a kiss was a kiss. And it wasn't like it could be ignored either. This was definitely something they were going to have to talk about when they met again, no doubt about that.

Toothless cooed again, this time successfully getting the attention of the brunet, who slowly looked up at his friend and rubbed his eyes. "Hm?" he asked before he noticed the concern and worry in his friends eyes. He knew his friend wanted to help. The least he could do is try to put on a smile, right? He tried, but it was a small one. "I'm okay, bud," he lied, and Toothless knew it to be a lie right away.

He took the initiative and started to descend, flying for solid ground. Hiccup could have stopped him with one simple twitch of his foot, but didn't see a point. Toothless knew that he wasn't feeling okay and wanted to help Hiccup in any way that he could. Besides, not focusing on flying and just being lost in his own thoughts might do him some good.

But then again, it could also do the exact opposite.

He let Toothless land, the snow just covering the dragon's paws, and slowly hopped off of the dragon. He began pacing, his hands clenching tight handfuls of his hair as he tried to calm himself down. Toothless used his large wing to block the breeze from hitting Hiccup as he walked back and forth, his lips moving slightly as he started to think aloud.

"What am I going to do? What am I gonna do? What am I gonna do? What am I gonna do?" He stopped walking and turned to look at Toothless, hoping that somehow he might have some kind of advice for him, or at the very least give him some kind of idea. "What am I supposed to do, bud?"

The dragon cooed once more, not sure how to answer.

"I-I-I mean, I could just go apologize to him, right? But how do I know he'll forgive me? Would _I_ forgive me?" His hands slowly fell back to his side, limp as he tried to think of some kind of reasonable solution to this problem. "I mean, I guess I could give it a shot. But…it's not going to fix anything. Not really, is it?"

Toothless bumped his nose against Hiccup, trying his best to show his affection and support for him. He desperately wanted to let him know that things were going to be alright, but jumping on him and licking him didn't exactly seem like the best option.

Hiccup sighed as he continued to pace, spitting out idea after idea that even slightly seemed like it could work. "I can't really tell him it was a joke now can I? But I mean, maybe if I apologize he'll understand. I-I could tell him I was confused, or that I thought maybe he liked me back…" he stopped walking for a moment when he realized after hearing it out loud how ridiculous that idea actually sounded, "of course I thought he liked me back. Why else would I have done that?" He looked up at the workshop for a moment. "I wonder if he's told anyone about it."

Toothless shook his head. He knew Jack would be better than that.

Hiccup looked to his friend and smiled, a small bit of hope returning to him for just a brief moment. "Yeah. You're right. He wouldn't tell anyone something like that happened. But what else can I do except..." the thought of running away once again crept its way into his mind. Only this time, it was starting to seem more and more like a reasonable and good idea.

"What if I left?" he asked Toothless. "I mean, what if I just apologized to Jack about what happened, and then I just left."

Toothless couldn't believe what he was hearing. It was like Hiccup to give up, but he wasn't happy to hear him suggest such an idea. He glared at his friend before he let his wing smack the back of the Viking's head, who quickly glared back.

"What?" he asked as he rubbed his head. "What, it's true! I can't really do much else for the Guardians, now can I? And with everything going on back home, the Guardians needed to focus on Pitch, I just-I don't think I'm really needed here!"

Now Toothless was starting to see things from Hiccup's perspective. He wasn't running away or giving up. At least, not in his mind. In his mind, he was doing what he thought was right, what he always thought was right, and that was getting out of the way. He was feeling useless again. Even after everything he had done for the Guardians, he was starting to feel like his efforts didn't make a difference.

He had to cheer Hiccup up somehow, or at the very least try to get his mind off of such damaging ideas. He nudged him one more, giving him a small purr as he moved his wing closer to the Viking and pulling him into a tight hug. Hiccup of course with the large wing moving in close had no choice but to move close to his friend, leaning his back against the dragon as he was closed off.

He looked into Toothless' eyes, unsure of what to say next. "Thanks bud," he said at first, turning around so that he could give his friend a proper hug. The dragon felt a little bit relieved that his efforts had seemed to pay off. "I just don't know what to do. I feel like everything I do I just end up screwing up. It's like, no matter what I do, I just make a mess of things."

Toothless purred again, wondering if Hiccup, deep down, truly felt this way.

"I mean, I know I'm not completely worthless or anything. But…," he sighed heavily, "I don't know what I'm supposed to do. I've taught them everything they really need to know. I've screwed up things with Jack. I think it's best we just go home, bud." He wondered what he might tell Stoick once he returned to the island. Things went faster than expected? The Guardians came up with another idea and no longer had any use for him? He couldn't tell his dad the truth, obviously, but no better idea was coming to mind.

"Do you think they're okay?" he asked Toothless. "Everyone, on that island, do you think something's happened to them?" The Night Fury shook his head. "Those yeti things are still there, but what if we couldn't get there in time? I'm not much, but you and I, we could definitely do something to help, right?" Again, the dragon purred.

It seemed entirely possible and even likely. While all the Viking's and dragons were regrouping, Pitch could sneak on to the island and take them all by surprise with his own army. They were barely able to beat him last time. Without the help from the Guardians, it seemed unlikely that the people of Berk alone could win in a fight against the Nightmare King.

"We have to go back Toothless. Not just for us, but for them, too," said Hiccup. Trying to convince the Guardians, namely North and Jack, seemed like the hardest thing he would have to do in order to get home. No doubt they would put up the most fight and try to argue that Hiccup needed to stay. That is, if Jack would even want to speak with him.

He shook his head as he tried to convince himself that he needed to think better of Jack. After all the time he had spent with the Winter Spirit, he never saw any signs that he would think less of Hiccup just fir a little mistake. But then again, this was no 'little mistake'. This mistake had the potential to ruin their friendship. Of course there was the chance that Jack would forgive him and forget the whole thing ever happened, but the exact opposite was also just as possible. If he had to be honest with himself, he didn't know which was the more likely of the two options and he didn't even know which one he would prefer. Jack wouldn't return the feelings though. That one he was certain of.

"Come on bud," he said as he gave his friend a few friendly pats on his side before he mounted the dragon. "Let's go ahead and go back to the shop. We might as well get this over with." Hiccup adjusted his foot in the stirrup, waiting for Toothless to take off…and continued waiting for just a few more seconds than he had anticipated. He looked down at his friend and noticed him staring off into the nothing-ness of the snowy terrain. "Toothless?" he asked.

The dragon's ears suddenly perked up as he continued to stare at nothing. The Viking tried to focus on whatever it was Toothless could be hearing, but heard nothing. "Toothless?" he asked again. "What is it?" The dragon gave no response.

Before Hiccup could ask again, he started to hear it. At first he thought it was maybe Toothless' own paws shuffling around in the snow. But then he realized the sound was farther away. In fact, they sounded more rapid. Like something with tiny feet was running as fast as it could. The Night Fury growled a little as his stare turned into a glare, his brows furrowing as his snarl showed off his teeth.

Hiccup ran his hand along the dragon's neck, attempting to calm him down somehow. "Easy there, bud. I think I hear it too." He tried to find whatever it was that was making the sound. Of course it could just be nothing for him to really worry about, but whatever it was that was making the sound sure had Toothless uneasy.

The Night Fury took a careful and cautious step forward, his eyes glaring at what appeared to be nothing, but both of them knew that this wasn't the case. Hiccup surely thought that he and Toothless were just hearing things at this point. He wasn't exactly familiar with this terrain; perhaps there was some kind of animal out there. Their best bet seemed to be going back to the shop and leaving while they still could.

And they would have, had they not seen the black figure start to slowly rise up from the snow.

It was small, waving through the air as if it was made of smoke, and stood up in the form of a long oval. Toothless growled at the peculiar sight, but Hiccup was more frightened than he would have liked to admit. He wanted to leave, but it was like watching a boat start to sink in the harbor, he just couldn't look away from it. Although, part of that had to do with the fact that he was worried if he looked away from this…thing that something might happen.

As if this smokey substance had read his mind, two holes started to open at the top, circles of different sizes that had a yellow glow to them. A thin line started to open underneath the eyes as two long arms started to peel off of its side. A hiss, almost a howl, started to protrude from the creature as the arms started to unravel, revealing large and elongated fingers, all sharp and ready to cut and slice anything that this creature saw fit.

"Toothless," Hiccup said uneasily. He could run, but he couldn't just leave this…thing, out here. But it seemed to be tempting them, like it wanted some kind of chase. All it did was stand, or more like float there. It watched the two of them, a slow and steady hiss escaping from it as if it was one long and continuous breath. Its fingers twitched slightly. It seemed to be itching for them to make the first move.

Hiccup tried to think every possible outcome over. Toothless was fast, and not to mention his blasts were equally powerful. This wouldn't make up for his mess that he had caused back at the workshop with Jack, but this might give him reason enough to want to leave. He gave Toothless a small pat on his back, silently letting him know that he could take the shot whenever he was ready.

And Toothless didn't hold back. This creature didn't seem pleasant even for a second. He took the shot the moment Hiccup was done giving him the small tap, the blast hitting the creature in an instant.

Hiccup covered his eyes with his arm as he looked away from the bright blast, feeling a small sense of relief. Whatever this creature was, it didn't know who it was messing with.

His relief was short lived however when he looked back to the spot where the creature once stood and saw a crater in the snow, and a small swirling black spot right off to the side of it. Just like before, the creature started to rise from the snow, this time baring its claws at the duo as if he was getting ready to pounce and attack.

But Toothless was faster and soon fired another blast before he took off, flying twenty feet in the air as he roared at the creature.

Hiccup didn't know what to do now. But whatever this thing was, he knew he couldn't just let it stay loose out here. He had to get rid of it. "Finish it, Toothless!" he said before the dragon fired another blast, which the demented figure just as easily evaded. It seemed to move faster than Hiccup could snap his fingers. Yet it did nothing to fight back. All it did was slowly move away, and then some to a halt as if he was waiting for something.

Toothless growled before he fired again, and again, and again, each time this creature would move farther and farther away, until it started to move like a snake over the snow. It slithered quickly, using its long claws to help it move through the snowy ground. Toothless followed it, knowing too that it shouldn't be allowed to stay out here. Besides, if there were more, they should be dealt with too. The only problem was that this thing never once seemed to take the hit. But both Hiccup and Toothless were determined. They chased the creature every which way it turned.

Hiccup griped the reins on Toothless tightly, his jaw clenched as tried to help his friend get a clear shot at this thing. Every now and then this thing would flash its claws, but never did it attack. It only showed them off before quickly trying to evade Toothless' next attack.

It wasn't long before the chase led them all to a cliff, a small rock just feet from the edge and the workshop just ahead of the two as the cornered the creature.

"Do it, Toothless!" Hiccup shouted as the creature ducked behind the rock, a cry escaping it before it vanished from their sights.

But Hiccup and Toothless wouldn't give up so easily. Toothless readied himself to blast away the rock, until he saw the creature start to rise again. Only this time, it got taller, and taller, and taller, until it took a slender form. Its claws had disappeared, its form took on a real and physical shape, and hair seemed to sprout from its head.

"Oh no," said Hiccup as he realized who he was now facing.

"Well hello," said Pitch as he held his hands behind his back.

Hiccup should have seen this coming. That creature, now thinking back to it, had the very essence of Pitch. How could he have been so blind and foolish to not see that that thing was working for, or even a part of Pitch? One thing was for certain though: he had obviously been led into some kind of trap. Whatever was going on right now was exactly what Pitch wanted to happen. He needed to think his way out of here, and fast. Whatever it was that Pitch wanted, Hiccup knew he couldn't let him have.

"And what brings you out here in the cold?" Pitch asked.

"Oh, are you actually curious? Or are you just trying to create small talk before you try to pull some cheap move?" retorted Hiccup.

The Nightmare King grinned as he let out a small and almost unnoticeable chuckle. "A little bit of both. Why?" He leaned in a little bit closer. "Does that bother you?"

"I don't like not knowing what's going on," Hiccup answered as Toothless let out a deep and vicious growl. "And in case you haven't yet realized it, neither does my dragon."

Pitch eyed the Night Fury gleefully, as if he was waiting for some kind of foolish attack just like his Fearling had. "To each their own, I suppose."

"How thoughtful of you," Hiccup said before he gave a small tap of his foot against Toothless' side, letting the dragon know that they needed to get out of there, and fast. The Night Fury heeded Hiccup's warning and roared ferociously before blasting at the Boogeyman's feet and trying to take off.

However, Pitch almost effortlessly raised a wall of his dark dreamsand in front of him, blocking the attack and only sending him back just a few feet, sliding along the snow and just barely coming close to the edge of the cliff. He was always the man of strategy and knew this attack plan far too well. So typical and common he saw it coming the moment the dragon let out its first growl. With a sharp and quick wave of his arm, sand emerged from his cloak and swiped at the Night Fury, clipping its wing and sending him down.

Toothless landed on his side, trying his best not to land on his back and end up crushing Hiccup. But the young Viking unclipped himself from the saddle and quickly tried to stand up. He should have known. Such an evasive maneuver would do nothing against Pitch. He had to really think this through. It was worth a shot, though. "Toothless?" he called out over his shoulder as he stepped in front of the Night Fury, watching Pitch as he stepped just a few steps closer to the two of them. "How ya feelin' bud? Can you stand?" The dragon shook his head as he stood on all fours and jumped in front of Hiccup, wrapping himself around the Viking and showing off his large and sharp teeth to try and ward off Pitch as best he could. He felt sore, but he could still fight.

Pitch held up both of his hands, rolling his eyes with a scoff despite the fact he seemed to be a bit on the defensive side. "Oh, will you two relax? I didn't come here to harm either of you."

"Yeah, Hiccup said with a nod, "uh-huh, and I'm pretty sure you said the same thing back on Berk."

"If I recall correctly, I did give you all the chance to turn around and leave avoid that whole thing. Such a fight like that would have been easily avoided if you all had just listened to me. But no, sadly you all had to be bold and think you could have the upper hand against me."

"We're Vikings," Hiccup stated as-a-matter-of-fact-ly. "Did you seriously expect us to just turn around and let you take our home?"

"I was hoping for it, yes."

"Not gonna happen."

"Actually, it already did." Pitch pointed to the young Viking before continuing, "And, might I ask before we insist on this small talk any further, is there any particular reason that you're out here with hardly any proper clothing on? I'm not sure if you've realized it quite yet, but I do believe it's at least forty below out here."

Hiccup nodded towards Toothless. "Dragon skin. Keeps me warm. Besides, I'm used to the cold."

"Well being on that dreadful island for as long as you have, and not to mention somehow being able to see and talk to Frost, I can imagine how the cold wouldn't really get on your nerves," Pitch admitted.

Hiccup was beginning to grow more curious than worried. He thought Pitch would have tried to make some sort of move by now, but instead all he was doing was chatting with the young Viking. What was he hoping to accomplish simply by talking to him? "You wouldn't mind if I asked you what it is you're doing here, would you?"

Pitch shrugged as he shook his head. "Oh, I just came to say 'hello' is all. I thought it best we try to catch up. Do tell me, how are those Guardians treating you, hm? Fair, I hope."

"As if they would treat me any differently," Hiccup pointed out. "And you know what, it's really none of your business!"

"That's why I tend to _make_ it my business, boy," Pitch responded.

"Whatever," Hiccup scoffed before he started to mount Toothless, feeling much safer on the back of his dragon than just standing there, even with the Night Fury's massive head and sharp claws guarding him.

"It's a shame though," Pitch said as he noticed Hiccup starting to mount the dragon. "You, leaving your friends and family behind like that."

Hiccup stopped and froze for a moment, barely on the saddle as he listened intensely on what Pitch had to say next, all of his attention focused on the tall man the second he mentioned the people he left behind.

"I can't imagine what was going on through that little mind of yours," Pitch added. "Tell me, what made you think that it was a good idea to leave them in such a time like this? I mean, after all, I would assume that they would need all the help that they can get, right?" Pitch smirked just a tad as he stared at the boy, knowing that just the mention of his family and friends would be enough to get him to stay just a little bit longer. All it took was pushing the right buttons.

Hiccup could see through this ruse that Pitch was trying to pull and tried not to let it get to him. Had he really done something to his people, he would have heard about it by now, surely.

"I mean, after all, who's to say that nothing's happened to them right now while you were away, hm?"

Hiccup turned and glared at Pitch, moving away from the saddle, his fists clenching as he tried to tell himself that this was all some sort of trick. "If you laid even one finger on them, I swear to Odin I'll make you-"

Pitch scoffed, interrupting the boy's 'dramatic' threat. "Oh spare me your theatrics, please. It's not like you could do me any harm even if you tried. And if it eases your little heart to know such a thing then no, I haven't done anything to harm them."

"But you know where they are," Hiccup pointed out. "How?"

"How could I not?" Pitch thought the answer to that question was rather obvious. "All those new believers and you think I wouldn't be able to tell where they were? I can sense fear; especially the fear of something that I myself created. All it took was a little concentration and a little search and wa-lah! It took no real effort, I can assure you."

Toothless growled again at the Nightmare King. He didn't like what he was hearing, mostly because he thought there was no way that they could or even should trust Pitch for a second. He had the power to wipe them all out with just a snap of his fingers. Why toy with them like this, even if for some kind of sport?

"What makes you think I'm just going to trust someone as cruel and backstabbing as you?" asked Hiccup.

Pitch shrugged and gestured towards the workshop. "Go speak to the jolly fat man if you must! Get him to take you back to your precious island and see for yourself! I'm not going to harm any of them."

Hiccup rolled his eyes, unfazed by Pitch's retort. "You'll have to forgive me for finding that completely unbelievable."

Pitch could understand the boy's wariness, but of course it wasn't the real issue here. "I promise you that unless your people make the first move, I won't harm any of them. They shall all be left alone. I may not exactly be well-liked, but I'd like to think that I'm good at keeping my promises. And look!" He showed off his hands to Hiccup, mockingly turning them around so he could see the front and back of them. "My fingers aren't crossed!"

"I'm not blind," spat Hiccup. "I just can't and don't want to believe you."

"Suit yourself," Pitch said with a shrug.

Hiccup would have tried to leave again right then, but a curious thought made him want to stay. Maybe if he kept Pitch talking, he could find something out. Maybe he could use it to help the Guardians in their fight against him. But Pitch was clever. He would be very careful with his words. Hiccup had to be careful not to put himself in any more danger than he was already in. "How did you find me?"

The Boogeyman sighed. "I feel like I'm talking to a child here. What is it with you and all of the unnecessary questions?"

"Call me curious," Hiccup answered. "How did you find me?" he repeated.

Pitch rolled his eyes, accepting the fact that Hiccup wouldn't drop the subject any time soon. "Well naturally you should have known that you and your people couldn't hide from me forever."

"What's that supposed to mean?" Hiccup interrupted.

"It means," Pitch went on, giving Hiccup a small glare as he hoped Hiccup would at least wait until the end of his story before he started asking questions again, "that someone like me just doesn't get as many believers as he did and not be able to sense where that belief and all that fear is. All it took was a little concentration and focus, some patience, and wha-la! I found you all."

Now Hiccup was really worried. Pitch had found them. Or better put, he had never really lost them. They would always be under his watch, no matter where they moved. "So, let me guess, you sensed I went from the Archipelago all the way to this ice-land, right?"

Pitch shook his head. "As a matter of fact, no." he took a careful and small step closer to the boy, ignoring the dangerous and protective growl emanating from the dragon. "You see, it wasn't like I could just walk around that island to check on you all. I hate to start another useless battle. So I merely watched from the shadows; keeping my distance from everyone. I," he let out a small laugh, "I must admit though, it was rather difficult to just watch you people try to think of ways to come back home. Almost everyone was talking of ways they might try to get the upper hand on me and not one of them, even if I hadn't have known of them, none of them would have even come close to being successful." He held up a finger, as if to make his next point very clear. "But then, I noticed something. I noticed the one black dragon on the entire island, was nowhere to be found. In fact, neither was his rider."

Hiccup felt his heart skip a beat. Was Pitch actively seeking him out? What good could he do for Pitch? Pitch had never once even spoken to him. Why would he go through all this trouble just to find him?

"Naturally," Pitch went on, "I wondered where you might have run off too. I was stupid to assume that you had just flown off somewhere. So I tried to think of anything that might give me a clue as to where you had run off to. It took me a while, but I finally figured it out." He held his hands behind his back. "You see, I had in fact seen you before on that island. You and your friends were getting rather comfortable, or at least trying to. And you know who else I spotted near you, talking to you as if you two were close friends? None other than Frost himself."

Hiccup let out a small, almost inaudible gasp. Pitch not only knew where he and his people had taken refuge, but he was watching him. He could have been just a few feet behind Hiccup and neither he nor Jack would have known. It made him wonder what else he saw, or what else he knew.

"But I paid the two of you no mind at first. Whether or not Jack has any believers is none of my business, at least not now anyways. In fact, when I saw that the two of you seemed to have a pretty close friendship, I made the assumption that you were the one he was talking to back on Berk."

"You…you were watching us? On Berk?" Hiccup asked.

"Well," Pitch shrugged, "not all the time you see. Just during that little skirmish we had just the other day. I noticed he left and was kneeling down to talk to someone, but I didn't see who. It would make sense for me to assume that it was-"

"You know you should never assume anything," Hiccup stated. "You never know anything unless you try to find the facts."

Pitch groaned, his head falling back at the sight of Hiccup's boastful attitude. "Oh don't act so high and mighty. Everyone assumes things; as do you I'm sure. Don't-don't try to act like you're more clever than me just because I make an assumption and it might have been false, don't think you have some kind of upper hand here, Viking."

Toothless was itching to get out of here. He had a clear shot at Pitch and even if he might block his attack again, it could still give him enough cover to try to grab Hiccup and get out of there while they still could.

"That still doesn't explain how you found me," said Hiccup.

"Well of course when I didn't find you I looked all over that island as best I could. It wasn't until I remembered that I saw you with Frost that I thought you might be with him. And where else would he be but with his Guardian friends right here in their own little headquarters?"

Hiccup looked at Toothless, unsure if he was really understanding Pitch correctly. "So…you found me and Toothless…based off of a hunch?"

Pitch snapped his fingers before pointing to Hiccup. "And a very clever hunch at that I must add, seeing as how I was right. See? Assumptions aren't so bad after all now are they?"

Hiccup rolled his eyes for what felt like the hundredth time at Pitch. And Pitch thought he was the one being sanctimonious. "Fine. So now what?" he asked. "You found us. So what's the next move in this big plan of yours?"

Pitch shook his head, pursing his lips as he thought everything over. "Nothing much, really. I just take what I need and I'll be on my way. Nothing more and absolutely nothing less." Pitch looked directly at Hiccup, a devious and almost unsettling smile spreading across his face. As a small chuckle escaped him, he seemed to look as if he knew exactly how this would play out. Hiccup would try to escape, but it would be no good and Pitch would sooner or later, but more than likely sooner, catch up with him and capture him.

Hiccup still didn't know what he could possibly do for Pitch. It's not like he knew about his extensive dragon knowledge, unless he heard overheard that part of his and Jack's conversation. Hiccup nervously laughed at the situation he was in, trying his best to seem calm and collect as he turned around and ran his hand through his hair, sneaking a few steps close to Toothless' saddle when he would get the chance to make a break for it. "So, what? You just expect me to go willingly?"

Pitch paused for a moment, looking at Hiccup curiously before he let out another, much louder chuckle. "Oh my-my dear boy, who said anything about coming for _you_?"

"What?" asked Hiccup.

"Please. Do you really think I'd come all this way just for someone as weak and meaningless as yourself?"

Pitch's words stung more than Hiccup would have liked to admit, but he tried not to let them get to him. Pitch didn't really know him. He was just saying whatever he could to get under Hiccup's skin. "Well, to be honest, it seemed like something you would do."

"Maybe someday," Pitch answered with a grin. "But not today."

Hiccup's patience was starting to grow thin. "Fine. Then why did you come all this way out here? Huh?"

Pitch's grin stayed present, his eyes moving from Hiccup to his four-legged friend standing right beside him.

Hiccup followed his gaze, his eyes growing wide and his jaw dropping slightly when he realized what Pitch's plan really was.

"He's the only one I didn't manage to grab during that fight," Pitch explained.

Hiccup could feel his heart beating against his chest. First, he couldn't understand how he could have been so blond to something so blatantly obvious. Pitch knew nothing about him, but he knew plenty about the firepower of Toothless, and that was all he needed to know. If he had his own Night Fury's in his army then he would be unstoppable. Second, he knew for a fact that he had to leave, and he had to do it now. Maybe if he called for help then he and Toothless could get away. But there's no way North could hear him shouting from this far away from the Workshop. He would just have to fly as fast as he could and hope Pitch didn't get the better of them. And if he did, well, then he and Toothless would just have to fight their way out as best as they could.

"So, what? You just expect me to just look the other way and let you take my dragon for this army of yours?" asked Hiccup.

Pitch chuckled yet again, the boy never ceasing to amuse him. "What? No, no, no, of course not." He sighed, calming himself down from his laughter as he stepped close and closer to the two. "Why on Earth would I make you look the other way when I claim him as my own?"

All it took was one more step closer towards the Viking and his dragon before Toothless had had enough. He fired at Pitch, giving Hiccup the opportunity to jump on his back and get out of there. Of course Pitch blocked the attack just like he did the last, but it was still plenty of time for the two to make the escape.

"Come on, bud! We gotta go! NOW!" Hiccup shouted as Toothless took to the air, flying as fast as he could and heading straight for the Workshop.

Pitch watched the two fly off. "Oh! Leaving so soon?" Pitch said as sand collected under his feet. "No matter," he said to himself as he started to rise slowly off of the ground. "I've always loved a good chase." With that, he shot into the air, flying after the companions with a devious laugh. He knew exactly where they would be going and knew just how to cut them off. All it took was a flick of his wrist for sand to shoot out of his cloak and swipe in front of Hiccup and his pet, effectively blocking their path for the Workshop's safe haven.

"No!" Hiccup shouted as he looked over his shoulder just in time to see Pitch get closer. "Fly, Toothless! FLY!"

Toothless understood the severity of this situation, but was more focused on keeping Hiccup safe than he was himself. He looped through the air and dived towards the ground, pulling up just in time and flying just a few feet over the snow. He roared as he looked over his own shoulder to see what Pitch's next move would be.

The Nightmare King never once lost his smile. He knew this game was his; there was no conceivable way he could lose. So long as he kept those two away from the Guardians, then the Night Fury was his, and by extension, his entire plan. He gets the dragon, he wins it all. That much he knew was certain. He sent more sand at the two, each attack being evaded at the last second.

Hiccup never took his eyes off of Pitch, only adjusting Toothless' tail when he felt him start to make the turns. "Left! Right! Right! Slow! Left!" He shouted over and over again, knowing exactly what to do having practiced situations like this before. Toothless took to the air and flew to the right. "Toothless no! He's too powerful! We have to get back to North!" But the dragon didn't listen; instead he turned around and flew straight for Pitch, glaring at the Immortal with a snarl, showing off all of his teeth. "Toothless?!"

Pitch laughed once more before sending two consecutive attacks towards the two of them.

But Toothless knew what he was doing. Waiting until the last moment, something he knew Hiccup would get onto him for later, he fired at the dark sand. Pitch's attack exploded in a burst of bright purple and black sparks in front of them, Toothless flying right through the now harmless sand and firing another attack at Pitch the second he got a clear shot.

Pitch had no time to properly defend himself and was struck. He made a wall in front of him just in time, but it wasn't strong enough and upon the impact was sent back, flying through the air before he started to fall.

"HA!" Hiccup shouted. "Nice one, bud!" Toothless hovered for a moment, happily and mockingly giving a small trill. He turned and tried to find the Workshop, flying right for it when he found it. "Let's get out of here quick, Toothless."

Toothless flew fast, eager to get out of there and get Hiccup somewhere safe. Hiccup didn't know what to do now. His mind was still racing with everything that had happened in just the past hour alone. First Jack, and now Pitch, could nothing go right today? He knew he had to tell North about this, but still he had to go home.

Could he? Was home even the best idea? It couldn't be. Pitch knew where the island was and knew Hiccup would go there, and therefore he could attack again and make sure he didn't lose his prize this time. He gripped the reins tightly. He couldn't leave, but he couldn't stay at the Pole, so what was he supposed to do? He shook his head, trying to focus himself on the task at hand. One step at a time, that's all he needed to think about right now. And right now, all he needed to worry about was Pitch. He looked over his shoulder, worrying that the Nightmare King might still be following them. But he saw nothing, much to his surprise and relief. "We're okay," he said to his friend, giving him a small pat. "We're okay."

"I wouldn't go _that_ far," said Pitch as he flew under Toothless' belly. Both Hiccup and Toothless looked down just in time to see the Boogeyman, flying on his back, give them a small wave and a smile and say, "Remember me?" before quickly waved his left hand and sent a small attack of sand at Toothless' large wing.

But that small attack was all that was needed. The Night Fury was sent spiraling, roaring in both fear and anger as he tried to steady himself. But it was no good. The dragon was heading for the ground, and his rider right on top of him too. Toothless landed on his belly but eventually, and unfortunately for Hiccup, rolled over onto his back, crushing Hiccup under his weight as they came to a slow halt on the snow. The young Viking didn't get the full extent of the impact, but he did have the weight of Night Fury on top of him.

"TOOTHLESS!" Hiccup shouted as he unclipped his leg and tried to pull himself out from underneath him. This would definitely leave a mark or two. He looked at his fallen friend, seeing that he was still breathing but that his eyes were closed and his mouth slightly open. He held his side as he tried to push Toothless over. "Come on, Toothless! Come on, bud! We gotta go!" But Toothless' eyes stayed closed. "Toothless! Wake up! We gotta go, now!"

Toothless' eyes slowly opened, but only halfway. He looked at Hiccup with regret. He failed. He knew he couldn't outrun Pitch now, especially after that hit. But he'd give a good fight first before he gave up. He cooed to Hiccup, trying his best to roll over and situate himself. He looked at Hiccup apologetically, knowing that Hiccup was hurt because of him.

"You're okay, Toothless. We just gotta go, we gotta go now," Hiccup said as he tried to help his friend stand up. He was panicking, and rightfully so. They were sitting ducks now, but he knew the dragon wouldn't let himself give up. Because of that, Hiccup wouldn't give up on him either. "We gotta hurry, bud," Hiccup said right before Toothless' legs gave out and he fell down. The fall was a nasty one, not one he could easily shake off. His head was sore, but he tried to ignore the pain and stand up again. He successfully stood up on his front legs, slowly lifting his rear up in order for Hiccup to mount him.

"Good job, bud. Good job!" Hiccup said as he went to mount Toothless, but didn't even get on the saddle before he heard Pitch's laughter. He looked over just in time to see the Nightmare King land in front of Toothless, with quite a bit of walking space between them. Hiccup realized Jack was right; Pitch always did have a bit of a weak spot for dramatics.

Toothless, despite how weak he was from the fall, would not let Hiccup get hurt. He tried to stand in front of Hiccup, doing his best to growl menacingly at the approaching foe. But as he tried his best to appear stronger than he truly was, his legs started to give out. His front legs started to collapse under him, showing off to Pitch how he was in no real shape to fight back.

Hiccup took the initiative and stepped in front of Toothless. It was his turn to protect his friend now.

"Oh, now I'm truly terrified," mocked Pitch.

"If you want him, you'll have to get through me," warned Hiccup.

"Not your best choice of words," Pitch commented. "You act as if getting through you would require effort."

"You'll find I'm full of surprises."

"I never really liked surprises."

"All the more reason, then." Knowing the odds were stacked against him, Hiccup ran for Pitch, his fists clenched tight as he swung punch after punch at the taller man. Of course Pitch merely stepped to the side after each blow, avoiding any hit that Hiccup threw at him. "You're not taking Toothless!" Hiccup shouted. But Pitch said nothing and only reached out to grab Hiccup's head and shove him aside, practically throwing him to the ground.

"You're just making yourself look pathetic, boy," said Pitch as he stepped closer to Toothless. The dragon snarled at Pitch, ready to fire at him again. But before he could, Pitch snapped his fingers and, almost instantly afterwards, his sand wrapped itself around the dragon, clamping him to the ground and holding him still. His tail, paws, neck, and jaw were all forced against the ground, immobilizing the animal and preventing him from doing any harm to Pitch. "Your willpower is commendable, I'll give you that."

Hiccup was frozen. There was nothing he could do now. Pitch had Toothless, and just like that, he had won not just this fight, but maybe the whole war. He could only watch as he friend looked up at Pitch, all the strength he had focused on breaking free of his harness. He couldn't just stand by and let Pitch take his friend. He had to do something. Why couldn't he move?

"I think you'll make a fine addition to my ranks," Pitch said before he raised his right hand, ready to snap his fingers and begin the scanning process.

"NO!" Hiccup shouted, his legs finally cooperating as he ran for Pitch, his heart beating with adrenaline. He refused to let Pitch win so long as he could move. He ran to Pitch, wrapping his arms around him as he tackled him to the ground and away from Toothless. He landed on top of Pitch, trying his best to pin him down as he looked over his shoulder in order to call out to his friend. "Come on, Toothless! You can do it!" When he looked back at Pitch, he saw nothing but anger in his piercing yellow eyes. Absolutely nothing good was coming Hiccup's way, knowing that behind those eyes was pure evil that wouldn't hesitate to make him bleed. Pitch freed one arm and slapped Hiccup with the back of his hand, sending him off of Pitch with a loud SMACK!

Pitch stood up, brushing the snow off of his shoulders and resituating his cloak. "Nuisance," he called Hiccup before moving back in front of Toothless.

Despite the pain in his cheek and the red mark on his face, Hiccup wasn't giving up. He stood back up and wiped the corner of his mouth with the back of his hand. With a clenched jaw, baring his teeth, he ran back after Pitch, shouting as he raised his fist high.

But Pitch had no time for Hiccup, nor would he even care to give him any. He looked over his shoulder and lightly waved his hand, sand emerging from his shadow and wrapping itself around Hiccup like a tentacle, stopping the Viking just a couple feet away from Pitch. "You're starting to irritate me."

"I'm funny like that."

Pitch waved his hand towards him, quickly bringing the sand and Hiccup closer. As Hiccup was whipped towards Pitch, the Nightmare King grabbed the boys jaw in a tense grip, glaring at him with an unamused expression as he forced the boy to face him. "Do I look like I'm laughing?"

"It's hard to tell," Hiccup said in a small grunt. "That big nose of yours is kind of blocking your mouth."

Pitch's hand instantly moved to grab Hiccup's throat, squeezing it hard enough that it wouldn't choke Hiccup, but he would definitely feel the anger that Pitch had. "Don't test me, Viking. I'm more powerful than you'll ever be and, if you know what's good for you, you'll try your best to stay on my good side." He squeezed Hiccup's throat a little tighter. "Do we have an understanding?"

Hiccup struggled to get his arms free of the sand's grasp, but it was no use. He was trapped. He struggled to speak, shaking his head as he tried to get Pitch to let go of his throat.

"Figures," sneered. "The one time I actually do want you to speak and you say nothing." Pitch pulled Hiccup just a little closer before going on, speaking a little softer. "Now you listen to me, Hiccup. You may think that you have some kind of chance here but you don't. You never have, and you never will. You're weak, pathetic, worthless, and nothing you do will ever change that. You are nothing. I suggest you get it through that thick skull of yours while you still can. I'd hate to know what it's like to hear those words coming from someone whom you may think actually cares about you. You keep up this little charade of yours and it's bound to happen sooner or later."

Hiccup's mind went to Jack before anyone else. He refused to believe that. Everything that Pitch said wasn't true, and he knew the second he believed that it was then Pitch would win. Then again, he could only imagine what Jack was thinking right now. Not to mention what everyone on Berk used to say about him before Toothless came into his life.

Pitch shoved Hiccup away by his throat, still keeping him entwined in the sand as he looked at him, slowly shaking his head. "You know, you're just like you're dragon friend. You have a strong will. You refuse to give up. I can respect that." He glanced at Toothless, still helpless underneath the many clamps that were keeping him down. "But then again," he said as he looked back at Hiccup with a smile, "it really does you no good when you're so clearly outmatched." With another wave of his hand, the sand that held Hiccup raised the Viking up a few more feet in the air, standing still for a moment before it quickly and swiftly brought him down.

His arms being restrained, Hiccup had no way of protecting himself from the impact and, as a result, his head hit the ground; hard.

His eyes were shut tight. He tried so hard to shut out the pain and the increasing ringing he heard in his hears, but to no avail. He was down, quite literally at that. He felt the sand slowly slide off of him, but couldn't even gather the energy to stand. Everything hurt. His head, his arms, his throat, even his stump was starting to ache. '_GET UP! GET UP!'_ he constantly told himself, but his eyes were shut tight almost as if they were glued shut. "_Toothless_," he managed to get out as he slowly moved his hands over the snow and tried to push himself up. His head throbbed with pain as he slowly tried to open his eyes. Though his vision was blurry, he could tell what was happening. Pitch was circling Toothless, like a predator looking at its fallen prey.

He clicked his tongue as he looked at Toothless' tail. "Oh, look at this. The poor thing's broken. I can't work with this." He shook his head as he moved back to the front of the Night Fury. "No matter. I can always do a quick fix. Shouldn't be too hard once the job is done."

Hiccup's eyes closed again as another wave of pain came over him. He hissed through it as he slipped in the snow, propping himself up with one hand while he grabbed his head with the other. He forced his eyes to open again, doing so just in time to see the sand crawl over Toothless. Fear was clearly winning Toothless over, his green eyes looking lost and hopeless as he looked at Hiccup and scrambled frantically to get himself free.

"_No_," Hiccup said as he tried to crawl over to Toothless, knowing that it was hopeless to try and fight back now. There was no denying it now.

Pitch had won.

As the sand moved over Toothless, his eye being the last thing covered, Pitch sighed with relief. "It's about time," he said right before the scanning process began.

Hiccup didn't know what was worse. Watching his best friend thrash and squirm about, succumbing to whatever torture the scan felt like, or hearing his cries of pain as he could only imagine the horror his friend was feeling.

But Pitch, he didn't even flinch once the dragon started to cry out. Instead he only watched in what appeared to be only mild amusement, a small smirk his only sign of happiness, whereas on the inside he was feeling joyful and proud. Nothing could stop him now. He couldn't wait for the Night fury to join his ranks, and he especially couldn't wait for the Guardians to try their best to defeat him only to fail miserably in the process.

Right before the scan was complete, Toothless stopped crying out in pain and soon after even stopped moving. Once it had finished, the sand slowly made its way off of the fallen dragon and receded back into Pitch's shadow. Pitch looked at the weakened dragon, who was too tired to even lift open his eyes. "All according to plan," he smiled.

He knew it was too late to help Toothless, but Hiccup couldn't stop himself from trying his hardest to crawl his way closer to the dragon. If he could just be there by his side, then maybe Toothless' strength would return somehow. He knew what happened after Pitch scanned the dragons: he took their unconscious bodies away from their riders, possibly never to be seen again.

Pitch noticed the Viking trying to crawl his way over to the dragon, sighing at the sight before he walked over to the young man and knelt beside him. "And, uh, just what do you think you're going to do?"

Hiccup slowly looked up at Pitch, glaring at him through his watery and burning eyes as he forced them to stay open. "I'm to get my dragon. And we're going to go home."

"Home?" Pitch repeated. "You poor child, what makes you think you'll be safer there?"

"I don't care. As long as I don't have to see that face of yours, I think we'll be just fine."

Not letting Hiccup's remark get to him, Pitch placed his hand over his mouth as he shook his head, as if holding back more laughter. "And what makes you think you'll be away from me there?" He leaned in a little closer. "I know where your people are hiding, and now I know where you're hiding. Even if you do leave to go scamper somewhere else and hide, you don't think I'll be able to find you there? Face it. No matter where you go, I will always find you." He stood up, looking down on Hiccup as he held his hands behind his back. "You can't hide from your fears, Hiccup, no matter how far you run."

Soon after, sand started to trail out from Pitch's cloak, waving itself along the snow in a misshapen form. It moved closer to Toothless, soon detaching itself from Pitch and slowly forming into a circle, its edges waving on the snow like that of the ocean crashing against the shore. The ripples soon started to reach out, this spot forming small tentacles that creeped towards Toothless. Pitch turned his head to look at Toothless, eager to get the dragon out of here and back on Berk.

"No," Hiccup managed to get out. "Please, you can't take him."

Pitch clicked his tongue against his teeth as he looked back down at Hiccup. He kneeled down again only to grab Hiccup by the back of his shirt and hoist him up onto his knees. "Aww, don't get too upset," he said before he 'playfully' slapped Hiccup's cheek. "He won't be alone. You're coming with us."

Hiccup looked back at Toothless as the sand started to wrap itself around his front paws. "With you?" he asked.

"Of course. I mean, surely you must have some sort of significance to the Guardians. What's to say you won't mean any to me?" As Pitch spoke, more sand started to reach out of the black spot, this time moving right for Hiccup.

"What makes you think I'll cooperate?" asked Hiccup.

But Pitch simply turned around and said, "And what makes you think I won't hesitate to use that dragon for more than just another pawn in my army." He looked over his shoulder as he moved for the spot. "He must mean a great deal to you. Surely you wouldn't want him to get hurt any more, am I right?"

Hiccup was frozen once more. He was too weak to fight back, and so was Toothless, but yet he could barely move. He could only watch as the rest of the sand wrapped itself around Toothless' neck and started pulling him for the spot on the ground.

"Come along, dragon," Pitch said as he stood by the edge of the spot. "You and your little friend are going home."

Hiccup tried to stand up, but another sharp pain seemed to explode in his head, causing him to fall down on all fours. As a result, he started crawling towards Toothless, hoping that maybe he could break the chains off of him, maybe he could boost Toothless and get him off the ground somehow, anything in order to make sure they weren't taken back to Berk with Pitch. But as Hiccup crawled closer to Toothless, the sand also drew closer to him. When he felt it start to move over his hand, he nearly jumped out of his skin. It felt cold; colder than the snow. And it stung, as if there were tiny needles on each grain that stuck Hiccup every time it moved. Was this what Toothless and all the other dragons were feeling when they were scanned? He tried to shake it off, but it only crawled back onto his hand just seconds after it fell flat on the ground. Soon, his other hand was feeling the sharp prick of the sand crawling over his skin.

He didn't know what to do. He refused to give up, but what all could he do. He was finished. It was bad enough that Pitch had just gotten his own Night Fury for his army, but now he was taking both him and his dragon as his prisoners. This was it. It was over.

He felt the sand pull him towards the spot, looking up just in time to see Toothless reaching the edge of the spot. He seemed to be pulled right through it, as if it were some kind of portal. "Toothless," he said as he started to slide across the snow. His eyes started to close again, his vision growing blurry as the pain started to overwhelm him.

He opened his eyes one more time, getting just one more look at Toothless as his front paws were pulled into the portal, the tip of his nose just a couple inches from its edge. He could feel himself slipping away. He didn't want to give up or give in, but there was no other option at this point. He let himself go, closing his eyes right as he heard a name being shouted, no, screamed through the air.

"PITCH!" the voice rang.

Hiccup opened his eyes just enough to where he could see a blast of blue and white sparks explode at the Nightmare King's feet, sending him back as he tried to regain his balance.

"YOU SON OF A-" Jack shouted as he landed in front of Hiccup, swinging his staff and sending attack after attack at Pitch, the other trying his best to quickly block each blast if frost and ice.

"I'll get the kid!" Hiccup heard Tooth shout as she raced for the battle.

"I'll get the dragon!" Bunny replied, right before Pitch started to laugh.

"You're all too late!" he cried out before Hiccup heard the eerie and somewhat familiar hiss of the Fearling's crawling out of the portal, all of them reaching for the Guardians with their long and sharp claws.

Everything happened so fast after that. He heard North's battle cry and the crack of Sandy's whip as they entered the battle. There was a loud commotion of attacks and shouts, everything jumbled together in one big uproar. He opened his eyes every so often, catching just glimpses of the battle.

Toothless' binds had been cut, and soon after he saw Jack swing the crook of his staff over his own before he stomped on them, shattering them and freeing him of Pitch's trap. He saw each of the Guardians fighting off the constant waves of Fearling's that crawled out of the portal, but Jack focusing most of his attention on Pitch. He used his staff to fire attacks at the Boogeyman every chance he got, while Pitch only used a sword he had made as his only defense, letting the Fearling's do all of the attacking themselves.

"Someone get Hiccup out of here!" Jack shouted. "Now!"

"No need to have all this fuss because of little old me," Pitch said as Hiccup heard the hiss of the Fearling's die down until there was none left. "I was just leaving. Besides, I've got what I came for. I expect we'll be seeing each other soon."

"Stop him!" Bunny shouted.

Hiccup opened his eyes again just in time to see Pitch lower himself into another, much small portal, the bigger one already disappeared. "Ta-ta," he said with a small and mocking wave of his hand.

And just like that, this fight was over as quickly as it began.

Hiccup felt a cold pair of hands try to carefully pick him up, safely assuming it was Jack. He draped one of the brunet's arms over his shoulder as he tried to get him to stand up. "Please be okay, please be okay," he repeated before he stopped and placed a gentle touch on Hiccup's neck, no doubt noticing the bruises that must be there after Pitch assaulted him.

"That low-life, good-for-nothing, piece of shi…," Jack stopped himself, biting his tongue as he tried to carry Hiccup over to the Guardians, "when I get my hands on him I swear I'm gonna-"

"Jack," North stopped him there, knowing that Jack must not be thinking clearly. "Now is not the time."

"He hurt Hiccup," Jack pointed out, shuffling around so he could show off Hiccup's neck. "Look at what he did to him!"

"Jack," Hiccup said softly. "Toothless…he's hurt."

North pulled out a snow globe and quickly whispered into it, tossing it in front of him and opening a brightly colored portal. He poked his head through and shouted something Hiccup couldn't make out. But when he returned, four yetis ran out to his aid. Three of them ran for Toothless, carefully picking the dragon up while the other went for Hiccup.

"I got him," Jack said despite the fact that the yeti was already holding Hiccup up on his other side. "I said I got him!"

The yeti argued, insisting he help Jack carry the Viking inside. Hiccup's eyes closed again, opening once he felt himself walk through the portal and feel the stone flooring underneath him. He looked around and saw that he was indeed back inside the Workshop, Toothless already ahead of him and being moved somewhere.

"To their room! Bring the medical kit!" North shouted.

"Blankets, water, hurry, hurry!" Tooth added.

"You're gonna be okay, Hiccup," Jack kept saying over and over. Soon, the yeti had to take Hiccup away from Jack, cradling the boy in his arms. But Jack was never far behind. He stayed by the yeti's side and kept repeating that same phrase as much as he could.

Hiccup could feel himself falling out of touch with everything around him. Everything started to melt together until nothing was discernible. The last thing he heard other than North and Tooth's shouts and Bunny's nervous hopping was Jack, continuing to tell Hiccup that things were going to be alright.

For a moment, Hiccup thought he heard Jack's voice crack just ever so slightly. But he had no time to dwell on the thought. As Hiccup was carried down the halls of the Workshop, he felt himself slip, his eyes closing and the world around him seeming to melt away as if he were simply falling into a deep sleep.

* * *

><p><strong>Well I hoped you guys liked that chapter because, here's a funny story, this had to be written twice. MY laptop crashed one day and thankfully every chapter I had had been saved...except this one. This was a fun chapter to rewrite...kinda.<strong>

**But you guys know the drill! Reviews, comments, concerns, donations of any amount, all is welcome here!**


	24. Chapter 24

**I find it funny that I'm posting this on April Fool's Day.**

**Well either way, I know it's been a long time coming so here's the next installment. Thank you to everyone who followed/fav'd since the last update. Also be sure to read my AN at the end because I've got some news. It's not good but it's not bad it's...in the middle I guess?**

**Enjoy!**

* * *

><p><strong>Chapter 24<strong>

The fire was large and danced wildly in the fireplace, the large red curtains closed as only a few beams of sunlight came in. Toothless sat close to the flames, coming in and out of sleep as he caught glimpses of Hiccup as he lay under the blanket, still passed out from the events that happened just hours prior. Of course, his view of Hiccup was blocked by the back of a certain Guardian.

The Guardian sat in a chair by the side of the bed, his staff sitting on the floor next to him. Jack hardly left Hiccup's side, all of his attention focused on the wounded and sleeping Viking. As soon as Hiccup was brought in and treated, Jack refused to leave the room. The only time he ever looked away from Hiccup and put his mind elsewhere was when the yeti's removed his shirt and pants in order to check for any hidden cuts or bruises. But now, seeing him lying there passed out with a bandage around his head and bruises all over, he wasn't sure what he could do. He was useless as he just waited for Hiccup to wake up.

He tried to convince himself that there was nothing he could do, yet he still sat there, his chair pulled all the way up to Hiccup's bed and his legs crossed on the cushion. He wondered if there was anything he could have done to prevent this from happening. Maybe if he had looked out the window earlier and saw the commotion faster, or if he had stopped Hiccup from going outside in the first place. But to do that, he would have had to actually said something when Hiccup decided to…well, that was another problem on its own.

"You know he's going to be okay, right?" Jack heard Tooth say as she entered the room. "You've just got to be patient is all."

He chuckled as he looked to his winged friend. "Yeah, I'm not exactly sure if patience is something I'm abundant with at this point."

"Well, how does that phrase go?" she asked as she hovered by the other side of the bed. "A watched pot never boils?"

He nodded. "Yeah, I've heard that one before." He knew where Tooth was going with this, but he couldn't just leave Hiccup alone. He just couldn't. And besides, even if he did leave the room, his mind would still focused on his friend's recovery.

"When's the last time you got any rest of your own?" she asked.

He shook his head. "I don't know. Before this happened, I guess?"

Tooth sighed as she looked at Hiccup. She wasn't upset or worried, just concerned. Jack needed to take care of himself too. "You should go get some rest. I can watch him."

"Yeah, I know I should," Jack admitted. "But I need to stay here, you know? Just in case something happens. I want to be here for him if he wakes up."

"He'll probably be worried."

"Wouldn't you be?" Jack asked.

Tooth sighed as she nodded. "You should still go rest somewhere."

"And go where? In the middle of North's shop?" he asked with a small laugh as he gestured towards the open door."Have you seen how hectic it is out there?"

"Well go find a bed or something."

"Technically this is my room, and Hiccup is sleeping in my bed."

"So push him over and join him."

Jack looked at Tooth curiously, wondering for a brief moment that she might know of what happened. But to his relief, she looked at him with a small grin and a light giggle. "Joke."

He rolled his eyes as he moved his chair a little bit away from Hiccup and let his feet rest on the carpet-covered floor. "Uh-huh."

"Hey, if you did, we can just say it'll be our little secret."

"And mine," Bunny said as he entered the room.

"How the heck did you hear that?" Jack asked, right before Bunny pointed to his obviously large ears. "Never mind."

"That, and I was right outside the door."

Jack looked at Tooth, gesturing towards the Pooka as he seemed shocked at his response. "Can you believe this guy?"

Tooth crossed her arms as she watched Bunny move closer to the two of them. "You know, sometimes I'm not so sure." When he reached her, she playfully punched his shoulder. "What did I tell you about eavesdropping?"

"Tell me it's wrong all you want, but I hear what I hear," Aster scoffed. "Besides, I was on my way to check on the poor guy anyway."

Jack glanced back at Hiccup, hearing a small groan as his head shook just a little. Poor guy was right. At this point, he wasn't sure when Hiccup would wake up.

"She's right by the way," Bunny stated, grabbing Jack's attention. "You should go. Just, take your mind off of things for a bit."

"I'm fine," Jack responded.

"You're stressing yourself out, mate. You can't do anything for him just by sitting there."

Jack should have seen this part coming. Before he knew it, North and Sandy would be in here telling him the exact same thing. "Guys, I appreciate your concern, really I do. But I have to stay here in case he wakes up and wonders what-" Jack was cut off when they all heard a groan come from the fireplace.

They all looked at the Night Fury as he woke up, letting out a long and tired yawn before he lifted his head off the floor and looked towards the bed.

Jack smiled as he tried to lean out of the way, giving Toothless a good enough view of his tired and sore friend. "Same as last time, buddy." The Night Fury tried to stand up, but Jack quickly pointed his finger at him. "Uh uhuh!" he said in a stern tone. "You stay right there! You need to rest just as much as he does!" The dragon whined as he glared at the Guardian. "Don't give me that attitude! I don't care if you can literally burn my butt off! You're going to stay there and rest so that when 'freckles' over here wakes up, you'll have enough energy to really say hi, you hear me?"

Toothless rolled his eyes before he glared at Jack for another moment. He let his head slowly go to lie back down with a huff.

Jack smiled as he stopped pointing at the dragon. "Good boy."

Toothless shuffled before he closed his eyes and tried to go back to sleep.

Jack looked back to Hiccup for a second before realizing that both Tooth and Aster were looking at him curiously, both with a small smirk. "What? Hiccup can do it but I can't?"

The others said nothing in response.

"That's what I thought."

"I still think you need to go rest, Jack," Tooth restated. "He's going to be asleep for a while."

"It's been hours, Tooth," Jack pointed out.

"And it'll be hours more," Bunny replied. He completely understood why Jack would want to stay close to Hiccup, but Jack was just giving himself more stress by counting down the minutes that Hiccup didn't wake. "Did you not see what Pitch did to him?"

"I wish I didn't."

"Well he took a pretty nasty hit. I say he'll be out for a while."

"But he's still gonna come out of this." Jack looked at his friend. "Right?"

Bunny shook his head, but kept his smile. "I wouldn't worry about him. That kid's got fire in his belly. It's gonna take a lot to really make him stay down."

Jack went to stand up, but before he could even stand upright, they all heard another groan come from the young Viking. Jack sat back down and leaned forward to rest his arms on the mattress. "No. I can't. I'm worried about him."

"Oy,mate, you're being ridiculous."

Jack looked away from Hiccup and glared at Bunny, as did Tooth. "How?"

"You can't just sit around all day waiting for him to wake up!" The Pooka looked at Tooth for a bit of reassurance, hoping he wasn't sounding like a jerk for speaking what he thought was right. To his thanks, Tooth said nothing. "I know you want to help, but this isn't doing you any good. You got to give him some room, and _you've_ got to get out of here and clear your head."

"Like that's going to help!"

"And sitting here just watching him sleep will?" Bunny asked. "I know you mean well, but a watched pot never boils."

Tooth snapped her fingers before pointing to her friend. "That's just what I told him!"

Jack knew his friends were right, but he couldn't make himself leave. What if Hiccup woke up? He wanted to make absolutely sure he would be alright. But then again, he had to trust his friends, right? Surely none of them would let Hiccup be alone for long if they did have to leave. But Hiccup meant a lot to him, more than they probably realized. He had to make sure that everything would be alright. "You guys will call me if he wakes up?"

"Absolutely," answered Tooth.

"And make sure Toothless has plenty to eat if he gets hungry?"

"You're just starting to sound more and more like Hiccup," said Bunny.

Jack stood up and kicked his staff up and into his hand before responding, "Shut up," and making his way for the door, his eyes fixed on Hiccup all the way.

"We'll be in touch, Jack!" Tooth said, full of hope and optimism as Jack left the room. "So, how long do you think he has?" Tooth asked Bunny.

"Eh," he answered with a small shrug. "I'd say another couple hours at the most."

"You think he'll be okay?"

"Who?Hiccup?" The fairy gave Aster a small nod. "Oh yeah, he'll be fine. Just a little sore maybe, but he'll recover."

"And the dragon?" Tooth asked as she looked over to the restful Night Fury. "He must be pretty worried too."

Bunny glanced over to the dragon before he hopped over to the other side of the bed, taking Jack's former place in the chair. "Nah. We just got to be patient is all."

Tooth smiled as she sat at the foot of the bed, delicately placing her hands on her lap as she made herself comfortable. "Try telling that to Jack."

Bunny shook his head. "He'll be alright."

* * *

><p>Jack tried his best to clear his head as he closed the door behind him. He felt bad for leaving Hiccup's side, but Bunny and Tooth did seem to make a good point. But it wasn't like he could go and rest after all that had happened. He tried to clear his mind with a short walk, careful not to get in the way of any passing yetis who clearly were all scrambling to get their work done for the day. He thought of other things, anything really to get his mind off of Hiccup for just a moment. Jamie. He hadn't seen him in a while. Maybe he could swing by and say hello, maybe give him a quick update on how things were going. The kid was always a nervous one and was sure to get worried sooner or later why Jack hadn't stopped by in a while right after he told him to keep an eye out for Pitch. However, the trip would take a while, not to mention Jamie would have a bunch of questions that Jack wasn't entirely sure he could answer. Plus, what would happen if Hiccup woke and he wasn't here for him? Whatever Jack did, he couldn't leave the Workshop. At least, not yet. Not until after he knew that Hiccup was going to be okay.<p>

Maybe he could help North out with…something. The big guy always appreciated the extra hands around his shop, especially when it got close to Christmas time. Then again, Jack was never the kind of person who could sit down and stay focused on a certain task for an extended amount of time. He stopped in the middle of the hall, his gaze slowly moving down as he came to the conclusion that nothing he did would get his mind off of Hiccup. His friend, one of his closest friends, was in there hurt and passed out, and Jack couldn't help but feel as if it was his fault.

True that there was nothing he could have done to stop any of it from happening. He didn't even notice what was going on just outside until it was too late, and even then he raced out of the shop as quick as he could. He tried to give himself some sort of a break. If he hadn't noticed Hiccup and Pitch when he did, there wouldn't even be a Hiccup for him to see. He practically saved both his and Toothless' life. So why was he feeling, dare he admit it even to himself, guilty about what happened?

He kept walking, only to move towards the open common area in order to get out of everyone's way as they walked down the halls carrying their supplies. He moved to one of the windows and sat down on its ledge. He instinctively pulled his hood over his head as he looked out the window, unaware of how depressed and upset he must look to everyone that passed by, but he couldn't help it. He just needed some time to think, to be by himself without leaving the shop.

He looked out the window and remembered everything as vividly as if it happened just moments ago. Him, sitting at the window and staring off into the nothingness that was the North Pole, suddenly noticing a small black spot start to open near a small cliff. He looked closer and soon saw the familiar shape of the Night Fury, then Hiccup, and then Pitch. After that, everything was a blur. He shouted…something, and flew through the nearest open window he could find. The Guardians were right behind him, all asking what was going on, but he said nothing. He focused all of his energy and attention towards saving Hiccup, most of that attention though being his anger towards the man who thought he could get away with harming Hiccup in the first place.

He did the best he could. He got to Hiccup as fast as he could the second he saw he was in trouble. Yet despite that, he still felt as if the whole thing could have been avoided. At first he thought it was because he didn't notice the fight happening a lot sooner, but he knew that wasn't the right answer. He pulled his legs onto the windowsill and held them close, setting his staff on the floor. He knew the reason he felt guilty about what had happened was the same reason he was sitting at this exact window right when he saw Hiccup in danger.

Hiccup had kissed him. On the cheek, but it was still a kiss regardless.

He had tried to process what had happened. It seemed to have come out of nowhere, but yet Jack couldn't have been more scared and happy at the same time. This was a bad idea in the making, and he had no idea how to bring it up to Hiccup. It wasn't like he could just walk up to him as soon as he woke up and say 'Hey, remember that kiss? That was fun…thanks but no thanks? I really want to though but it's a bad idea for many, many reasons?'

This was too hard. Had Hiccup not been attacked by Pitch, maybe this would be a little easier. Maybe he could sit Hiccup down and have a simple and calm conversation about this, working everything out so that they could still remain close friends. Hiccup must have been so embarrassed and upset about it though, much more than Jack probably was. He was the one that initiated the kiss after all. He wanted, if he had to be honest with himself, for things like that to continue, to progress and hopefully one day mean something a little more. But he knew such a wish was foolish and insane. He couldn't put Hiccup through that; much less he wasn't even sure if he could handle it himself.

He should have stopped Hiccup. He should have stopped him and Toothless from leaving. If he did, maybe things would have ended differently. He tossed the idea aside, knowing that that kind of thinking would only lead to a bad ending. Without even realizing it however, he reached up to touch his own cheek through his hood, running his thumb right over the spot where Hiccup had kissed him just hours ago. He'd be lying if he said he didn't want it to happen again, and he'd be telling an even bigger lie if he said he didn't want to return the gesture. He was trying his best to be reasonable and use logic, or even better put, common sense. He was immortal, and Hiccup was not. Jack was a Guardian, an immortal being with powers that Hiccup once thought belonged to a tall-tale that had responsibilities to protect children all over the world. Hiccup, was a mortal Viking who, while he had his own duties and responsibilities, couldn't match Jack's in a longshot. Yet despite all of that, Jack still wanted to give Hiccup a chance.

But he knew he couldn't. He had to make the right decision here. He had to do what was best for Hiccup and for himself, and what was best was for the two of them to remain close friends. At this point though, he wasn't even sure if Hiccup would allow that. The poor guy practically ran out of that room after the kiss happened, so why would he want to face Jack? Sure he may want to apologize, but in Jack's mind there was no need. He liked Hiccup back after all. It was just the shock of the situation that made him stand still and stare at Hiccup after it had happened. In fact, Jack really wanted to return the favor and kiss Hiccup back, but there was no way he could do that now after everything that had happened. And even if Pitch didn't get to Hiccup, he knew it would still be a bad idea. It would be wrong to fill Hiccup with the false of hope of…whatever it was that he and Jack could have together.

He sighed as he leaned his head against the window, looking out as he shook his head. He knew exactly what to do and yet had no idea what would happen afterwards. He just wanted Hiccup to be safe. To be happy. If he could do that, then all would be well.

As he sat there on the sill, the minutes slowly passing by, he heard North shouting out orders as he walked down the halls of the shop. He slipped his hood off his head and looked over just at the Guardian walked past, a yeti by his side as he scribbled down some notes.

"We need more parts. Wiring, the processor chips, and don't forget the pink paint, we are running low for the doll houses." North tapped the clipboard the yeti was holding, making sure he was getting every word down.

"Busy day?" Jack asked as he moved off of the windowsill, grabbing his staff and moving for North.

The Guardian of Wonder turned and smiled when he saw Jack. "Bring me those supplies as soon as you can." He moved closer to Jack with open arms and that some hopeful and optimistic smile, his rosy cheeks always standing out as he did so. "Jack, my boy! I am so glad to see you up and about." He placed his hand on Jack's shoulder, giving him a little shake as he went on, "How is our friend, hm? Any news?"

Jack shook his head, glancing behind North towards Hiccup's room. "None yet," he said with a sigh, "The poor guy's still passed out. I don't know how much longer he'll be like this."

North could obviously tell that Jack was disheartened by this news. Hiccup was a really close friend to Jack after all and had every right to be worried about him. He kept his hand on his shoulder as he spoke in a softer tone, "He will be alright, Jack. I know it."

Jack looked up at the Guardian with a smirk. "You feel that in your belly?"

"You could say that," North said with a shrug. "You need not worry so much. I'm sure he will make a full recovery."

"I'm glad you can be so optimistic about this."

"Were you not the one telling Hiccup that he was going to be alright when we brought him in?" North pointed out, removing his hand from Jack's shoulder.

Jack laughed a little as he nodded. "Yeah. Yeah I did."

"Then you must believe it." North turned and started to walk, knowing that Jack would be right behind him as he kept on talking. "I know he will come out of this feeling just fine, and so should you."

"I know, I know," Jack insisted. "But I can't not worry about him, you know? What if something if something bad really does happen to him?"

"You must not think like that, Jack."

"No, North, I'm serious." Jack grabbed North's arm and turned him around, getting the man's attention as he tried to vent. "What if something goes wrong? What if…what if he doesn't wake up? Or what if he has some serious, maybe permanent damage done to him? This may scar him for life North and if he can't feel safe here of all places then where is he supposed to? If Pitch wanted him then there's no way he's going to feel safe no matter where he goes!"

North quickly moved Jack to the railing along the edge of the hall, moving the both of them out of the way so that they could have a more private and one-on-one conversation. "Jack, you must breathe," he spoke kindly. "Just try to relax. You are getting worked up over this and we have no idea what might happen to our friend."

"That's my point, North!" Jack replied. "I can't stand not knowing! I can't help but feel like we could have done something to help him! There had to have been! I-I could have seen him sooner, maybe we could have stopped Pitch and kept Hiccup from getting this hurt in the first place."

"That kind of thinking will get you nowhere, Jack," North stated. "Listen to me, alright? You have done all that you can. All, do you understand? We found him, we brought him back, and we are taking care of him, yes? We will make sure that nothing like this can ever happen to him again. Do you understand?"

Jack didn't know how to respond. He knew that none of this blame was really on him. He knew that he did everything he could in order to save Hiccup, but he couldn't help but feel like there was something _more_ that he could have done. Of course there was the whole issue with stopping Hiccup from ever leaving in the first place, but he couldn't exactly bring that up in front of North for obvious reasons. But yet he just let Hiccup go, and because of that, Pitch got to him and was able to hurt him without any of the Guardians being any the wiser.

His grip on his staff tightened, picturing what Pitch must have looked like as he hurt Hiccup. All smug and proud, as if he thought he was untouchable just because of his new army. "If Hiccup doesn't come out of this, if I ever once think he's not okay because of what happened, I swear I'll make Pitch suffer for it."

"I do not like this attitude, Jack."

"I mean it!" Jack spat. "I don't care what kind of army he has. I'm not just going to let him do this to someone I care about. I'm not going to stand by and let him think he can get away with this. And if he ever comes close to pulling some kind of stunt like this again then I swear he's going to-"

"Jack!" North said in a slightly louder tone. "Listen to yourself! Is this what you need to be paying attention to right now? Hm? Should you be worrying about what Pitch _will_ do, or what he has already done?"

Jack looked away, grabbing the railing and trying to calm himself down, knowing that North was right.

"Listen to me, I do not know what Pitch will do in the future, and I do not know if there is anything we could have done to stop him in the past. I would like to say yes, but I do not know. I am sorry. But what I do know, and I know that you know this too, is that we must be here for Hiccup." North tried to be as sympathetic as possible. This clearly was hard for Jack to get over. They could have very well lost Hiccup and Toothless today.

"I just feel like I need to do something for him," Jack admitted. "I don't know, maybe I could have been there for him, or I could just do something to make him feel safer."

"You know what you should do for him?" North asked, now placing both hands on Jack's shoulders as he turned him to look him in the eye. "You need to be there for him. Yes? Just do exactly what you've been doing this whole time. Be there for him when he wakes, and be there for him when he needs you. That is all one can ask of a friend."

Jack's grip on his staff loosened, calming himself down as North spoke to him. He was right. That was really all he could do. The kiss aside, all he could do for Hiccup was be there for him and provide as much support as he could. He was stressed enough as it was with everything going on with his people, he didn't need any more anxiety in his life right now. "You really don't think there's anything else I can do for him?" he asked.

North shook his head. "Not that I know of. Unless he asks you for something, all you can do for him is be there. Just do what you think is right, and all will be well. I promise you this." North started to walk away, leaving Jack another of the same hopeful smile he had when their conversation started.

"Wait," Jack said before North turned around. "How will I know what the right thing is? Or, which 'right' is best?"

North gave a small nod towards the Guardians before answering, "You will know. I trust you."

That lifted Jack's spirits a little. As he watched North walk away, he looked back over the railing and watched the yetis and elves go about their business. He felt calmer and more relaxed about everything, despite the fact he still had no idea how to bring up the kiss with Hiccup. Although, right now, there was no need for that. It's not like he could bring it as soon as Hiccup woke up. If anything he should wait until Hiccup brought it up, and if he never did then Jack would take the initiative himself. This wasn't something they could just let go, but it definitely wasn't something they needed to worry about just yet. He looked across the shop, noticing the door to Hiccup's room open and watch Bunny hop out. He shook his staff in his hand a little before he made his way over to the door. He needed to be there for Hiccup, and that's exactly what he was going to do.

* * *

><p>Hiccup's eyes slowly opened, everything seeming to be a bit of a literal blur. It was all fuzzy, he couldn't make sense of anything at first. He tried to sit up, but found his head to be a lot heavier than he remembered. He looked over and narrowed his eyes, trying to focus on anything he could in order to get his normal sight back. As he did, he tried to remember how he even got here. Just like his sight, everything seemed to be cloudy and unclear. He only remembered bits and pieces. There was Toothless, flying around the shop. Something about a hole in the ground. Jack shouting something. And a sharp pain in his hand as….<p>

Suddenly, everything came flooding back.

"TOOTHLESS?" he shouted as he shot up, panting as the blanket fell off his chest, almost immediately noticing the Night Fury curled up in a ball near the large fire, his head and ears perked up as he heard Hiccup shout his name.

"Hiccup!" Tooth exclaimed as she held her hand over her heart. "You almost gave me a heart attack!"

Hiccup didn't even notice the fairy hovering by his bedside until she spoke up. He looked at her curiously as he held his head, feeling a small wrap had been put around his head. "Tooth?" he asked.

"Shh," the fairy said as she tried to get Hiccup to lie back down on the bed. "You need to get some rest. You've been hurt, badly at that."

But Toothless had other plans for his rider. Eager to say hello to him before he fell back asleep, the dragon hurried over to Hiccup's bed and gave him a gentle nudge with his head.

"Careful, Toothless! Careful," warned Tooth.

"He's alright," Hiccup assured as he placed his hand on top of Toothless' head and gave him a small pet. "Hey bud. Have ya missed me?" The Night Fury purred before it licked Hiccup's chin, almost pulling the boy off of the bed with him. "I'll, uh, take that as a yes," Hiccup joked as he wiped his chin.

"He's been out for a while," Tooth explained. "We didn't expect him to wake up before you. When he did, we were all kinda worried about you."

Hiccup looked up to Tooth, his hand staying still on Toothless' head as he let her words sink in. They were all worried about him. That meant Jack was worried too? Of course it would. Why wouldn't he be worried for Hiccup. He knew Jack better than that, but he still felt a little surprised and even relief that Jack was still worried about him. He started to remember more and more about what had happened. As he was passing out, Jack was the first to show up and fight off…something. Whatever it was, he didn't seem very happy that Hiccup was hurt. "So…what happened?" he asked.

"You don't remember?"

"Only bits and pieces. There was a hole, and…Jack was there. And something was wrapped around us, and someone was in front of us the whole time laughing like he was…" He remembered again. "Pitch," he said softer.

"Unfortunately," Tooth said begrudgingly.

"What all did you guys see?"

Tooth shook her head. "Not much I'm afraid. All I knew was everyone was shouting that you were in trouble. Jack was in the lead and we went to you as fast as we could. Sandy carried North and Bunny with him and by the time we got there, you two were trapped in some kind of…tentacle, thing. We got you out but you both looked pretty beat up so we brought you here to take care of you."

"How long have I been out?"

"A few hours."

"Anything really wrong with me?"

"Other than a few bruises and a concussion, we think you're fine. They say you'll make a full recovery."

Hiccup looked at Toothless, small bits of what happened slowly returning to him. The threats, the chase, the scan, it was all slowly coming back to him and Tooth and Toothless looked at him with concern. "So, what happened when you guys got there?" he asked.

"We pretty much saved your ass," Jack said from the doorway, smiling as he leaped across the room and landed by Hiccup's bed. "And it's a good thing too man. Who knows what that guy would have done to you."

Hiccup was glad to see Jack was here. Despite the fact all he gave Jack was a smile, he wanted to reach out and pull him into a warm hug, eager to apologize for what had happened and to thank him for saving his life. "I'm pretty sure I'd be dead. And so would Toothless." The Night Fury bumped his head against Hiccup's shoulder, letting him know that he was glad he was awake and seeming well. "How did you even find me?"

"I saw you out there," Jack answered.

"You saw me?"

"Yeah." Jack sat on the edge of the bed before going on. "I was just sitting near the window and I thought I saw this small black spot start to appear on this cliff. And right next to it I could have sworn I saw something that looked like Toothless. But when I saw this one random guy just standing there, dressed in all black, I knew it was Pitch. I rushed out of there and flew as fast as I could to get to you guys in time."

Wow. Jack still cared about him that much? At least now he knew that their friendship wasn't completely ruined by what had happened prior to when he and Toothless went out for that quick flight. "So, you didn't see anything that happened before that?" he asked.

Jack shook his head. "No. Sorry, but as soon as I saw Pitch was with you guys I didn't bother paying attention to anything else."

"Why?" Tooth inquired. "What happened out there?"

Hiccup sighed before he tried to explain. He felt like all of this was his fault, if he hadn't gone out there then Pitch might not have gotten his hands on Toothless and given himself the advantage in this so-called war he was having. "Pitch, he warned me about my family. He told me he knew where they were hiding and had been there several times without anyone noticing him."

"You're kidding," Jack said.

Hiccup shook his head, truly wishing that he was. "He even said he saw you and me talking, Jack. He said he was right next to us, and neither of us even knew."

Now Jack was really upset. His hand slowly balled itself into a fist, thinking about what Pitch must have said to Hiccup out there. "Don't listen to everything he say, Hiccup," Jack stated. "Trust me, I speak from experience. This guy lies. A lot. Don't buy anything he says."

Hiccup shook his head again. "I'm not sure it's that simple, Jack."

"Well, what else happened out there?" Jack asked.

The brunet sighed, closing his eyes as he readied himself to deliver what he thought was the worst news he could possibly give Jack right now. "He got Toothless," he answered.

"I think we pretty much figured that part out," Jack said as he scooted a little closer to Hiccup, letting his staff rest against his lap.

"No," Hiccup tried to explain. "I mean he got Toothless. He scanned him. He's got his own Night Fury for his army now."

Jack and Tooth said nothing. They looked at each other, both unsure of what to do now. Pitch had the upper hand now. It was bad enough he had his own army full of dragons, but now he has his own Night Fury's? This was starting to look grim. "I'll go tell the other's," Tooth said as she flew for the door. "Jack, you keep an eye on them until I get back."

"Yeah, sure, no problem," Jack said as he grabbed his staff and stood up, standing still and motionless for a moment as he tried to think of any way they might be able to find a way around this. Hiccup trained a Night Fury before any other dragon. All he had to do was teach them all he knew about Night Fury's and they should be good, right? If only things were that simple, maybe then they'd stand an actual fighting chance against Pitch.

Hiccup didn't know what to do or say now. This was the moment he was dreading when he was out flying Toothless. He didn't want to be alone with Jack, knowing that the kiss would come up sooner or later. He would prefer sooner, but knew that it was more likely that Jack would want to talk about it as soon as they could. At least now, from the look of things, Jack wasn't ready to abandon Hiccup any time soon. "Jack?" he spoke, getting the attention of the Guardian who turned to look at Hiccup. "Everything okay?"

Jack smiled, nodding as he set his staff down on the mattress. "Oh yeah, I'm fine."

"Are you sure?"

"Totally. I'm just glad I was able to be here when you woke up. Tooth and Bunny had to convince me to leave for a bit just to give myself a little rest."

"Rest?" Hiccup repeated. "What do you mean 'rest'?"

Jack shrugged, sitting back down on the edge of the bed. "Well, I, uh, kinda stayed here and waited for you to wake up," he admitted. He nodded towards the chair before going on, "I sat here the whole time and made sure you were gonna be okay."

Hiccup looked at the chair and tried to imagine what it must have looked like; having Jack sit there and watch him with anticipation. Did he really sit there and wait for him the whole time? Things were, in a weird way, starting to look a little hopeful. "You really did that?"

"Of course," Jack answered. "You're my friend, Hic. I had to make sure you were going to come out of this okay. And don't worry by the way. Your other foot is just fine."

Hiccup rolled his eyes as he gave Jack a monotone and sarcastic laugh. "Oh ha ha ha. You're hilarious."

Jack smiled smugly, shrugging as he laughed a little. "What can I say? I aim to please."

"So, you're really fine?" Hiccup asked, wondering why Jack hadn't brought up the kiss just yet. He didn't want to have to be the one to do it, but at this point that was seeming more and more like the only option.

"Mhm," Jack answered. "I'm fine. The real question here is: are _you_ okay?"

Hiccup smiled a little, looking at his dragon for a moment as he continued to pet him. "Yeah. I think we're both gonna be fine. For now, that is."

Jack was happy to hear that. True he was still angry towards Pitch and couldn't wait to get his hands on him and make him pay for what he did to Hiccup, but that wasn't important right now. What was important, like he told himself before, as being there for Hiccup and making sure he was okay. "That's awesome," he said as he moved a little closer to Hiccup, bringing his feet onto the bed and crossing his legs, turning so that he could face Hiccup. So far so good. It seemed that Hiccup really was going to be okay for now. Of course with this new information about Pitch and Toothless, things were going to get very hectic around the shop. But that stress was best saved for a later time. Jack was just glad to see Hiccup awake and talking and even smiling.

Hiccup didn't know what else to talk about. He didn't look back at Jack as he sucked in his lips and tries to regain himself, wondering how he was supposed to bring up the matter of the kiss in the first place. He didn't want it to be now, but he knew that the sooner he got it done and out of the way, then the better things would be between them. Surely Jack had to feel the same way, right? He sighed before he looked away from Toothless, staring at his own legs that were covered by the blanket before he spoke. "Hey Jack?"

"What's up?"

"We need to talk about something."

Jack didn't need to ask Hiccup what he wanted to talk about. He too saw this coming eventually. The kiss was something that had to be brought up sooner or later. He wasn't sure how to talk about it, but was still surprised that Hiccup was ready to talk about it right now. He assumed Hiccup would have waited until he got better or at least just a little more time had passed. Still, he knew it had to be done…but he couldn't. Now wasn't the time, he thought. Now was the time for recovery and feeling happy and cheerful again, not dwelling on the issues that would make possibly both of them feel even worse about the events of the day.

The Guardian put on a smile as he nodded. "We sure do."

Hiccup grew worried, but also concerned. Why was Jack smiling like that?

"We have to talk about how you survived, man!" Jack went on. "Like, _damn _dude, look at you! A mortal and yet you survived an encounter with Pitch Black!? That's crazy!"

Hiccup wasn't sure where Jack was going with this. "Technically I didn't survive. I mean, I did, but I still lost."

"But you lived."

"But I was being kidnapped."

"But you lived."

"But he might have done stuff to me after he took Toothless and I."

"But…you lived."

Hiccup rolled his eyes, smiling just a little bit even though Jack was beginning to annoy him. Toothless however seemed to be fully annoyed with the so-called joke and shook his head, moving off of the bed letting his head rest on the mattress. "Well, yes. If you want to put it that way then, yeah, I kinda survived an encounter with Pitch Black. Happy?"

Jack opened his mouth but said nothing at first, slowly closing before he bit his lip. "Is that a trick question? Because I'm not exactly happy you met him in the first place but then again, it is kind of awesome you're alive."

"Kind of?" repeated Hiccup.

Jack pulled his feet close as he shrugged. "Eh. More or less." He was glad to see Hiccup smiling though, but knew he had to keep the subject off of their kiss. He didn't want Hiccup worrying about that now. Even if he wanted to talk about the kiss himself, he knew that now wasn't the best time. Patience was key, here. "Although, I should say barely survived. You kinda came out with a bruise or two."

"Try ten," Hiccup stated as he rubbed his head. "I feel like I got hit with a Gronckle's tail."

"You might as well have," Jack replied. "You got pretty beat up out there. North had his team check you for bruises anywhere they could."

Hiccup sighed, keeping his hand on his head. "Well it's a good thing too. I feel like I would fall apart if I even tried to stand up. I don't know how Toothless was even to…" He looked at Jack with curiosity, his hand falling to his lap as he recalled what Jack had just said. "They…checked me?"

"Mhm," Jack answered, as if it was obvious that Hiccup should have been checked for any other wounds. "Of course. Why wouldn't you have been?"

"What exactly do you mean by 'checked'?" asked Hiccup. All Jack had to do in order to answer Hiccup was glance down at his chest. Hiccup looked down, the answer Jack gave him being the one he feared. "You're kidding me!"

"Nope!" Jack answered smugly.

Hiccup pulled on the top of his shirt, looking down at his chest to see no bandages but still a couple spots on his torso. He looked back at Jack with a bit of worry. "Please tell me you weren't here when they did that!" He had no problem if he was checked, but considering they had to remove all of his clothing in order to do that and knowing Jack was nearby, he felt he was in the right to worry that Jack might have seen something just to mess with Hiccup later.

Jack shook his head however, his brow furrowed in concern. "No! Of course not!" He shrugged sheepishly. "Okay, well, maybe I _was_, but it's not like I looked! I know better than that!"

"You swear?"

"Hiccup, come on, so what if I saw you without a shirt on? It's not like it would ruin our friendship or anything! Now if I saw you with your pants off then I think it would be safe to assume that the friendship might be a bit tarnished."

Hiccup ran his hand down his face as he groaned. Jack sure did know how to escalate any situation. But then again Hiccup knew how to use his sarcasm to weed his way out of any situation, so he had his own issues to deal with. "How about ruined altogether?" Hiccup corrected.

Jack smiled as he nodded. "Yeah that sounds about right."

Hiccup moved to the edge of the bed, slowly gathering himself as he tried to set his one good and bare foot onto the floor. As comfortable as he felt lying down on the bed, he knew that there was work that had to be done. Especially now since Pitch's army was growing bigger by the second.

But Jack was having none of it and quickly hopped off the bed, moving to Hiccup and placing an open hand on his chest as he stopped him from moving any further. "Woah! Hold on there, Hic! You can't go anywhere."

"I have to talk to North," Hiccup spoke, looking around for his lone boot.

"Not a chance," Jack said as he shook his head. "You need to get back in bed." When Hiccup found his boot and tried reaching for it, Jack quickly reached out with his foot and kicked it away, much to the annoyance of Hiccup. "Bed. Now," Jack practically commanded.

With a pout, and a slight hiss in order to breathe through the pain he felt on his torso, Hiccup slowly sat back down on the mattress, but kept his legs above the blanket. "I can't just sit in this bed all day, Jack."

"And you won't," Jack said as he sat back down on the bed. "You'll fall back asleep sooner or later, and you'll be lying in the bed instead."

Hiccup could tell that Jack felt rather proud of that last jab, but he wasn't amused. Knowing what he knew, he couldn't just stand by and let the Guardians plan without him. He had to help them somehow while he still could. Part of him still wanted to leave the Pole before he messed anything up, but from the look of things so far, no one was upset with him. Especially Jack, which he found very alarming. Did he not want to talk about the kiss? Surely he must, anyone in their right mind would want to bring it up. But Jack just seemed to forget the whole thing even happened. Why was he ignoring this?

"You need to just relax, Hiccup," Jack went on. "Trust me, you can help once you feel better."

"But what are you guys going to do now?" asked Hiccup. "Pitch has his own Night Fury now and that's not exactly something we shouldn't be worried about."

"We'll take care of it," Jack assured. "You, on the other hand, don't need to worry about it. Just let us take care of it and everything will be fine for now. Just trust me, okay?"

"Well what do you think North is gonna do?" Hiccup pried. He absolutely had to know. He was a part of this whether he liked it or not, and as such he needed to know what the plan was no matter what. No if's, and's, or but's about any of it. Even if he left the Pole and went back to his family, he was involved in this fight now, and there was nothing he could do about it.

Jack wasn't sure how to answer. Mostly because he didn't know what North would do. There wasn't much any of them could do at this point except wait. To go to Berk and try to confront Pitch head on right now would surely be a suicide mission. "Honestly?" he answered. "I don't know. I don't even know if he knows."

"Well he's gotta have an idea, right?"

"Maybe," he sighed. "But right now it's probably too soon to tell."

As Jack spoke, the door to the bedroom started to creak just a little, bring both of the boy's attention to the door as Aster slowly walked inside. "Ah, so the rumors are true. The little tyke is finally awake."

"And feeling better already," Jack added.

"Maybe better isn't the word I would use," Hiccup thought aloud.

"You're awake, aren't ya?" Bunny asked as he hopped over to the bed.

"Yeah?"

"Then I say you're gettin' better."

"The rabbit's got a point," Jack pointed out.

Hiccup rolled his eyes. Jack was right, in a way. He may not exactly feel better himself, but at least he was recovering. He looked at Bunny and smiled. "So, I guess you heard about Pitch."

"We all did," Bunny answered. "Tooth told us all. North's not too happy, but who can blame him?"

"Does he have a plan?" asked Jack.

Bunny shrugged, shaking his head as his ears dropped a little. "I dunno, mate. At this point the best we can hope for is some kind of miracle. Either that or there's some special weak point on a Night Fury you could tell us about. I'm sure that might be helpful."

Bunny did have a point. With a Night Fury of his own now, Hiccup would have to make sure to teach the Guardians all that he knew about them. Easy stuff really since Toothless was the first dragon he ever tamed and learned about, but it was still more work, and work took time that Hiccup wasn't entirely sure they had much of to begin with. Still, it had to be done. He nodded before responding, "I think I can give you guys a few pointers."

The Pooka was glad to hear that. He was worried that the Viking might be thinking about leaving them right when they needed him the most. "Great. I'll go tell the big guy. Maybe that'll calm him down a bit. Manny knows he needs it." The Guardian of Hope hopped towards the door, pausing when he reached it to turn and look at the wounded brunet. "Hey, uh listen mate," he said, grabbing both Hiccup and Jack's attention, "For what it's worth, I'm, ah, I really sorry for what I said to ya earlier."

Jack looked at Hiccup, surprised to hear Bunny give an apology. He rarely got any of those; at least the ones that Jack could consider truly heartfelt that is. He knew Hiccup was kind enough to accept the apology, but still, he needed to know how Hiccup would react. Of course, the Viking didn't do anything that Jack didn't expect.

Hiccup looked surprised at first, as anyone would from a sudden apology. But he still smiled and gave Bunny a small nod. "It's okay. Th-thank you."

Aster didn't say anything after he saw that Hiccup had accepted his apology. He simply turned and left the two boys and the dragon alone as they were.

"Well what do ya know?" Jack said, folding his arms across his chest. "The bunny's got a heart after all."

"Careful," Hiccup warned. "With those ears, he might still hear you."

"I'm counting on it," Jack answered.

The boys shared a small laugh, the rest of their time together before North stepped in to make sure Hiccup was alright being simple and enjoyable. Neither of them brought up the kiss, feeling as though the moment had long since passed to mention it. Instead they talked about other things, things that made them happy and forget all the stress and worry that came with the very thought of Pitch and his army. They talked of what Hiccup would teach the dragons, stories of how Jack would prank Bunny, and the Guardians even made a little snow fall in Hiccup's room right as his dinner was brought in. All in all though, the two had some much-needed fun.

Although he didn't bring it up, the thought of the kiss did enter Jack's mind and almost ruin his fun. He knew what the kiss must have meant to Hiccup, and he knew what it meant to him. But he couldn't let Hiccup know that. He didn't dare get his hopes up for what Jack thought was the impossible. What was best for the both of them, in Jack's mind, was to ignore his feelings and wait for them to subside. This had to be the best option, right? He had to believe that, otherwise he'd take the daring risk of actually trying something with Hiccup, which he knew would only end in sadness. And he just couldn't do that. To himself, or to Hiccup. He liked him too much.

When Hiccup woke the next day, though he was still told to stay in his bed for the most part and to not strain himself, he gave all the Guardians as much knowledge on Night Fury's as he could. Blasts, wing span, weak points, shot limits, sonic hearing, their retractable teeth (which Tooth found to be quite fascinating), almost everything he knew about Toothless was passed onto them. And the Night Fury himself had no problem being a model for Hiccup, showing off his wings, teeth, and weak points. Hiccup, though he wouldn't admit it, found this to be quite relaxing. It wasn't often he got to teach from the comfort of his own bed, not to mention one that was soft and didn't give him back pain every other night. Plus, he wasn't exactly complaining about being brought his meals and being served on. Though to be fair, he found it a bit uncomfortable at first since the brunet never truly liked being served on for long periods of time.

When their session was over though, North invited everyone to join him for lunch, despite the fact he knew they all had jobs to do. He wasn't too surprised though when Tooth, Bunny, and Sandy all politely declined his offer in favor of going back to their work for just a short while, all of them needing to make sure that things were running smoothly. They all promised to return shortly, to which North told them that he trusted them fully. He knew how busy everyone was and assured everyone that they could all come back within an hour, plenty of time for them to make sure that everything was alright with their job.

North gave himself the job of making sure Hiccup got his lunch today, which Jack offered to help with. Hiccup rolled his eyes of course, but since he was bed-ridden there wasn't really much he could do about it.

A few minutes passed and Jack reentered the room, carrying a tray of sliced ham, beans, and as a special treat, a chocolate chip cookie and some hot cocoa. "I think he's trying to fatten you up," Jack commented as he set the tray down on Hiccup's bed."

"Good luck," Hiccup said as he situated himself, crossing his legs and looking at the delicious food that sat in front of him. "I've tried almost every trick in the book. I'm stuck looking like a twig."

"Well then maybe we can turn this twig into a fully grown stick by the time he leaves, how about that?" Jack teased. Toothless however was eager to get some attention of his own, purring as he moved to nudge Jack's shoulder with his head. "Hey!" Jack laughed. "Easy there, Toothless. Your food is coming, I promise." The Night Fury gave Jack a little smile, leaving him be in order to move to the other side of the bed, hoping that maybe his rider would take pity on him and give him some of the meat that sat on his plate.

"You think he likes hot cocoa?" asked Jack.

"Dunno," answered Hiccup. "He drinks water, yak milk, and sometimes a little mead, but we don't really have hot cocoa on Berk."

Jack shrugged. "I guess there's only one way to find out."

Hiccup laughed as he gave a slight nod. "True. But then again I'm greedy and I want it all for myself, so," he took a slow and small sip of the drink, steam still emanating from the cup as he took his first sip, "no."

Jack rolled his eyes as he set his staff down on the bed. He placed his hands into the pocket on his hoodie as he looked back at the door and sighed. He even shook his head a little, which got the attention of both Hiccup and Toothless.

"Is something wrong?" asked Hiccup.

Jack looked at the floor for a moment, gathering himself before he turned to Hiccup, looking determined as he took in a quick breath before saying the four words no one ever wants to hear, "We need to talk."

* * *

><p><strong>Well, there ya go. Whatever...that was.<strong>

**Now for the news. I recently got accepted for an internship at Disney World which will start in August. Which means my hours will be crazy and my free time will be somewhat nonexistent. I'll try my absolute hardest to get chapters out as much as I can, but some August I wouldn't hold my breath for updates at the pace they are now. No idea how much free time I'd even have to write, but hopefully you guys that have stuck around this long won't mind waiting just a little while longer.**

**That being said, when it comes to this chapter, feel free to comment your thoughts and such!**


End file.
